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Yet peace---new mufic floats on ABther’s wings 
Say, is it Harmony herfelf who fings? 

No! while enraptur’d Sylphs the fong infpire, 

°Tis POPE who fweetly wakes the filver lyre, 

"To.melting notes, more mufically clear 

"Than Ariel whifper’d in Belinda’s ear- 

‘Too foon he quits them for a thewper tone ; 

See him, though form’d to fill the epic throac 

Decline the fceptre of that wide domain, 

To bape a lictor’s rod in fatire’s train, 

And, Mhrouded in 2 mift of moral fpleen, 

Behold him clofe the vifionary fcenc. 
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THE LIFE OF POPE. 


Tur life and writings of Pore, “ the great Poet of Reafon,” and “ the Prince of Rhyme,” have ex- 
Traulted the copioufnels of Ruffhead, and received every poflibic illnftration from the candid and 
‘well informed criticifm of Spence, the elegant and claffical tafte of Dr. Warten, and the.acute pre= 
‘ @ifien of Dr. Johnfon. 

~ The fads ftated, in the prefent account, are chiefly taken from the narratives of Ruffhead, and 
be. Johgfon, whofe copioufnels and accuracy leave little to be corrected or fupplied. 

Ruffliead’s information was collected from original manufcriprs, communicated by Warburton, 
‘and Dr. Johnfon’s intelligence from Spence’s MS. collections, communicated by the Duke of New- 
caftles : 

Alexander Pope was born in London, May 22, 1638: His father, Alexander Pope, was a linen- 
Graper in the Strand, of a good family in Oxfordthire, and a diftent relation of the Earl of Downe. 
His mother, Editha Turner, was the daughter of William Turner, &fq. of York. She had three 
brothers, one of whom was killed, another died in the fervice of Charles I, and the eldeft, on the 
difcomfiture of the royalifts, going abroad, and becoming a general officer in Spain, left her what. 
remained of the family eftate, after (equeftrations and forfeiture. Both parents were Papifts, 

About the time of the Revolution, his father quitted his crade, and retired to Binfield in Windfor 
Foreft, worth about 20,0001, which he put into a cheft, and fpent as he wanted it ; for, being = 
Papift, he could not purchafe land, and he made a point of confcience not to lend it to the new 
government; fo that when Pope came to the inheritance, great part of the money was expended, 

He was, from his birth, of a very delicate conftitution, but is faid to have thown remarkable. gen 
tlenefs and fweetnels of difpofition, His voice, when he was young, was fo pleafing, that he was 
called in fondnefs “ the little nightingale.” 7 

He was taught to read very carly by an aunt, and when he was feven or eight years old, dif. 
covered an eager defire for information and improvement. He firft learned to write by copying 
printed books, which he executed with great neatnefs and accuracy; though his ordinary hang 
was not clegant. 

At cight years old he was placed is Hamphhire, under Taverner, a Romith prieft, who taught him 
the Greck and Latin rudiments together. He met with “ Ogilby’s Homer,” and“ Sandys’s Ovid,” 
which he read with a delight that fhowed the bent of his genius. Ogitby’s affiftance he never row 
paid with any praife; but of Sandys he declared in his notes to the //ied, that Englith poetry owed 
much of its beauty to his tranflations. 

He'was fent from Taverner, under whom his proficiency was confiderable, te a private fchool at 
Twyford near Winckefter, where he continued a year ; from this {chool he was fent to another at 
Hyde Park Corner, being then about ten years of aye. 

In the two laft fchools he coufidered himfelf as having made very little progrefs, of which he was 
fo fenGible, that among his earlieft pieces, there is a fatire on his mafter at Twyford ; yet, under thofe 
matters, he tranflated more than a fourth part of  Ovid’s Metamorphofes.”* 

While he wae ac the {chool at Hyde Park Corner, he was frequently carried to the play houfe, 
and was fo captivated with the drama, that he turned the chief tranfaétions of the “ iad” inte a 
kind of play, compofed of a number of fpeeches from Ogilby’s tranflation, connected with verfes of 

his own. ' 

He prevailed upon his {chool-fellows to take part in this play, and upon his mafter’s gardener, te 


, act the part of Ajax. 


At twelve years old, he was called by his father to Binfield, acd there he had for « few months 
the affiftance of one Deane, another prieft, of whom he learned only to conftrue a little of © Tully's 
Offices,” which, ter having trandlated “ Ovid,” he might certainly do without great advances ia 
“learning. : 

Hitherto, then, he muft have known little more than what he learned during one year under 
Taverner ; and from this time, till twenty, he became his own preceptor; and gained what other 
knowledge he had by reading the claflics, elpecially the poete, to whom he applied with great affi- 
_Aaity ond delight. , aij s 


w THE LIFE OF PORE. 
‘His primary end principal purpofe was to be a poet, with which his father-accidentally concurred, 
by propofing fubjedts, and obliging him tp, corre his performance, -by many revifais, after which, 
: when he was {etisfied, hz would fay, * Thefe are good rhymes.” * . 

‘In-perufing the Englith poets he foon dittinguifhed the verfification of Dryden, which he confider- 
ed as the moddf to Be ftudied, and was impreffed with fuch veneration for his inftru@tor, that he 
perfaded afriend to condud him to 2 coffee-houfe which Dryden frequented, and pleafed himfelff 
with having feen him. ; 

“ Who doef not with that Dryden could have known the value of the homage that was paid him) 
‘whd forefven the greatnefs of his young admirer ?” 

The earlieft of his productions is the Ode on Solitude, weritten when he was twelve, in which thereal 
is nothing remarkable, : 

His time was now wholly fpent in reading and writing. He foon learned ta read Homer in the : 
-Qviginal, as he himfelf records in one of hie imitations of Horace. 

: “Bred up at home, full early F begun 
To reud in Greck the wrath of Peleus’ fon: 
Ashe read the claffics, he amufed himfelf with tranflating them ; and at fourteen made a verfion of 
he firt book of the Tdebaid of Statius, which, with fome revition, he afterwards publifhed. He 
tranflated likewife the Eile of Sappho to Phaon, and Dryope and Pomona, from Ovid, which he 
‘pfterwards printed. : i : 7 
He was alfp tempted, by “ Dryden's Fables,” to try his fkill in reviving and imitating Chauter’s 
“Fanuary and May, and the Prologue of the Wife of Bath, which he put into modern Englith. 
He fometimes imitated the Englith poets, and profeffed to have written about this time, the poem, 
upon Silence, in imitation of Rochefter’s “ Nothing.” He had now formed his verfification, afited 
‘by the rich melody of Uryden ; and the fmoothnefs of his numbers furpaffed his original. . 

‘When hewas fifteen, having made a confiderable progrefs in the learned languages, he went to 
“London to learn the French and Italian, which, by ditigent application, he foon acquired, 

"He then returned to Binfield, and delighted hinifelf with his own poetry. He wrote a-comedy, 
“w tragedy, Alcander an ‘epic poem in four books, with panegyrics on a the princes of Europe ¢ 
tind, as he confeffes, “Sthought himJelf the greateft genius that ever was.” 

.” The fubjed of the comedy is not known, but the tragedy was founded on the legend of St. Ge~ 
nevieve, Mott of his puerile productions were’ afterwards deftroyed, ‘The epic poem was burut 
by. the perftiafion of Atterbury. Some of its extravagancics are produced in the drs of Sixking in 
poetry, figned Anonymots. . : 

About this time, it is related, that he tranflated Tuily on Old Age; and that, befides his books 
ef poetry dnd criticifm, he read  Temple’s Effays,” and * Locke’ on“Human Underftanding.” 

‘+ Books were not the ooly mcans through which he acquired information. He early procured the 

/ wequaintance of men of talents and literature, and improved himfelf by converfation. ; 
‘At fixteen, he acquired the friendhhip of Sir William Trumball, a ftatefman of fixty, who had 
been it the hiighett offices at home and abroad.“ : 

From that age, the life of Pope, asin author, may be properly computed. He now wrote his Paffe« 
tals, which were for forme tinte handed about among poets, and critics, and at Jatt printed in Tonfon's 
Cs Mifccilany,” 1409, in the fame volume with the “ Paftorals” of Philips. 

” He had by this tinve become acquainted with Garth, Steele, Gay, Addifon, Congreve, Gran. 
ville, Halifax, Scmers, Walth, Wycheily, Cromwell, and other wits. He loft the frieadihip of 
Wycherly, by corteéting his bad poetry, and of Cromwell, by correéting his bad tafte. . 

Their cerrefpordence afforded the public its fir knowledge of Pope’s épiftolary powers; for his 
letters were given by Cromwell to Mrs, Thorias, and fhe, many years afierwards, fold them to 
Curl, who inferted them in a volume of his mifcelianics, : 

Wait was ong ‘of his firft encouragers. He received an advice from him, which feems to. have 
regulated his fiudies. Walfh advifed him to co:ze&tnefs, hitherto neglected by the Englith poets, 
and therefore an wntrodden path'to fame. . 

He had now declared hiewelf a poct, ana thinking himfelf entitled to poetical converfation, began 
at feventcen to frequent Will's Coffee-houfe, where the wits of that time ufed to affemble, ’ 

Sogn after the Paflorats, appeared the Zjfuy on Critics a, which procured him, as it deferved, 
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Srery high character, Te was praifed by Addifon, attacked by Dennis, and commented by War 
Durtor, who has difeovered in it fuch order and connedion as was net perceived by Addifon, nor, as: 
‘is faid, intended by the author, It has been tranflated into French by Hamilton, by Robotham, and 

«by Refnel. It has alfo been tranflated into Latin verfe by feveral writers; particularly by Smart, 

and Dr. Kirkpatrick, the author ofa poem calied * The Sea-Piece,’ which, though it is litle known, 

bus many, very fine paffages. E ’ . 

About the fame time, he wrote the Ode for St. Cecilia’s Day, which he undertook atahe defire of 

* Bisele. . : ; . : Xe 

Ein the “ Spedtatoe” was publithed the Mefias, which he firtt fubmijted to the perulal of Steclegy 

‘ad corfedted in compliance with his criticiim. - 

“The Elegy to the Memayy of an Unfortunat: La.'y, was probably written about the time when his 
Effay on Criticifm was publifhed, Who the lady was, has not been afcertained. According to Ruff» 
head, the was a woman of high rank and large fortune, the ward of an uncle; the was in love with 
a young gendeman of an inferior condition. The uncle difapproved of her attachment, and pro. 
pofed another perfonasaniatch, Finding fhe was determined to abide by her own choice, he fene 
her abroad, Deprived of every opportunity of cépverfing or correfponding with her lover, ihe be+ 
came defperate, and procured a fword, which fhe directed to her heart. 

In the * Gentlemin’s Magazine,” vol. li. p. 314, it is alfértéd, that the lady’s name wis Witbiae 
bury ; that the was in love with Pope, and would have married him; that her guafdian, though 
fhe was deformed in-her perfon, looked upon fuch a match as beneath her, and fent her to a con- 
vent, where the put an‘ehd to.het life. How far this account is true, cahnot be known. Pope 
certainly, from the Elegy, and thé concluding lines of the Eloif, appears to have been very deeply 
affedled by her fate. Dr. Johnfon has cenfured her conduct with unreafdnable feverity. Halty 
and culpable the was undoubtedly; but it ought to be conlidered, that no perfon ever has, of ‘cat 
be happy againft violent inclinations, with conftancy to a forced partner for life. To thofe on 
whom love has made a deep itaprelfion, nothing but its object can give happinefs or peack of minds 
tonfiderations, indeed, that weigh little with the family pride of parents. It is evident that.an in- 
duigence of paffion may he attended with happinefs, but that the difappointment of it canndt. 

In £714, he produced The Dying Chriftian to bis Soul, in imitation of the verfes of Adrian, ant the 
fragment of Sappho, by the advice of Steele. It ftrongly refembles an ode of Flarman, of whom he 
was probably a reader, as he certainly was of Crafhaw, Carew, Quarles, and Herbert. 

He contributed’ to the SpeGator, Nos. 404, 408, and 409, and fome other papers, 

In 7X4, he publithed The Rape of the Lock, in its prefent form. It was occafiohed by a froli¢ of. 
gallantry, in which Lord Petre cut off a lock of Mrs. Arabella Fermor’s hair. This trifling caufé 
produced a ferious quartet between the two families. Mr. Caryll, Secretary to King James’s Queen, 
‘and author of the comcdy of “ Sir Solomon Single,” and of feverai tranflation’ in “ Drydé Mif. 
cellanies,” folicited Pope to endeavour a reconciliation, by a ludicrous poent. The firft fketth wae 
written in-lefs than a fortnight, and publithed in x71, in two cantos, Without his name. It was 
received fo well, that he enlarged it by the addition of the machinery of the Sy/pss, and extended i¢ 
jnto five cantos. At its firt appearance, Addifon declared it was “ merum fal,” a delicious lide 
thing, and gave him no encouragement to retouch it, This was imputed to jealoufy in Addifon, 
Dut contains no proof that he was a&uated by any ‘bad paflion. Pope fortunately ‘did not follow 
Addifon's advice ; his attempt was juftified by fuccefa. i 

‘When the Guardian was begua, he contributed the paper concerning the little club, under tha” 
fame of Dick Dipich, a letcer figned Gratho, a defcription of the Gardens of Atcinour, and a very fevers 
jronical eriticifm on “ Philips’s Paftorals,” in which he pretends tv praife Philips, but with great art | 

"takes the fuperiority to himfelf. 

‘About this time, he publithed The Temple of Fame, written two years before; which, as Steele ob+ 











ferves, has a thoufand beaaties. 
In 1714, he publithed Windfor Fore?, of which part was written at fixteen, and the latter was 
_ Added afterwards. ft is dedicated to Lanfdowne, who was then high in reputation and influence” 
among the Tories, . " 
‘When the tsagedy of Cato” made its appearance, he introduced it by a folemo and fullinie 
prologue ; and when Dennis publiihed-his * Remarks,” undertovk, not indced to vindicat>, but to 
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Fevenge Addifon by 4 Narrative of the Madne{s of Fobn Dennis. Addifon expreffed no approbatiott 
Of the ridicule’ of Pope againft Dennis, and perhaps did not think he deférved much by his officicufnefs, 
Two other pamphlets, publifhed about this time againft Edmund Curll, a bookfeller, who lived. 
by the publication and fale of productions on which refpe@able men of the profeffion would have no 
intereft, are afcribed to Pope, and printed in « Pope and Swift’s Mifcellanics.” Curll was con- - 
cerned in many libellous pieces, both againft individuals and the ftate; but it cannot be denied that 
‘Englith litefature owes him confiderable obligations. i : 
About this time, he wrote the Epifile from Eloi'a to Abelapd ; in confequence, as Savage told Dr. 
Wyohnfon, of his perufal of Ptior’s * Nutbrown Maid,” which it not only excells, but every com> _ 
polition of the fame kind. ‘ 

He had trong inclination to unite the Art of Painting _with that 6f Poetry, and put himfelé | 

. under the tuition of Jervas, to whom, about this time, he addreffed an encomiaftic Epil, with 
* Dryden's tranflation of Frefnoy.” 

;  & pidure of Betterton, copied by Pope from Kneller, was in the pofleffion of the late Earl of 
Mansfield, and is faid to be fill at Caenwood. 

After Betterton’s death, he pubjithed, under his name, a verfion into modern Englifh, of Chaucer's 
\ prologues, and one of his tales, which were believed by Fenton to have been the petformance of 

~Pope himfelf.s 9 

In 1713, when he wasimhis twenty-fifth year, he circulated propofals for ,publithing his tranfla- 
tion of the ZHad, with notes, by fubfcription, in 6 vols. gto, for fix guineas.- ® 

The propofals were very favourably received ; amd the leading men, political and literary, of both 
partics, were bufy to recommend his undertaking, and to promote his intereft; but the Tories, in 
general, encouraged the fub{cription much more than the Whigs. 

To him the hands of jarring faction join, 
‘To heap their tribute on his Lomer’s fhrine. Hay ev. 

His contra& with Lintot the beokfeller was very advantageous, It was agreed that he fhould re. 
ecive 2001. for the copy-right of each volume, and that Lintet fhould fupply the copies to be de- 
Jivered to fubdfcribers, or prefented to friends, at his own expence. 

"The fubferibers were five hundred and feveuty.five, ‘The copies for which fubferiptions were 
given, were fix hundred and fifty-four; but only fix hundred aad fixty were printed. For thofe 
copies Pope had nothing to pay; he therefore received, including the two hundred pounds a 
“volume, five thoufand three hundred and twenty pounds four fillings, without deduction. 

At firft he found himfelf embarraffed with difficulties, which retarded his progrefs; but pradtice 
increafed his facility of verfifcation, and in a fhort time he reprefents himfelf as difpatching regu- 
Tarly fifty lines a-day. ‘ 

It is not very likely, as Dr. Johnfon obferves, that he overflowed with Greek ;. but Latin tranf- 
lations were always at hand, and from them he could obtain his author's fenfe with fufficient 
certainty. He had the poetical tranflation of Robanus Heflus, the French Homers of La Valterie, 
and Dacier, and the Englith of Chapman, Hobbes, and Ogilby. With Chapman he had very fre- 
quent confultations; and perhaps never tranflated any paflage till he had read his verfion, which, 
indeed, he has been fometimes fufpedted of ufing inftead of the original. ‘ 

Broome, in the preface to his “ Poems,” declares himfelf the commentator, “ in part upon the 
Niad ;” and it appears from Fenton’s letter, preferved in the Mofeum, that Broome was at firft en- 
gaged in confulting Zufathius, of whofe work there was then no Latin verfion; but that after a 
time, he defifted. Another Cambridge man was then employed, who fuon grew weary of the 
work ; and a third, that was recommended by Thirlby, is now difcovered to bave been Jortin, a 
man fince well known to the learned world, who complained that Pope having accepted and ap~ 
proved his performance, never teftified any curiofity to fee him. Broeme then offered his fervice a 
fecond time, and was probably accepted, as they bad afterwards a clofer correfpondence. 

Parnell contributed the Life of Homer which Pope found fo hearth, that he took great pains in 
correding it; and by his own diligence, with fuch help as kindnefs or money could procure him, 
in fomewhat more than five years, he completed the Englith Jizd, with notes, which is allowed to 
be the heft verfion of poetry that ever was written ; and its publication muft, therefore, be con~ 
fidered as one of the great events in the annals of learning. Halifax expe@ted the dedication of his 


FRE LOTS POPE. ER 
Srerfion ; bat he paffed over peers and ftatefmen to inferibe it to. Congreve. “while the tranflation 
was in its progrefs, Mr. Craggs, Secretary of State, nobly offered to procure him ¢ peafion, which 
he thought proper to decline. Sar ae 2 sy 

: Proud of the frank reward his talents find, 
‘And nobly confcious of no venal mind; 
‘With the juit world his fair account ke clears, Benes § 
And owns no debt to prizices or to peers, atures OO: 

The original manufeript of the, had, written upon envelopes of letters; dnd accidental fragment 
of paper, being obtained by Bolingbroke as a curiofity, defcended from him to Mallet, and is now, 
by the folicitation of the late Dr. Maty, repofited in the Mufeum, : $ * 
© The firft volume of the Jliad was publithed in x73, and a verfion of the firft book by Tickell, 

_ "was publifhed the fame year, which Pope fafpeGted was really written by Addifon, with an inten- 
tion to injure his charadtet and intereft. gue J , 

In an advertifement prefixed by Tickell, he profeffes to have no « other view in publithing this 
{mall fpecimen of Homer's Ziad, than to befpeak, if poffible, the favour of the public to a tranflation 

of the Odyfiy, wherein he had already made fome progrefs.” ; 

Whether that was, or was not his motive, there is no evideriée thidt Addifon éanfed it to be 
publifhed from envy and malice, as has been afferted, to injure Pope. Addifon’s oppofition to 
Pope, at that time, could do him no particular injury ; for his fab{cription was full, aod his con- 

_ trad with his bookfeller completed; and if he had been actuated by jealoufy, it is not probable he 
swould have fpoken fo highly of Pope’s Iliad in the “ Freeholder” of May 7, 1716." ae 

Pope, whofe difpofition is acknowledged to have been irritable, was hurt beyond theafure at this 
tranflation 5 and it is probable that the‘character of Atticus was written in the heat of his refent~ 
ment on this occafion, ‘us he expreffed the very fame fentintents to Mr. Craggsigin his letter of 
July xg, 725. But it does not appear, sf Ruffhead aiferts, that there was any open breach 
between Addifon and Pope upon this occafion, and Pope exprefély tells Craggs there was none. 

Addifon, therefore, unlefs better proof can be given, mutt be acquitted of this odious charge; 
which feems to have been founded on fome mifappreWenfion in Pope; who, however excufeable he 
may be thought in writing the chara@er of Afficis in the firft tranfports of poctical indignation, 

* gannot he juftified in fappreffing it till after the death of Addifon, and then permitting its publica- 
* tion; and at length, at the diftaice of eighteen years, tranfriitting it to pofterity ingrafted in his 
Epifile to Dr, Arbuthnot. SE ee ee : 
The inferior tribe of writers endeavoured to depreciate the Jtiad. Dennis attacked it with his 
safual bitternefs and fcurrility 5 es others, Ducket and Burnet, who was afterwards a judge 
“ o£ no meant reputation, cenfured Min a piece called “ Homerides 3” 7 
In 175, he prevailed on his father, it id faid, to fell the eftate at Binfield, an@ purchafed the 
 Jeafe of tht houfe at Twickenham, fo much celebrated for his refidence in it. How his father could 
have faleable property in land, being a Papift, docs not appear. 
"ete he planted the vines, and the quincunx, which he has célebrated in his poems ; and being 
inder the neceflity of making a fubterraneous paflage to a garden on the other fide of the road, he 
dignified it with the title of « grotto; the decoration of which was the favourite amufement of his 








declining years. . . aoe a 

In 1717, he collected his former works into oné quarto volume, to which he ptefixed a preface, 
written with great fpritelinefs and elegance. : . 

In this year his facher died fuddenly, in his 7gth year, having paffed twenty-nine years in 
fetirement. He ia riot known but by the character which his fon has given him ia the Epifle ta 
Dr. Arbuthnel. . . : i 

In 1726, he was infected with the general contagion ; but on the firft fall of the South Sea Stock, 
wan cured. He fold out juit in time to fave him(elf from lofs. ee 

‘The next yeat, he publithed che fele& poems of his friend Parnell, with an elegant poetical dedi« 

~ -€ation to the Earl of Oxford. " . 7 

In r7at, he gave to the world his edition of Shab /peare, in 6 vols, 4to.; for which Tonfon de- 
fnanded a fubfcription of fix guineas, and was fuccefoful in difpofing of mioft of the copies, This 

undertaking, to whith he was induced by a reward of two hundred and feventeen pownde twelve 


A 


~ 
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hhillings, isnot reckoned-to have contributed much to his reputation. Di Johnifon obteaver, he od 
Many things wrong, and left many things undone. 

Theobald, firft in his “ Shakfpearé Reftored,” and then in a formal edition, detected hia dee 
ficiencies with all the infolence of vidtory; from which time he became an enemy to editors, com~ 
mhentators, and verbal critics, 

About this time; he publifhed propofals for a tranflation of the tafe, i in 5 vols. ato. for five 
guineas, and Was affifted by Fenton, and Broome; who, as Ruffhead relates, had already begun the 
work. He tranflaced only twelve books himfelf; his affociates the reft. The account of the feveral 

iShares, fabjoined at the conclufi ion, is now known not to be true. The firft, fourth, nineteenth, 
and twentieth books were tranflyted by Fenton ; the fecond, fixch, eighth, eleventh, twelfth, fixteenth, 
eighteenth, and twenty-third books, by Broome; but he revifed their ‘verfions, Broome wrote the 
notes, for which he was mot over liberally rewarded... The agreement with Lintot was the fame ae 
for the Iliad, except that he was to receive but one hundred pounds for each volume, 

The fubferibers were five hundred and feventy-four, and the copies eight hundred and nine. 
teen; fo that his profit, when he had paid Fenton 300]. and Broome 600 I. ‘was ftill very cone 
fiderable, ad 

Spence wrote a criticifm on the Englith Odyfey, which was efteemed impartial, judicious, and 
candid. Pope was pleafed with it, and fought the acquaintance of the writer, who lived with him 
from that time in great familiarity, compiled memorials of his converfation, aud obtained, by his 
influence, very valuable preferments irfthe church. 

+ In 1723, he appeared before the Lords at the trial of Bifhop Atterbury, to give an account of 

his domeftic life, and private employment, that it might appear hew little time he had left for 
plots. He had | but few words to utter, and in thofe few he made feveral blunders, 
- His letters to o Atterbury, both before and after his misfortune, are full of efteem, gratitude, and 
tendernefs. He often vifited him in the Tower. At their aft interview, Atterbury prefented him 
with a Bible, Whatever might be Atterbury’s political principles and views, he certainly poffeffed 
a highly cultivated underftanding, an elegant tafte, and a feeling heart.* 

In 1726, Voltaire having vifited England, was introduced to Pope, and wrote him a letter of 
confolation, ‘on his being overturned in paifing a river, in the night, in Bolingbroke's coach, with 

| the windows clofed, from which the poftillion foatched him, when he was in danger of being 
drowned, by breaking the glafs ; the fragments of which cut ¢wo of his fingers, in fach a manner shoe, 
he loft their ufe. 

In 1727, Swift vifited England, and joined with Pope in publithing three volumes of Mifcels.. 
“anice. Pope contributed the Memoirs of a Parifo Clerk, Stradi verfus Styles, Virgilius Reflauratusy | 
the Bafet Table, and the Art of Sinking in Poetry, defigned as a part of the Memoirs of Martinus’ 
Scriblerus, a fatire proje@ed in conjungion with Arbuthnot and Swift, On the Abufes_9 af Human 
Learning, in the manner of Cervantes. no 

‘The year following, he publifhed the Duncie#, one of his greateft and moft elaborate performances; 
the hiftory of which is very minutely related by himfelf, in a dedication which he wrote to Lord. 
‘Middlefex, in the name of Savage. 

Pope appears by this narrative to have heen the aggreffor ; for nobody can believe that the letters 
in the Art of Sinking in Poetry were placed at random. If his intention had been to expofe'to ridi« 
cule and contempt, calumniators either of hinsfelf or of others, he ought to have confined himielf 
to fuch libellere, If his defign was to difcourage bad writers from giving their productions to the 
world, he fhould have fatirized perfons of that defcription only. Theobald, Eufden, Blackmore, 
Philips, De Foe, Bentley, Hill, Welfted, and Cibber, were not {uch writers as deferved to be ridie °- 
culeds they were not generally flanderous, and had not calumniated him in particular. There 
in much reafon to believe that he compofed the Dunciad, partly to be révenged on thofe who had 
abufed hint, and partly to difplay his own fuperiority.. He degraded himfelf by beftowing om 
fecibbling calumniators, even the notice of refentment ; to difplay fuperiority was totally unne- 
ceflary, where there could be no competition. ~ 

In the fubfequent editions, he thought fit to omit the lame of Hill, who expoftulated with him in 
a mannet fuperior to all mean folicitation, and obliged him to fneak and thuffle, fometimes to deny, . 
and fometimes to apologife, Ec alfo omitted the name of Burnet, and fubi:uted sordia? Sriendpig « 
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Ym the room of pious pafics, which was underStood by Ducket to convey 2 feandalous afperfion, and 
added a folemn difavowal of his maligaant meaning. ; 7 

The Duncied is addrefled to Swift; of the notes, part were written by Arbuthnot; and an apo# 
Togetical letter was prefixed by Cleland, but fuppofed to have been written by Pope. 

{n 1754, he publifhed an Epifile to the Earl of Burlington, on Tafa in which he feverely criticifes 
the. houfe, furniture, garden, and entertainments of Timon, who was fuppofed to mean the Duke 
of Chandos, to whom he had bten obliged. He wrote an exculpatory jetter to the Duke, wha 
accepted of his excufe, without believing, his profeffions. 

The next year he loft his friend Gay; who was a moft amiable man, and loved by Pope with 
great tendernefs. 3 ‘ i 

The following year deprived him of his mother, who lived to the’age of ninety-three; and did 
not die unlamented. His filial piety, Dr. Johnfon objerves, was, in the higheft degree, amiable, 
and exemplary ; bis parents had the happinels of living till he was at the fummit of his poetical 
reputation, til] he was at eafe in his fortune, and without a rival in his fame; and found no dimi- 
nution of his refpe& or tendernefs, Whatever was his pride, to them he was obedient; and what- — « 
ever was his irritability, to them he was gentle. Life has among its foothing and quiet comfortas 
few. things better to beftow than fuch a fon, : : 

‘About this time, Curll publithed the furreptitious capy of Letters between Pope and bis Friends ¢ 
which were clandettinely conveyed to him for publication, as is believed, by Pope's dire@ion, that 
he might decently and defenfively publifh them himfelf. The meffenger was Worfdale the 
painter. 7 

From the perufal of his Letters, Mr. Allen conceived the defire of being acquainted with him, 
‘When Pope told him his purpofe of afferting his property by a genuine edition, he offered to pay 
the coft. This, however, Pope did not accept; but, in time, with fuccefs, folicited a fub{cription 
for a quarto volume, which appeared in 1737. 

In 1733, he publithed the, firit epittle of his Efuy on Man, without his name, which, being fa- 
vourably received, the fecond and third Epifiles were publifhed ; and being now generally fufpected of 
writing them, at lat, in 1734, he avowed the fourth, and claimed the honour of a moral poet. 

In the conclufion, it is acknowledged, that the doctrine of the Effay was received from Boling~ 
broke, to whom it is inferibed, who is faid to have ridiculed Pope, as having advanced principles 
contrary to his own; and of which he did not perceive the confequences, However that may be, 
it is manifeft that the pleafure of the talte and fancy, from the perufal of the Zfay, is much greater 
than the information or conviétion of the underftanding. a 

‘The fame of the Effay on Mun wag very reat; it was tranflated into French profe, and after~ 
wards, by Refnel, into verfe, The tranflations were read by Croufaz,.a profeffor in Switzerland, 
He believed that the pofitions of Pope were intended to reprefent the whole courle of things 4s 
a chain of fatality, and made remarks on the Efay, tending to eitablith the free agency of man. 

‘The celebrated Warburton undertvok the defence of Pope, againft the imputation of fatalifm ia 

j “the Republic of Lesters.”” Warburton, in bis exculpatory comment, fhowed very great ingenuity, 
but ia not generally reckoned to have completely removed the objections, 

From this time, Pope lived in the clofeft intimacy with his*tommentator, who had before fa- 
voured his adverfaties, and amply rewarded his kindnefs and zeal; for he introduced him to Mr. 
Murray, afterwards Lord Mansfield, by whofe intereft he became preacher at Lincoln’s Inn, and 
to Mr. Allen, who gave him his niece and his eftate. eye 

He was now received with attention, not only by the nobility, but by the Prince of Wales, 
who honoured him. with his friendthip, and dined at his houfe. It is faid that-Queen Caroline 
expreffed an intention of vifiting him at Twickenham, but it was never accomplifhed, 

In 1733, he publithed the Epifile to Lord Bathurj/l, on the Ue of Riches; in which he draws the 
celebrated chara@ter of Kyrl the Man of Ro/i. ‘ 

In 5734, he inferihed to Lord Cobham his Chircfers of Men, in which he endeavours to efta- 
“blith and exemplify his favowite theory of the Ruling Pafion; but with f little tkill, that in the 
examples by which he illuficates and confirms it, he has confounded paifions, appetites, and ha« 
bits. 

He added, foon after, an Epifle on the CharaGters of Womea ; fuppofed to have been addrefled.to 
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Martha Blount, to whom, during the greateft part of his life, he had been very much atlacheds / 
‘The churdéter of thé Duchefs.of Martborough, under the name of Atofe, was afterwards inferted; ~ 
With no great honour to his gratitude. 35 

Between £730 and 1740, he publifhed, from time to time, his Emitations of Horace, generally 
with his name, which modernize aucient ideas and chara@ers, more fuccefsfuliy than any which 
had before appeared, 

His Epifile to Dr. Arbuthnot, was publithed in January 1735, about a month before the death of 
his friend. It is to be regretted, Dr, Johnfon obferves, that either honour or pieafure fhould 
have been miffed by Arbuthnot ; a man eftimable for his learning, amiable for his life, and vene- 
rable for his piety. - : 

Arbuthnot was a man of great comprebenfion, fkilful in his profeflion, verfed in the feiences, 
acquainted with ancient literature, and able to animate his mats of knowledge, by a bright and 
active imagination ; a feholar, with great brilliance of wit; a wit, who in the crowd of life re- 
tained and difcovered a noble ardour of religious zeal. ot 

Tn this epiftle, Pope. vindicates himfelf from cenfures, and, with dignity rather than arrogance, 
“enforces his own claims to kindnels and refpe@. tn the character of Sporus he ridicules Lord Her- 
vey, who had written ‘an invective againft him. Whether he or Pope made the firft attack, pers 
‘haps canngt now be cafily known, 

In 1738, he publithed too fatirical dialogues, named from the ‘year of their appearance. In the 
Airit he degraded himfelf, by defcending to party politics. In the fecond he attacked feveral private 
eharaders, which had nearly expofed him to the refentment of the legiflature. 

The Memoirs of Martinus Scriblerus were publifhed about this time, extending to the firft book of a 
work, projected by the Scrillerus Club the production, probably of Arbuthnot, with a few touches 
perhaps by Pope. Befides its genera) refemblance to “ Don Quixote,” there will be found in it par= 
ticular imitations of “ The Hiftory of Mr. Ouffle.”” 

In 1749, he publithed a colleGion of Latin poems, written -by Italians, in 2 vols. 1gmo, in- 
@uding the former collection made by Atterbury, ‘but injurioufly omitting his preface. 

Hie publithed likewife about this time, a revival in fmoother numbtrs, of Donne's Satires, which 
‘was recommended to him by the Duke of Shrewfbury, and the Earl of Oxford, 

Io 174%, he added, at Warburton’s requeft, another book to the Dunciad. 

In the Epifile to Arbuthnst, as in the Duneiad, he had attacked Cibber with great feverity. Cibber, 
who well knew the irritability of Pope, ard confident that he could give him pain, wrote a fpirited 
pamphlet, containing feveral ftories, tending to make him ridiculous. The inceflant and unappeafe~ 
able malignity of Pope, he imputes to his ridicule of the exploded {cene of the mummy and the 

« ‘erocodile in The Three Houts after Marriage, fuppofed to be the joint production of Gay, Pope, 
and Arbuthnot, Pope enraged, publithed a new edition of the Dunciad, in which he degraded 
Theobald, and enthroned Cibber in his ftead. By transferring the fame ridicule from one to ano« 
ther, he deftroyed its eflicacy, Unhappily the two heroes were of oppofite characters, and Pope 
was unwilling to lofe what he had already written ; he has therefore depraved his poem, by giving to ° 
Cibber the old books, the cold pedantry, and fluggith pertinacity of Theobald. Cibber repaid theDun- 
ciad with another pamphlet, which, though he pretended to difrezard, really gave him great oneafinefss 

From this time, finding his difeafes more oppreffive, and his vital powers gradually declining, he 
‘wrote nothing new, but fatisfied himfelf with revifing his former works, in which he received ad- 
vice and affiftance from Warburton, whofe hints, in the warmth of gratitude, he followed with alf 
the blindnefs of infatuated affection. 

He laid afide his epic poem, on the ridiculous fi@ion of the arrival of Brutus, the Trojan, im 
Britain; which he had begun in blank verfe.. The plan is exhibited by Ruffhead; but though the 
MS. was before him, he has given no {pecimen. 

In 1743, he began to confider him{clf as approaching to his end. He had for at leaft five years 
heen afflited with an aflhma, and other diforders, which his phyficians were unable to relieve. 
While he was yet capable of amufement and converfation, his literary friends were alme% con- 
tinually with him, and endeavoured to alleviate hjs pain, His favourite, Martha Blount, is faid te 
have neglected him, With thameful unkindnefs, in the latter time of his decay. Of this, hows w 
ever, he doce not feem te have been fenfizle, as be left her the greater part of his property, 
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In May 1744, his death was approaching ; on the 6th he was all day delirious. He aftéewards 
somplained of feeing things 2s through a curtain. He faid that his greateft inconvenience was 
inability to. think, He received the Sacrament from a Romith prieft; and expreffed undoubtad 
copfidence of a future flate. He died on the évening of the 3eth day of May, 1744, im perfeh 
tranquillity; having, a few days before, entered the 57th year of hisege. He was buried at 
‘Twickenham, near his fathcr and mother, where a monument has been ereéted to him, by his 
friend Warburton. ™ 

By his will, made in the end of 1743, he appointed Lord Bathurft, Lord Marchmont, Mr. 
Murray, and Mr. Arbuthnot, his executors, and left the care of his papers to Lord Bolingbroke; 
and failing him, to Lord Marchmont; and te Warburton, the property of all his works, on which 
he had written, or fhould write commentaries, except thofe of which the property had been fold. . 
To his noble friends he left his pictures, and ftatues, with fome of his favourite books; with other 
legacies to his other friends, and to his favourite domeltics ; and the refidue of his fortune, toMartha 
Sioune, for her life, and then to be divided among his relations. 

The contemptuous mention made in his will of Mr. Allen, and an affected repayment of his he» 
nefactions with r501., brought fome reproach on his memory. Martha Blount had been invited 
with Pope to Mr. Allen's houfe at Prior Park. Having occaffon to go to Brittol for a few days, 
he left her behind him. In his abfence, fhe fignified ah inclination to go to the Popifh chapel at 
Bath, and defired of Mr. Allen the ufe of his chariot; but he, being’ at that time Mayor ofthe 
city, fuggefted the impropriety of having his carriage feen at the door of a place of worthip, ta 
which, as a magiflrate, he was at leaft reftrained from giving a fanction, and might be required 
to fupprefs; and therefore defired to be excufed. 

Mrs. Biaunt refented this refufal, and told Pope of it at’his return; and fo infedted him with 
her rage, that they both left the houfe abruptly. She parted from Mr. Allen in a ftate of irrecon. 
eileable diflike, and refufed any legacy from Pope, unjefs he left the world with a difavowat of 
obligation to him. Pope complied with her demand, and polluced his will wich femate tefentment 
Mr. Allen accepted the legacy which he gave to the hofpital at Bath. » 

He loft the favour of Bolingbroke, by a kind of pofthumous offence. He had been defired by 
Bolingbroke to procure ‘the impreffion of'a very few copies of the “ Patriot King ;” and he afforee 
him that no more copies had been printed than were allowed; but after his death the printer re= 
figned a complete edition of 150@ copies, to the right owner, which Pope had ordered him to 
Print, and to retain in fecret. Bolingbroke delivered the whole impreffion to the flames, and em- 
ployed Mallet, another friend of Pope, to expofe the breach of truft to the public, with all its 
Aggravations. Warburton undertook not indeed to bisa hies the action, but to extenuate it by 
an apology, To this apology an an{fwer ‘was written, in “ A letter to the moft impudent mam 
living.”* / 

His works were publifhed in g vols. 8vo. 175, with a commentary and notes by Warburton, 
Another edition appeared in 5 vols. 4t0. 1769, with an account of his life, and obfervations en his 
writings, by Owen Ruffhead, Efg. An edition with notes, has been lately announced by Mr, 
Wakefield, the jearned author of the “t Silva Critica” and another by Dr. Warton, the elegant author 
of the “ Effays on the Genius and writings of Pope,” in 2 vols. 8vo. 1762, and 1782: A work 
abounding with information, learning and juft principles of tafte. 

The perfon of Pope was diminutive and mifhapen. In the “ Guardian,” he compares himfelf 
to a fpider, and is faid to have been protuberant behind and before. His ftature was fo low, thar, 
to bring him to a level with common tables, it was neceffury to raife his feat. But his face was 
fweet and animated, and his eye remarkably intelligent and piercing. One fide was contracted, 
He wore a fur doublet under a fhirc of coarfe linen with fine fleeves. When he rofe, he was invefled- 
in boddice made of {tiff canvafs, being fearce able to hold himfelf erect till they were laced. His 
legs were fo flender, that he enlarged their bulk with three pair of ftockings, which were drawn on 
and off by the maid; for he was not able to drefs or undrefs himfelf, and neither went to bed nor 
rofe without help. His weaknefs made it very difficult for him to be clean. The feeblenefs of his 
frame made him fickly and impatient. Both thefe caufes made him a troublefome gueft in the families 
which he vifited. He was perpetually fending the fervants on frivolous errands, but took care to 


. Sompenfate their trouble by pecuniary rewards. He expected that every thing should give way te 
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hia eafe or humour. When he wanted to fleep, he nodded in company, and once flumbered at his “ 
own table, while the Prince of Wales was talking of poetry. In familiar or convivial converfation 
he was not diftinguifhed by vivacity. In his cating, he was both dainty and voracious; and 
when he had eaten too much, if a dram had been offered to him, he pretended to be angry, 
but did not forbear to drink it. It does not appear that he was addi@ed to wine. His impa- 
tience and irritability often led him into little quarrels, that would make him leave the houfes 
of his friends abruptly. At Lord Oxford's he frequently. met Lady Mary Wortley Montague, who 
knowing his peevithnefs, conld by no entreaties‘be reftrained from contradicting him, till their dif- 
putes were fharpened to fuch afperity, that one or other quitted the houfe, At home che was 
_chiefly diftinguifhed for his frugality. It is faid that when he had two guefts in his houfe, he 
would only fet, afingle pint of wine on the table. He fometimes gave a fplendid entertainment ; 
and on thofe occafions fhowed tafe, and magnificence. Of his fortune, which was very honourably 
@btained, he was proud. The great topic -of his ridicule is poverty. He was accufed of loving 
money ; but his love was eagernefs to gain, not folicitude to keep it. He affifted Dodfley with a 
hundred pounds, that he might ope a hhop, and coritributed twenty pounds a-year to the fubferip- 
tion for Savage ; and beftowed confiderable fums on charity. He was a faithful and conftaat 
friend; and notwithflanding the. little defects of his conftitutional temper, was beloved by them 
» during his*life, and remembered with the moft tender affection after his death. His refentment 
was too cafily excited, and his revenge carried to too great a length. The provocation he received 
‘by no means juftified, in many cafes, the fevere fatire of the Dunciad. His maligntty to Philips, 
‘whom he had at firft made ridiculous, and then hated for being angry, continued too long, Of his 
vain defire to make Benticy contemptible, no good reafon can be given. He was fometimes wanton in 
his attacks, before Chandos, Lady Mary Wortley Montague, and Hill, mean in his retreat. 
Though, on the whole, a man of integrity, he frequently ufed artifices that bordered on difen« 
genuity. Thofe, however, feem to have refulted more from the idea of fuperiority, than of im- 
pofing upen others. Even that gratification was a weaknefa in the character of Pope. Artifice 
and conning require very little ability. A man of fuch exalted fuperiority, and fo little moderas 
tion,'would naturally have all his delinquencies obferved; thofe who could not deny that he was ex- 
cellent, would rejoice to find that he was not perfea. 

Of his int@lle@tual charaer, the conftituent and fundamental principle was good fenfe, a prompt 
“and intuitive perception of confonance and propriety. He bad likewife genius; a mind adive, 

* gmbitious, and adventurous, always inveftigating, always afpiring. He was endowed with a fer- 
tile invention, and brilliant wit. To affift thefe powers, he had great ftrength and exactnefs of 
memory, which readily fupplied the underflanding with abundance of materials. Thofe gifts he 
Fmproved by indefatigable joduftry, and acquired a great compafs of knowledge, completely ge 
gefted. 

Thus endowed with the means of acquifition, he fuperadded the moft effectual and agreeable 
‘modes of communication. His language is clear, forcible and elegant, enriched with figures, that 
at once illuftrate, adorn, and imprefs, He confidered poetry as che bufinefs of his life, and how- 
ever he might feem to lament his occupation, he followed it with couftancy; to make verfes was 
his Girft labour, and to mend them was his laft. He ufed always the fame fabric of verfe. Of thia 
uniformity the certain confequence was readinefs and dexterity. By perpetual pratice, language 
hhad in his mind a fyftematical arrangement; having always the fame ufe for words, he had words 
fo feleed and combined as to be ready at his call. 

On the general charadler and effedt of his poems, it is the lefs neceflary to enlarge, as little re~ 
“mains to be added to the diftinct examination of his exceilent biographer, Dr. fohnfon, and the 
mafterly criticifm of Dr. Warton. 

Inhis Paferais, Dr. Warton obferves, there is not to be found a fingle inftance of a rural image 
that is new. The ideas of Theocritus, Virgil, and Spenfer, are indeed exhibited in language equally 
mellifluous and pure, but the ceferiptions and fentiments are trite, aud common. .A mixture of 
Britifh and Grecian ideas may juflly be deemed a blemith, An Englifhman fycaks of * celeftial 
Venus, and Idatia’s Groves, of Diana and Cynthius.” They exhibit, however, a feries of verfi- 
fication, which had in Evglifh poetry ne precedent, nor has fince had an imitation, 

The delign of Windfr Fore? is evidently dcsived from Denham’s * Cooper's Hill,” with fome at. “* 
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*gention to Waller's poem on @ The Park ;” but Pope cannot be denied to excel his matters in vas’ 
riety, and etegance, and the art of interchanging defcription, narrative, and morality. 

Of the Tcinple of Fanh, every part is fplendid; there is great luxoriance of ornaments. The ori~ 
ginal vifion of Chaucer is finch improved ; the imagery is properly felected, and learnedly difplayed ; 
yet, with all thie camprehenfion of excellence, it never obtained much notice, and is fcldom quoted 

, Or mentioned, swith either praife or blame. 

That the Maffia excells the “ Pollio” of Virgil, is no great praife, if it is confidered from what. 
. Sublime original the improvements are derived. Sumetimes indeed the fimple grandeur of [/aias is 
 diminithed by florid epithets, and injudicious prettineffes. : G 

The Elegy on an Unfortunate Lady, a8 it came from the heart, is very tender and pathetic; nor 
has Pope produced any poem in which the fenfe predominates more over the diction. . 

Of the Ode for St. Cecitia’s Day, it is fufficient praife, that it is only inferior to the inimitable 
4 Alexander's Feait” of Dryden. The general effect is very pleafing, and often ftriking. 

Of the £fay on Criticif, Dr. Jobufon obferves, that if he had written nothing elfe, it would have 
placed him among the firft critics and the firft poets, as it exhibigs every mode of excellence that 

_ can embellifh or dignify didactic compofition, felection of matter, novelty of arrangement, juftnefs of 
precept, {plendour of illuftration, and propriety of digreffion. : ; 
© The Rape of the Lock is univerfally allowed to be the moft attradtive of all ludicrous compofitions: 
‘The means employed are, vigorous thought, brilliant fancy, poignant wit, forcible fatire, and refined 
huniour, moft agreeably interwoven and diverfified. The machinery isan ingenious expaofion of 
that in Shekfpeare's * Tempefl,” and the Roficrucian dialogue of the Comte de Gabalis, 

The epittle of Bloifa to Abelard ig replete with poctical fire, paffionate language, picturefque ima- 
gery, and pathetic exclamation, which ftrike the imagination with a captivating horror. 

“ Clouds interpofe, waves roar, and winds arife.” . " 

It has certainly a charm hardly to be equalled ; for who can read it without experiencing the ale 
ternate impullfe of defire, pity, or rage; and Jaftly, the freezing languor of irrecoverable defpzir. 

“ This epittle,” fays Dr. Wartom “ is. one of the moft highly finifhed, and certainly che mgh, 
interefting of the pieces of Pope; and, together with the Elegy on an Unfortunate Lady, is the only 
inftance of the pathetic he has given us.”* G - 

‘The tranflation of Homer is a performance which no age or nation can pretend to equal. Such 
a verfion, the moft perfeS knowledge of the Greck and@Englith languages could not fiave produced. . 
It is not the work of a fcholar or verfifier merely ; it is the performance of a poet. The di@ion and 
verfification muft vindicate to themfelves a yery confiderable fhare of the merit of this mafterly 
work, “ Pope fearched the pages of Dryden,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ for happy combinations of poctic 
didtion ; but it will not be denied that he added much to what he found. He cultivated the lan- 
guage with fo much diligence and art, that he has left in his Homer a treafure of poetical elegances 

$0 potterity. His verfion may be faid to have tuned the Englith tongue; for fince its appearance, 
‘no writer, however deficient in other powers, has wanted melody. Such a fcries of lines, fo ela~ 
borately corrected, and fo fweetly modulated, took poffeffion of the public ear; the vulgar was cua. 
inoured of che poen, and the learned wondered at the tranflation.”” es 
ithas been objected by fome, that it is not Homerical; that it exhibies no refemblance of the ori- 
ginal and charaGteriftic manner of the Father of Poetry, as it wants his awful fimplicity, his artlefs 
grandeur, his unaffected majefty. This cannot be totally denied. Homer doubtlefs owes to 
his tranflator many Ovidian graces, not ftri@ly fuitable to his character; but to have added can 
be no great crime, if nothing be taken away. Elegance is furely to be defired, if it'be not gained 
at the expence of dignity. Pope wrote for his own age and his own nation; he knew that it was 
neceffary to colour the images, and paint the fentiments of his author; he therefore made hiat 
graceful, but loft fome of. his fublimity. 

Asa work of wit and ingenious fatire, the Dunciad has few equals. The hint is confeffedly taken 
from Dryden's “ Mac Flecknoe;”” but the plan is fo enlarged and diverSified, as juftly to claim the 
praife of an original, und affords, perhaps, the beft fpecimen that has yet appeared of perfonal fa- 

. tire, ludicroufly pompous. Without approving of the petulance and malignity of the defign, the 
wxigoay of intellect, and the fgctility of fancy which it difplays, are equally admicable, 4 
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“ The beauties of this poety,” fays Dr Jehnfon, “ are well known ; its chief fanlt is the graft. 
nefs of its images. But even this fault, offenfive as it is, may be forgiven for the excellence of otheg 
Paflages, fuch asthe formation and diffolutian of cere, the account of the Traveller, the miglartube 
ofthe Florift, and the crowded thoughts and flately. numberswhich dignify the concluding paragraph.” 

The Efay on Men, is a didaSic poem written on metaphyfical ideas, which he did not perfe@ly 
comprehend. His intentions were evidently good, to fhow men that the exiftence of imperfection 
and evil is mot inconfiftent with the wifdom and goodnefs of God. Many of the facts are trae, 
many of the obfervations are juft, but.do not tend to eftablith the truth of the Propofed fyftem, 
‘The adaptation of human fenfes, paffions, and reafon, to their ends, the co-operation of the prin- 
ciples of felf-tove and benevolence, in producing happinefs, the uncertainty of phyfical good, that 
man’s fupreme felicity confifts in moral good, that we are Yery weak in comparifon to our 
Creator, are all pofitions which are undoubtedly true, but do not prove that partial evil is univers 
fal good ; that whatever is, is right, Pope, like Addifon, had confidered man chiefly in ative life, 
When he exhibits him in adtion, his exhibition is natural, beautiful, and juft; but when he ana- 
Tyies his principles of thought, and of adtion, he is not always fo fuccefsful. Voltaire ridiculed 
Pope's favourite pofition in his Candide. The confequences which Candide’s application ‘of the prin- 
ciple to various cafes produces, are certainly fuch as Pope never intended, yet it mut be acknow~ 
edged he did not fufficiently guard againft his interpretation. 3 

“ This effay,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “is certainly not the happieft of Pope's performances. It 
affords an egregious inicance of the predominance of genius, the dazzling fplendour of imagery, 
and tke feductive powers of eloquence. Never were penury of knowledge, and vulgarity of fen+ 
timent fo happily difguifed, or recommended by fuch a blaze of embellithments, or fuch fweetnefy 
ef melody. The vigorous contraction of fome thoughts, the luxuriant amplification of others, the 
incidental illuftrations, and fometimes the dignity, fometimes the foftnefs of the verfes, enchain phi. 
Jofophy, fufpend criticifm, and opprefs judgment, by overpowering pleafure.” 

« ‘This is true of many paragraphs; yet if I had undertaken to exemplify Pope's felicity of com. 
pofition before a rigid critic, I Mhould not fele& the Eyfy on Man: for it contains more lines un- 
Succefefully laboured, more harthnefs of diétion, more thoughts imperfectly expreffed, more levity 
without elegance,andmoreheavinets without ftrength, than will eafily be found in all his other works." 

The Charadters of Msn and Women, are the produdt of diligent fpeculation upon life and manners, 
and thow a thorough knowledge of the human mind, engaged in action, and modified by the man- 
ners of the times. 

“ Lrecommend,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ a comparifon of his Claraéers of Women, with Boileau’s 
Yatire ; it wili then be feem with how much more perfpicacity female nature is inveftigated, and 
female excellence felected. The Charadiers of Men, however, are writteri with more, if not with 
deeper thought, and exhibit many paflages exquifitely beautiful. The Gem, and the Flower, will not 
eafily be equalled. In the women’s part are fome defects; the character of Atefa, is not fo neatly 
finifhed as that of Clodia, and fome of the female characters may be fuund, perhaps, more frequently 
amorg men.” 

Of his Epifle to Lord Bathurfi, the moft valuable paflage is, perhaps, the eulogy on Good Senfz; and 
of the Fpifile to Lord Burlington, the end of Villieré, Duke of Buckinghom, Of the Epifile to Arbuthnut, 
no part has more elegance, Spirit, or dignity, than the vindication of his own chara@er. The 
meaneft paflage is the fatire upon Sporus. ‘She allufion to bis muther is exquifitely beautiful and 
interefting. Elis tranflatiens from Ovid are rendered with faithfulnefs and elegance. ‘The epiffle 
from Sappho to Plaon breathe fech paflionate and pathetic fentiments as are worthy of the exquifite 
fenfibility of the amorous Sa/jé:; and the verfification is in point of melody next to that,of the 
Pafarals. 

On his Zpitez 5s, the ma 
enforced; bat his‘ examin 

His Juzitutions of Horace, ci‘play a great portion of wit, as well as argument. He has the hus 
mour, and almoft the cafe of Horace, with more wit, and falls litele thore of the feverity of Juvenal, 
in his Letters he is een as conneéted with the other contemporary wits, and faffers no difgrace ig 
the cemparifon. Thofe of Arbuthnot are written with cafe and. a beautife] Simplicity, fw. 


ute criticifm of Dr. Johnfon, printed in the “ Vifitor,” is acute, and well 
) 15 t-o xigorous, and the general opinion is much miore favourable, 
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fifo are unalfedted. Several of Bolingbroke’s and Acterbury’s are mafterly. There is fomething more 
Rudied and artificial in Rope’s produdions than the reft. His letters to ladies are full of affectations, 

« Pape may be faid,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ to write always with hig reputation in nis head ; Swift 
pethape like « man who remembered that he was writing to Pope; but Arbutbuot, _ one whe 
Jety thoughts drop from his pen, as they rife into his miad.” 4 
he compofitions of Pope are perhaps a greater acceffion to Englifh literature, than thofe of any 
pect of our nation, except Spenfer, Shakfpeare, and Milton, Of thofe poets who rank in. 
ighct clafs after them,,Dryden is generally allowed to be the firft; but his claini to thac dif. 

, Satin i is at leaft rendered doubtful by the. pretenfions of Pope, who learned his poetry from Dry~ 
den; and whofe chara@ter perhaps may receive fome illuftration, if he be compared with his maiter. 

To regulate the fcale, by which the comparative merit of poetical pretenfions is ¢o be eftimated, iz 

. one of the moft difficult undertakings of criticifm, Something of this kind, however, is attempted 
by Dr. Johnfon in his parallel between Dryden and Pope, of which it is fearcely hyperbglical'to af- 
firm, that it is every way worthy of its Subject, and fuch as perhaps the pen of Dr. Johnfonenly could. 
have written. : > 
7 * Integrity of underftanding, and nicety of digernment, were not allotted in a Iefa-proportion tq. 
“Dryden than to Pope, The rcAtitude of Dryden's mind was fufticiéntly thown by the difeyjfion of 
his poctical prejudices, and the rejection of unnatural thoughts, and rugged numbers, But Dryden, 
never defired to apply all the judgment that he had. He wrote, and profeffed to write, merely 
for the people; and when he pleafed others, he contented himfelf, Pope was not content to fa« 
tisfy ; he defired to excel; and therefore always endeavoured to do his beft. He did not court the 
candour, but dared the judgment of his reader; and expecting no indulgence from others, he 
Showed none to himfelf, For this reafon, he kept his pieces very long in his hands, while he con- 
fidered, and reconfidered them. It will feldom be found that he altered, without adding clearnefa, 
elegance and vigour. Pope had perhaps the judgment of Dryden, but Dryden certainly wanted’ the 
@ihgence of Pope. 

“In acquired knowledge, the fuperiority muft be allowed to Dryden, whof education was mare 
{cholaftic. His mind bas a larger range, and he colleéts his images and illuftrations from. a more. 
extenfive circumference of {cience, Dryden knew more of man in his general nature, and Pope‘in 

' his local manners. The notions of Dryden were formed by a comprehenfive Speculation, and thofe 
of Pope by minute attention. There is more dignity in the knowledge of Dryden, and more cer~ 
tainty in that of Pope. . 

“ Poetry was not the fole praife of either, for both excelled likewife in profe; but Pope did nat 
borrow his profe fom his prececeffors. The ftyle of Dryden is capricious and varied ; that of Pope 
is cautious and uniform. Dryden obferves the motions of his own mind; Pope conftrains his mind 
to his own rules of compofition. Dryden is fometimes vehement and rapid ; Pope is always fmooth, 
uniform, and gentle. Dryden's page is a natural field, rifing into inequalities, and diverfified by 

~ahe varied exuberance of abundant vegetation ; Pope’s is a velvet lawn,-fhaven by the fcythe, and 
levelled by the roller. 

© Of genius, that power which conftitutes a poet, that quality without which judgment ie ‘colds, 
and knowledge is inert ; that cnergy which colle@s, combines, ampgifics, and animases, the fapes’ 
riority my&, with fome hefitation, be allowed to Dryden. It is not to be inferred, that of this 
poetical vigour Pope had only a little, becaufe Dryden had more, for every other writer fince 
Milton muft give place to Pope; and even of Dryden it muft be faid, that if he has brighter para- 
gsaphs, he has not better poems. Dryden's performances were always hafty, either excited by 
fome external occafion, or extorted by fome domeftic neceflity ; he compofed without. confideration, 
and publithed without corre@ion. What his mind could fupply at call, or gather in one excurfion, 
was all that he fought, and all that he gave. ‘The dilatory caution of Pope enabled hira to condenfe 
his fentiménts, to multiply his images, and to accumulate ‘all that ftedy might produce, or chance 

i pight: fopply. lf the flights of Dryden therefore are higher, Pope continues longer on the wing. 
af Dryden’ 6 fire the blaze is brighter, of Pope’s the heat is more regular and conftant. Dryden 
often forpafics expe€tation, and Pope never falls below it; Dryden i is read with frequent atonih- 
‘grent, 3 and Pope with perpetual delight.” . 
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‘ EXTRACT FROM DR. WARBURTON’S ADVERTISEMENT -| 


_ To the ORava Edition of Mx. Port's Works, 175%. — 


“Mak. Porr, in his latt illnefs, amufed himfelf, a~ 
midft the care of his higher concerns, in prepar- 
ing a corrected and complete edition of his writ- 
ings; and. with his ufual delicacy, was even fo- 
licitous to prevent any fhare of the offence they 
might occafion, from falling on the friend whom 
he had engaged to give them to the public. 

In difcharge of this truft, the public has here a 

* complete edition of his works, executed in fuch a 
manner, as, 1am perfuaded, would have been to 

“his fatisfuction, 

But it may be proper to be a_little more parti- 
cular. concerning the fuperiority of this edition 
above all the preceding ; fo far as Mr Pope him~ 
felf was concerned. What the editor hath done, the 
reader mutt collect for himfelf. 

The firft volume, and the original poems in the 
fecond, are here printed from a copy corrected 
throughout by the author himfelf, even to the ve- 
ry preface ; which, with feveral additignal notes in 

- his own hand, he delivered to the editor 2 little 
before his death. The Juvenile Tranflations, in the 
other part of the fecond volume, it was never hi 
intention to bring into this-edition of his works, 
on account of the levity of fome, the freedom of 
others, and the little importance of any: but thefe 
being the property of other men, the editor had it 
not in his power to follow the author’s intention. 

The third volume, all but the Effay on Man 
(which, together with the Effay on Criticifm, the 
author, a lictle before his death, had corrected and 
publithed in quarto, as a {pecimen of his projected 
edition), was printed by him in his laft illnefs (but 
never publithed) in the manner it is now given, 

*The difpofition of the Epiltle on the Characters of 
Men is quite altered; that on the Characters of 
‘Women, much enlarged ; and the Epiftles on Riches 

So pay cooreded and improved. To. thefe 

che third volume, muft be added a 
E fine Verfes, taken from the au- 


thor’s manufcript copies of thefe poethe, commus 
nicatéd by him for this purpofe to the editor. 
‘Thefe, when he firit publifhed the poems to which 
they belong, he thought proper, for various rea- 
fons, to omit. Some from the manufcript copy of 
the Effay on Man, which tended to difcredi: fate, 
and to recommend the moral government of God, 
had, by the editor’s advice. been reftored to ‘heir 
places in the laft edition of that poem. The reft, 
together with others of the like fort, from his mae 
nufcript copy of the other Ethic Epiities, are here 
inferted at the bottom of the page, under the title 
of Variations : 

The fourth volume contains the Satires, with 
their prologue, the epiftle to Dr. Arbuthnot, and 
epilogue, the two poems, intitled m pec xxxvitt. 
The prologue and epilogue are here given with the. 
like advantages as the Ethic Epiftles in the forcgo= 
ing volume ; that is to fay. with che variations, or 
additional verfea, from the author's manufcripts. 
The epilogue to the fatires is likewife enriched 
with many and large notes, now firft printed from, 
the author’s own manvfcript.. . 

The fifth volume contains a correéter and com- 
pleter edition of the Dunciad than hath been hi+ 
therto publithed ; of which, at prefent, I have only 
this farther to add, that it was at my requeft he 
laid the plan of a fourth book. I often told him, 
it was a pity fo fine a poem fhould remain difgrac~ 
ed by the meannefs of its fubje@, the moft infge 
nificant of all dusces, bad rhymers, and malevo= 
lent cavillers; that he ought to raife and enoble 
it, by pointing his fatire againft the moft pernicious 
of all, minute philofophers and freethinkers. 1 
imagined too, it was for the intereft of religion, to 
have it known that fo great a genius had a due ab- 
horrence of thefe pefts of virtue and fociety. He 
came readily into my opinion; but. at the fame 
time, told me it would create him man eneniies: 


he was not miftaken ; for chough the terror of hig 

















RECOMMEND ATORY. POEMS. 





TO MR. POPE, 


ON HIS PASTORALS. 


Js thofe more dull, as more cenforious days, 
When few dare give, and fewer merit praife, 
A mufe fincere, that never flattery knew, 
Pays what to friendthip and defert is due, 

Young, yet judicious; in your verfe are found, 
Are ftrengthening nature, fenfe improy'd by found. 
Unlike thofe wits, whofe numbers glide along 
So finavth, no thought e’er interrupts the fong: 
Laborioufly enervate they appear, : 
And write not co the head, but to the ear; 

Our minds unmov’d and unconcern’d they 131, 
And are at beft moft mufically dull : 

So purling flreams with even murmurs creep, 
And huth the heavy hearers into fleep. 

As fmootheft fpeech is moft deceitful found, 
‘TYhe fmootheft numbers oft are empty found, 

~ But wit and judgment join at once in you, 
Sprightly as youth, as age confummate too : 
Your ftrains are regularly bold, aud pleafe 
With unfore’d care, and unaffected cafe, ‘ 
With proper thoughts, and lively jmazes; 

Such as by nature to the ancients thewn, 

Fancy improves, and judgment makes your own : 
¥or prreat men’s fathions to be follow’d are, 
Although difgraceful ‘tis their clothes to wear. 
Some, in a polifh'd ftyle, write paoral : 

“Arcadia {peaks the language of the Mall. 

Like ‘ome fair fhepherdefs, the Sylvan mufe 
Shouid wear thofe flowers her native fields pro- 
dace ; 

"And the eruc meafure of the fhepherd's wit 
Should, like his garb, be for the country fit + 
Yet mutt his pure and unaffeted thought 
More nicely than the common {wain's be wrought ; 
So, with becoming art, the players drefs 
In fi'ks the fhepherd, and the thepherdefs ; 

‘Yet fill unchang’d the form and mode remain, 
Shap’d like the homely ruffet of the fwain. 
Your rural mufe appears to juttify 

‘The long-loft graces of fimplicity : 

_So rural beauties captivate oar fenfe 
(With virgin charms, and native excellence : 

“Yet long her modefty thofe charms conceal’d, 
‘Fill by men’s cnvy to che world reveal’d; 


For wits induftrious to their tronble feem, 
And needs will envy what they mutt eftepm, 
Live, and enjoy their fpite ! nor moiirn that fate, 
Which would, if Virgil liv’d, on Virgil wait ; 
Whofe mufe did onge, like thine, in plains delight ¢ 
Thine fhall, like his, foon take a higher flight ¢ 
So larks, which firft from lowly fields arife, 
Mount by degrees, and reach at laft the fies. 


: ‘W. WYCHERLEY, 





TO MR. POPE, 


ON HIS WINDSOR-FOREST. 


Hai! facred bard! a mnfe unknown before 
Salutes thee front the bleak Atlantic Thore. 
To our dark world thy fhining page is fhewn, 
And Windfor’s gay retreat becomes our own, 
The eaftern pomp had juft befpoke our care, 
And India pour’d her gaudy treafyres here + 
A various fpoil adorn’d our naked land, 
The pride of Perfia glitter’d on our ftrand, . 
And Chifia’s earth was caft on common fan 
Tofs'd up and down the gloffy fragments lay,» 
And dreis'd the rocky ihelves, and pav’d the paint: 
ed bay. : 
Thy treefures next arriv'’d: and now we boaft 
A nobler cargo on our barren coaft : 
From thy luxuriant foreft we receive 
More lafting glories than the cat can give. 
Where’er we dip in thy delightful page, 
What pontitiess {cenes our bufy thoughts engage! 
The pompuspfcenes in al] their pride appear, 
Frehh in the-page, asin the grove they were = 
Nor half fo true the fair Lodona fhews 
The fylvan ftate that on her border grows, . 
While fhe the wond’ring thepherd entertains 
‘With a new Wind(or in her watery plains; 
The jufter lays the lucid wave furpafs, 
The living fcene isin the mufe’s glafs, 
Nor fweeter notes the echoing forefts cheer, 
When Philomela fite and warbles there, 
‘Than when you fing the greens and opening glade 
And give us harmony as well as fhades : : 
A Titian’s hand might draw the grove; but you 
Can paint the grove, and add the mafic too. 
Ajj 
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‘With waft variety thy pages thine ; ‘ 
A new creation ftarts in every line. 

How fudden trees rife‘to.thte reader’s fight, - 
And make 4 doubtful fcene of fiade and light,’ 
And give at once the day, at.onee the night! 
And heré again what fweet cobfufion reigns,” 





Yn deeary deferts mix’d with painted plains! 
And iee! the deferts caft.a pleafing gloom,: 
And thrubby heaths rejoice in purple bloom ; 
‘Whilft fruitful crops rife by ‘their barren fide, 
And bearded groves difplay rheir annyal pride, 
Happy the man, who ftrings his tuneful lyre 

‘Where woods, and brooks, and breathing ficlds 

inipirey)’ o 4 © 

‘Thrice happy you" and worthy bett to dwell 

Atnidft the rural joys you fing fo well. 

“Tin a cold, arid inca barren clime, ~ 

Cold as my thought, and barren to my rhyme, i 

Here on the weflern beach attempt to chime, 

G joylefs flood: © rough tempeftuous main! 

Bordcr’d with weeds, and folitydes obicene ! 

Snatch me, ye gods ! from thele Atlantic ihores, 

And fhelter me in Windfor’s fragrant bowers; 
-Orto my much-lov’d Ifis’ walls convey, 

And on her flowery banks for ever lay. 

‘Thence let me view the venerable fcene, 

‘The awful dome, the grovwes cternal green, 

‘Where facred Hough long found his fam’d retreat, 
And brought the mufes to the fy]van feat ; 

Reform’d the wits, unlock'd the claffic ftore, 

And made that mufic which was noife before. 

There, with illuftrious bards, 1 fpent my days, 

Not free from cenfure, nor unknown to praife : 
.Enjoy'd the bleffings that his reign beftow’d, 

‘Nor envy’d Windfor in the foft abode. 

.The golden minates fmoothly danc’d away, 
And tuneful bards heguil'd the tedious day : 
*Phey fung, nor fung in vain, with numbers fir’d, 

‘That Maro taught, or Addifon infpir’d. 

Ev'n I clay’d to couch the trembling ftring : 

Who could hear them, and not attempt te fing ? 

Rous’d from thefe dreams by thy commanding 
ftrain, 

Trife and wander through the field or plain ; 

Led by thy mofe. from fport to {port 1 run, 

Mark the ftretch’d line, or hear the thundering gun, 

Ah | how I melt with pity, when I fpy : 

On the cold earth the fluttering pheafant lie ! 

Wis gaudy robes in dazzling lines appear, 

And every feather fKines and varies there. 

: Nor can I pafs the generous courfer by ; 

But while the prancing fteed allures my eye, ‘ 

He ftarts, he’s pore ! and now I fee him fy 

O'er hills and dales ; and now J lofe the courfe, 

Nor can the rapid fight purfue the flying horfe. 

‘Oh, could thy Virgil from his orb look down, 

He'd view a courfer that might match his own! 

Fir’d with the fport, and eager for the chace, 

Lodona’s murmurs ftop me in the race. 

‘Who can refufe Lodona’s melting tale? 

‘The foft complaint thall over time prevail ; 

The tale be told when fhades forfake her fhore, 
The nymph be fung when the can flow no more. 
‘Nor fhall the fong, old Thames: forbear to fhine, 
At once the fubject and the fong divine. 





Peace, fung by thee, fhall pleafe ev’n Britons more- 


Than all their fhouts for victory before. 

Oh! could Britannia imitate thy Rream, 

The world fhould tremble at her awful name; 
From various fprings divided waters glide, 


Via different colours roll a different tide, 


Murmur along their crooked banks a while, 

At once they mormur and enrich the ifle; 

A while diftin@ through many channels run, 
But meet at laft, and fweetly Raw in one; 
‘Yhere joy to lofe their lang-diftingaifh’d names, 
And make one glorious and immortal Phames. 


FR. KNAP, 





TO MR. POPE, 


By the Right Honourable 
ANNE COUNTESS OF WINCHELSEA. 


Tue mufe, of every heavenly gift allow’d 

To be the chicf, is public, though not proud. 
Widely extenfive is the poet’s aim, - 

And in éach verfe he draws a bill on fame. 

For tone have wit (whatever they pretend) 
Singly to raife a patron or a friend ; 

But whatfoe’er the theme or object be, 

Some commendations to themfelves forefee. 
Then jet us find, in your foregoing page, 

The celebrating poems of the age; 

Nor by injurious fcruples think it fit, 

‘Yo hide their judgments who applaud your wit ¢ 
But jet their pens to yours the heralds prove, 
Who ftrive for you, as Greece for Homer ftrove 5 
Whilft he who bet your poetry afferts, 

Afferts his own, by fympathy of parts. 

Me panegyric verfe does not infpire, 

Who never well can praife what I admire, 
Nor in thofe lofty trials dare appear, 

But gently drop this counfel in your ear: 

Go on, to gain applaufes by defert ; 

Inform the head, whilft you diffolve the hearts 
{inflame the foldier with harmonious rage, 
Elate the young, and gravely warm the fage: 
Allure, with tender verfe, the female race; 
And give their darling paflion, courtly grace + - 
Defcribe the foreft {till in rural ftrains, 7 
With vernal fweets frefh-breathing from the plains: 
Your tales be eafy, natural,and gay, * 

Nor all the poet in that part difplay ; 

Nor let the critic there his {kill unfold, 

For Boccace thus and Chaucer tales have told : 
Soothe, as you only can, each different tafte, 
And for the future charm us in the paft. 

Then, fhould the verfe of every artful hand 
Before your numbers eminently ftand ; 

In you no vanity could thence be fhewn, 
Unlefs, fince fhort in beauty of your own, 
Some envious fcribbler might in fpite declare, 
That for comparifon you pjac’d them there. 
But envy could not againft you fucceed : 

*Tis not frgm friendsthat write, or foes that rest 


Cenfure or praife muft frum ourfelves proceed. 


RECOMMENDATGRY POEMS. 5 


TO MR: POPE, 





Now. light as air th” enlivening pnmbers move, 
Soft as the downy plumes of fabled love, 
Gay as the fireaks that ftain the ‘gaudy bow, 


BY MISS JUD. COWPER, AFTERWARDSMRS, MADAN. |, ;SOMothiae Meander's cryftal mirrors flow, 


© Pore | by what commanding wondrous ar] 

Dott thou cach paffion ta cach. breatt impart-d: 

Our beating hearts with fprightly meafurel move; 

Or melt us with a tale of haplefs love! ‘* 

‘Th’ elated mind's impetuous ftarts control, 

Or gently footh to peace the troubled foul! 

Graces till aow that figgly met our view, 

And fingly charni'd, unite at otice in you 

A ftyle polite, from affectation free, 

Virgil's corre@nels, Homer’s majetty ! 

Soft Waller's eafe, with Milton's vigour wrought; 

And Spenfer’s bold luxuriancy of thought. 

In each bright page, ftrength, beauty, genius thine, 

While nervous judgment guides each flowing line. 

No borrow'd tinfel glitters o’er thefe lays, 

And to the mind a falfe Selight conveys : 

‘Throughoutthe whole with blended power is found, 

‘The weight of fenfe, and elegance of found : 

A lavifh fancy, wit, and force, and fire, 

Graces each motion of th’ immortal lyre. 

‘The matchlefs ftraine our ravith’d fenfes charm : 

How greac the thonght ! the images how warm ! 

How beautifully juft the turpa appear | 

‘The lunguage how majeftically clear! 

‘With energy divine cach period fwells, 

And all the bard th’ inlpiring God reveals, 

Loft in delights, my dazzled eycs t turn, 

‘Where Thames leans hoary o’et his ample urn 5 

Where his rich waves fair Windfor’s towers fur- 

round, 

And bounteous ruth amid poetic ground. 

O Windfor! facred to thy blifsful feats, 

Thy fylvan thades; the mufgs’ low’d retreats 5 

Thy rifing hills, low vales, and waving woods, 

‘Thy funny glades, and celebrated floods! 

But chief Lodona's filver tides, that flow 

Cold and unfullied as the mountain fnow 5 

‘Whofe virgin name no tinie nor change can hide, 

Though ev'n her fpotlefs waves thould ceale to 

glide: 

In mighty Pope’s immortalizing ftrains, 

Still thall the grace and range the verdant plains ; 

By him feleéted for the nvufes’ theme, [ftreans. 

Still (bine a blooming maid, and roll a limpid 
Go on, and, wich thy rare refiftlefs art, 

Rule cach emotion of the variqus heart; 

‘The fpring and teft of verfe unrival’d reign, 

And the full honours of thy youth maintain ; 

Soothe, with thy wonted eafe and power divine, 

Our fouls, and our degenerate taftes refine ; 

In judgment o'er our tavourite follies fit, 

And foiten Wifdom’s harth reproofs to wit, 

Now war and arms thy mighty aid demand, 
And Homer wakes beneath thy powerfelhand ; 
His vigour, genuine heat, and manly foree,, 

Ju thee rife worthy of their facred fource 5 

His fpirit heighten’d, yet his fenfe entire, 

As yold runs purer from the trying fire. 

O, tor a male like thine, while I rehearfe 

‘Th’ in:mortal beauties of shy various verfe | 
* : 


at. When Achilles, panting for the war, 
tosas-the fleet courfers to the whirling’car ; 
When the warm hero, with celeftial might, 
Augments the terror of the raging fight, 
Feom his fierce eyes refulgent lightnings ftream 
(AsSoJ enlerging darts a golden gleam); 
Tn rough hoarfe verfe we fee th* embatcled foes 5 
Ineach loud ftrain the fiery onfet glows; 
With drength redoubled here Achilles fhinee, 
And all the battle thunders in thy lines. 
So the bright magic of the painter’s hand __ 
Can cities, ftreame, tall towers, and. far-ftretch'é, 
. plains, command; 
Here fpreading woods embrown the beauteous 
feene, . Pe Sees 
Therethe wide landfcape fmileswith livelier gremtz 
The floating glafs refledts the diftant fey, ; 
And o’er the whole the glancing fun-beams By: 
Buds opefi, and difclofe the inmoft fhade ; 
‘Phe ripen’d harvelt crowns the level glade. 
But when the artift does a work defign, | 
Where bolder rage informs euch breathing line $- 
When the ftretth'd cloth a rougher ftroke ceceivon, 
And Cafar awful in the canvas lives; ' 
When att like lavifh nature’s felf fupplies, ‘ 
Grace to the limbs, and fpirit to the eyes; 
When ev’n the paffions of the mind are feen, 
And the foul fpeaks in the exalted mien; 
When ail is juft, and regular, and great, 
We own the mighty fafter’s kill, as. 
complete, 





LORD MIDDLESEX TO MR. POPE, 
On reading Mr, Addifon’s Account of the Englifo Poetss 


ly all who e’er invok’d the tuneful Nine,.. |* Bhs 
In Addifon's majcic umbers hhine, A 
Why then fhould Pope, ye hards, ye critics, tell, * 
Remain unfung, who fings himfelf fo well? 
Hear then, great bard, who can alike infpire 
With Waller's foftnels, cr with Milton’s fire; 
Whilft f, the meaneft ofthe nvules throng, 
To thy jaft praifes tune th’ adventurous fong, 
eHow am I fifi'd with rapture and delight, ._ 
When gods and mortals, nvix’d, fuftain the fight, 
Like Milton then, thongh in more polifh'd fitgina, 
Thy chariots rattle o’er the {moking plains, 
Whar theugh archangel 'gaio@t archangel arms, 
And higheft Heaven refounds with dire alarmat. 
Doth not the reqder with like dread furvey a 
The wounded gods repuls’d with foul difmay ? 
But when-fome fair one guides your softer verl@, 














"Her charms,.her godlike features, to rehearfe 5... 





See how her eyes with quicker lightrings arm, = 
AndWaller’s thoughtain fmoother nambers charntt 
When fools proyoke, and dunces urge thy rage, 
Flecknoe improv'd bites keener in each page. 
Give o'er, great. bard, your fruitlefs toil give o'er, 
For flill king Tibbald feribbles as before 5 
. A tij 


"6 RECOMMENDATORY POEMS. 


Poor Shakfpcare fuffers by his pen each day, 
While Grub-firect alleys own his lawfal fway. 

Now.turn, my mule, thy quick, poctic eyes, 
And view gay fcenes and opening profpects rife. 
Park! how his ruftic numbers charm around, 
While groves to groves, and hills to hills refound! 
The liftening beafts ftand fedrlefe as he fings, 
And birds attentive clofe their ufelefs wings. « 
‘The fwains and fatyra trip it o'er the plain,- 

And think old Spenfer is reviv’d again, 
Bot when once more the godlike man begun 
Jn words fmopth flowing from his tuneful tongue, 
* Ravith’d they gaze, and firuck with wonder fay; 
Sure Spenfer’s felf ne’er fung 1o fweet a lay : 
+ Sure once again Elina glads the ifle, 
‘That the kind mutes thus propitious mile— 
‘Why gaze ye thus? Whyall this wonder, fwains?—~ 
STs Pope that fings, and Carolina reigns. 

But hold,my mufe ! whofeawkward verfebetrays 
‘Tliy want of ékill, nor thews the poet's praife ; 
Ceafe then, and leave fome fitter bard to tell 
How Pope in every ftrain can write, in every 

firain excel, 








TO MR. POPE, 


ON THE PUBLISUING HIS WORKS, 


Fle comnes, he comes! bid every bard prepare 
"The fong ef triumph; and attend his car. 
Great Sheffie!d's mufe the long proceffion heads, 
And throws a luftre o’er the pomp fhe Icads; 
Firft gives the palmi the fir'd him to obtain, 
* Crowns his gay brow, and thews him howto reign, 
Thus young Alcides, by old Chiron taught, 
‘Was form’d for ail the miracles he wrought : 
"Thus Chiron did the youth he taught applaud, 
Pleas’d to behold the earneft of a God. 
But hark! what fhouts, what gathering crowds 
rejoice ! 
Unftait'd their praife by any venial voice, 
Such asth’ ambitious vainly think their due, 
‘When proftitutes, or needy flateerers fue. 
‘And fee the chief! before him laurels borne ; 
‘Trophies from undeferving temples torn : 
Here Rage enchain’d reluctant raves; and there 
Pale Envy dumb, and fick’ning with defpair, 
Prone to the.carth fhe hends her lothing cye, 
‘Weak to fupport the blaze of majefty. 
But what are they that cern the facred page ? 
‘Three lovely virgins, and of equal age; 
Intent they read, and all enamour’d feem, 
As he that met his likenefs in the ftream + 
‘The Graces thefe j and fee how they contend, 
Who moft fhall praife, who eft fhali recommend, 
The chariot now the painful fleep afcends, 
‘The Pseans ceafe; thy glorious labour ends. 
Here fix’d, the bright ccernal temple ftands, 
Its profpect an unbounded view commands: 
Say, wondrous youth, what’ column wilt thou 
choofe, 
What lavrel'd arch for thy triumphant mufe? 
Yhough cach great ancient court thee to his fhrine, 
Though every laurel through the dome be thine, 








(From the proud epic, down to thofe that thade 

The gentler brow of the foft'Lefbian maid) 

Go to the good and juft, an awful train, 

Thy foul’s delight, and glory of the fane: 

While through the earth thy dear remembrance 
flies, 

“ Sweet to the world, and grateful to the skies.” 


SEMON HARCOURT. 





TO MR. POPE, 


BY MR. HARTE. 


To move the Springs of nature as we pleafe; 

‘To think with fpirit, but to write with cafe; 
With living words to warm the confcious heart, 
Or pleafe the foul with nicer charms of art ; 

For this the Grecian foar’d in epic ftrains, 

And fofter Maro left the Mantuan plains: 
Melodicus Spenfer felt the lover's firc, 

And awful Mitton Arnng his heavenly lyre: 

Lis yours, like thefc, with curious toil to trace 
The powers of language, harmony, and grace; 
How Nature’s felf with living luttre fhines, 

How judgment ftrengthens, and how are refines; 
How te grow buld with confcious fenfe of fame, 
And force a pleafure which we dare not blame 3 
To charm us more through negligence than pains, 
And give ev'n life and action to the ftrains: 

Led by fome law, whofe powerful impulfe guides 
Each happy ftroke, and in the fout prefides; 

Some fairer image of perfection given 

T? infpire mankind, itfelf deriv’d from heaven, 

O'ever “orthy, ever crown'd with praife, 

Bleft in thy life, and bleit in all thy lays! 

Add that the Sifters avery thought refine, 

Or ev’n thy life be faulelefs as thy line; 

Yet Envy iill with fiercer rage purfues, 

Obfcure’ the virtue, and defames the mufe. 

A foul like thine, in pains, in grief refign'd, 
Views with vaia feorn the malice of mankind + 
Not criticr, but their planets, prove unjutt; 

aind are they blam’d who fin becaufe they muit ? 

Yet fare vot fo mutt all perule thy lays: 
Tcannot rival—and yet dare to praife. 

A thoufand charms at once my thoughts engage 5 
Sappho's folt fweetnef, Pindar’s warmer rage, 
Sratins’ free vigour, Virgil’s ftudious cae, 

And Homer’s force. and Ovid's eafter air. 

So feems fome picture, where exact delign, 
And curiowspains,and ftrength, anc fweetneds join; . 
Where the free thought its pieafing grace beflows, 
And each warm ftroke with living cotour glows; 
Soft without weaknefs, wichiut labour fair, 
Wrought up at once vith happinefs and care! 

How bleft the man that from the world removes, 
To joysthat Merdauat*, or his Pope, approves ; 
Whofe tafte exaét each author can explore, 

And live the prefent and paft ages o'er 5 
Who, free from pride, from penitence, or ftrife, 
Moves calmiy forward to the verge of life + “ 





* Earl of Peterborough. 


RECOMMENDATORY POEMS, 


Such be my days, and fuch my fortunes be, 
To live by reafon, and to write by thee! ¢ 

Nor deem thie verfe, though humble, a difgrace : 
All are nat boro the glory of their races . 
Yet all are born t’ adore the great man’s name, 
And trace his footftepe in the paths to fame. 
‘The mufe, who now this early homage pays; 
Firft learn’d from thee to animate her lays: 
A mufe as yet unhonour’d, bit unftain’d, 
‘Who prais’d no vices, no preferment gain'd; 
Unbiafs’d or to cenfure er commend, 
Who knows no envy, and who grieves no friend ; 
Perhaps too fond ta make thofe virtues known, 
And fix her fame immostal on thy own, 


‘THE TRIUMVIRATE OF POETS, 
BY MRS. TOLLET. 


Bartain with Greece and Rome contended long 
For lofty genius and poetic fong, 

Till this Auguftan age with Three was bleft, 
To fix the prigo, and finifh the conteft. - 

fn Addifon, ithmortal Virgil reigns; 

So pure his numbers, fo refin’d his ftrains + 

Of nature fuil; with more impetuous.heat, 

In Prior Horace thines, fublimely great. 

Thy country, Homer! we difpute uo more; 

For Pope has fix’d it to his native shore, 
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(oi inclimed to think, that both the writers of 
Boks and the readers of them, are generally not a 
ohiude unreafonable in their.expe@ations. The firft 
‘feepi’ to fancy that the world muft approve of 
whatever they produce, and the latter to imagine 
that authors arc obliged.to pleafe them at any rate. 
‘Méthitiks, as, on the one hand, no:fingle man is 
dori with a right of controuling the opinions of 
‘ail the. reft; fo, on the other, the world has no 
tidké'to demand, that the whole care and time of 
“any particular perfon. thould be facrificed to its 
entettainnient. Therefere, 1 cannot but believe 
ythat'writers and readers are, under equal obliga 
tiofis, for as much fame, or pleafure, ae each af- 
fords the other. 
2: Hyery one acknowledges, it wonld be a wild 
» motion to expest perfedtion in any work of man: 
“nnd yet ohe would think the, contrary was taken 
-for“granted, by the judgment commonly paffed 
‘upon poems, A critic fappofes he has done his 
part, if he. proves a writer to have failed in an 
expreffion, or erred, in any particular point : and 
can it then be wondered at, if-the Poets, in ge- 
neral, feem refolved not to own themfelves in any 
“error? For, as long as one fide will make no al- 
Jowances, the other wijl be brought to no acknow- 
Aledgments*, a ; 

Jam afraid this extreme zeal.on both fides is ill- 
placed 5 Poetry and Criticifm being by no means 
the imiverfal concern of the world, but only the 
affair of idle men who write in their clofets, and 

“of idle men who read there. 

"Yee fure, upon the whole, a bad author deferves 
better ulage than a bad critic: fer a writer's ep- 
-deavour, for the moft part, is te pleafe his readers, 


















‘ and he fails merely through the misfortune of an } 


Hl judgment; but f&ch a critic’s is,to put them 
out of humour; a defign he could-never go upon 
without both that and an ill cemper. 





* In the former editions it -was thur-——“ For as 
_“ long as one fide defpifts a qvell-meant endeavour, the 
will not be fatisfied with a moderate approba- 
"mew But the Author altered it, as thefe words 
* xuere'ratber a ‘canfequence from the conclufion be would 
dpa, than the conelfivn ifelf whith be bas now inferted. 
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ACE. 


T think a good deal may be faid to extenuate 
the fault of bad Poets. What we call a Genius, 
is hard to be diftinguifhed, by a man himfelf, from 
a ftrong inclination : and if his genius be ever fa 
great, he cannot at fir difcover it any other way, 
than by giving way to that prevalent propenfity 
which renders him the more liable to be miftaken. 
The only method he has. is to make the experiment 
by writing, and appealing to the judgment of 
others: now, if he happens to write ill (which ia 
certainly no fin in itfelf), he is immediately made 
an object of ridicule. I with we had the huma- 
nity to reflec, that even the worft authors might, 
in their endeavour to pleafe us, deferve fomething 
at our hands. We have no caufe to quarre! with 
them but for. their obftinacy in-perfifting to write; 
and this too may admit of alleviating circum- 
ftances, heip particular friends may be either 
ignorant or infincere ; and the reft of the world 
in general is too well-bred to fhock them with a 
truth, which generally their bookfellers are the 
firft that inform.them of. This happens not till 
they have {pent too-much of their time, to apply 
to any profeffion which might better fit their ta- 
lents; and till fuch telents-as they have are fo far 
difcredited as to be but of finall fervice to them. 
For (what is the hardeft cafe imaginable) the re- 
putation of a man generally depends upon the firft 
ftepe he makes in the world; and people will 
eftablifh their opinion of as, from what we do at 
that feafon, when we have leaft judgment to di- 
rect us. < 

On the other hand,'a good poet no fooner com- 
municates his works with the fame defire of in- 
formation, but it is imagined he is a vain young 
creature given up to the ambition of fame; when 
perhaps the poor man is all the while trembling 
with the fear of being ridiculous, If he is made 
to hope he may pleafe the world, he falls under 
very unlucky circumftances: for, from the mo= 
ment he prints, he maft expe to hear no more 
truth, than if he were a prince, or a beauty. if 
he has not very good fenfe (and indeed there are 
twenty men of wit for one man of -fenfe), his li- 
ving thus in a courfe of flattery mayeput him in 
no imall danger of becoming a coxcomb: if he 


PREFACH 


has, he will confequently have fo much diffidence 
as not fo reap any great fatisfadtion from his 
praife; finee, if it be given to his face, it can 
fearce be diftinguifhed from flattery, and if in his 
abfence, it is hard to be certain of it, Were he 
fare to be commended by the beft and moft know- 
ing, he is as fure of being envied by the worft and 
moft ignorant, which are the majority; for it is 
with a fine genius, ax with @ fine fashion, alk thofe 
are difpleafed at it who are not able to follow. it : 
and it is to be feared that efteem will feldom do 
any man fo much good, as ill-will does him harm, 
‘Then. there is a third clafs of people who-make 
the largeft part ef mankind, thofe of ordinary or 
indifferent capacities; and thefe (to a man) will 
hate or fufpect hiny: a hundred honeft gentlemen 
will dread him as a wit, and a hundred innocent 
‘women as a fatirift. In a word, whatever be his 
fate in poetry, it is ten’ to: one but he muft give 
up all the reafonable aims of life for it. There 
are indeed fome advantages accruing from a ge- 
nius to poetry, and they are all ¥ can think of : 
the agreeable power of {elfamufement when a 
man 1 idle or alone; the privilege of being ad- 
mitted into the beft company; and the freedom 
of faying as many carelefs things'as other people, 
without being fo feverely remarked upon. 

I believe, if any one, carly in his life, fhoul 
contemplate the dangerous: fate of authors, he 
would fcarce be of their number on any confidera- 
tion. The life of a wit is a warfare upon carth; 
and the prefent [pirit of the learned world is fuch, 
that to attempt to ferve it (any way) one muft 
have the conftancy of a martyr, and a refolution to 
fuffer for its fake. I could with people would be. 
lieve, what I am pretty certain they will not, that 
T have been much lefs concerned about fame than 
I durft declare till this occafion, when methinks 1 
fhould find more credit than 1 could heretofore, 
fince my writings have had their fate already, and 
it is ton late to think of prepoffeffing the reader 
in their favour. 1 would plea¢ it as fome merit 
in me, that the world has never been prepared 
for thefe trifles by prefaces, biaffed by recommen- 
dations, dazzled with the names of great patrons, 
wheedled with fine reafons and pretences, or 
troubled with excufes. I confefs it was want of 
confideration that made me an author: 1 writ 
becaufe it amufed me ; E corrected beeanfe it was 
as pleafant to me to corre as to write; and E 
publithed becaufe I was told 1 might pleafe fuch 
ar tt wasa credit to pleafe. To what degree I 
have done this, § am really ignorant; I had too 
much fondnefe for my produ@ions to judge of 
them at firft,and too much judgment to be pleafed 
with chem at aft. But i have reafon to think they 
can hve ne reputation which will contsnue long, 
or which delerves to do fo; for they have always 
fallen thort not only of what [ read of others, but 
even of my awn iueas of poetry. 

If any ove fhould imagine I am not in carneft, ¢ 
defire him to refleét. that the Ancicnte (to fay the 
Jeaft of them) had as much genius as we; and that 
to take note pains, and employ more time cai.nor 
fail to prouuce more complete pieces, Whey con- 

2 























g ie 
ftantly applied themifelves not only to that art, but. 
to that fingle branch of an art, to which their tav. 
jent. was moft powerfully bent; and it was thé’ 
bufinefs of their lives wp corre@ and finith theie’ 
works for pofterity. If we can pretend.to have. 
ufed the fame induftry, let us expect the fame ime: 
mortality: Thongh, if we took the fame care, 
we fioukd till Jie under a further misfortuges 
they writ in languages that became univerfal and 
¢verlafting, while ours are extremely limited both 
in extent and in duration: A mighty foundation 
for our pride! when the utmoft we can hope: is 
but to be tead in one ifland, and to ‘be-throwai” 
afide at the end of one age. Fi ‘ 

All that is left us is to recommend our produce 
tions by the imitation of the Ancients; and it wilt 
be found true, that. in every age, the higheRt cha= 
raéter for fenfe and learning has been obtained by 
thofe who have been moft indebted to them. Fi 
to fay truth, whatever is very good fénie, mad 
have been common fenife in all times; and what we. 
eall Learning, is but the knowledge ofthe fente of 
our predeceffors, Therefore they whe fay our 
thoughts are not our own, becaufe they refemble 
the Ancients, may as well fay our faces are not.out 
own, becaufethey arc like our Fathers: Arid indeod 
it is very unreafonable, that people fhould erpe@ ue 
to be fchelats, and yet be angry. go find us fo. ; 

I fairly confefs that I have (erved myfelf alt. 
could by reading ; that I made ofe of the judgargn: 
of authors dead and living; that I omitted'no nie 
in my power to be informed of my errors, both 
m3 friends and enemies: But the true reafon thi 
pieces are not more correét. is owifig to the 
fideration how fhort a time they and }. have { 
live : One may be afhamed to confume half ore’ 
days-in bringing fenfe and rhyme together; and 
what critic can be fo unreafonable, as not to leave, 
a men time enough for any more ferious enis’ 
ployment, or more agreeable amufement? 

‘The only plea f shall ufe for the favour of elit 
public, is, that I have as great a refpect fer iti 
moft authors have for themfelves; and-that f have: 
facrificed much of my own felf-love for its fake, ies 
preventing not only many mean things from feeing- 
the light, but many which } thougl.t tolerable, Ef 
would not be like thofe auth: ts,whoforgive theme 
felves fome particular lines for the fake of a whole, 
poem. and vice werfo a whole poem for the fake’ of, 
fome particular lines. I believe, no one r 
cation is fo likely to make a good writer; asthe, 
power of rejeting his own thoughts; and it mutt” 
be this (if any thing) that can give me a chance 
to be one. For what J have publjthed, } can ont 
hope to be pardoned ; but for what Ihave burne i, 
{ deferve tobe praifed. On this account the worl 
is under fome obligation to me, and owes me the 
jsftice in return, to look upon no verfes as mine 
that are not inferted in this colle@ion. And pers 
haps nothing could make it worth my while 2 
own what are reafly fo, but to avgia the imputas 
tion ef fomany dull and inamoral things, as partly 
by malice,-and partiy by ignorance, have been 
afcribtd to me. t miift { rther acquit myfelf of 
the prefumption of having icat my name te res 










‘to 
~ gommend any mifcellanies, or works of other men; 


THE WORKS OF POPE. 
} with my writings, or with this apology for them. 


a thing { never thought hecoming a perfon who I am fenfible how difficult it is to fpeak°of one’s 


Shas. hardly credit enough to anfwer for his own: 
+ In this office of collectimg my pieces, ] am alto- 
“gether uncertain, whether to look upon myfelf as 
aman building a monument, or burying the dead. 
If time fhall make it the former, may thefe 
spooms (ns tong a4 they laf) remain as a teftimony 
fhat their author never made his talents fubfer- 
vient to the mean and unworthy ends of party or 
felf-intereft ; the gratification of public prejudices 
or private paffions ; the flattery of the undeferving, 
or-the infule of the unfortunate. If I have written 
well, let it be confidered that it is what no man 
‘can do without good fenfe; a quality that not only 
tenders one capable of being a good writer, but a 
ood tnan. Andif 1 have made any acquifition 
"in the opinion of any one under the notion of the 
‘former, let it be continued to me under no other 
title than that of the latter. 
But if this publication be only a more folemn 
? Funeral of my remains, I defire it to be known 
«that [ die in charity, and it my fenfes ; without 
any murmurs again ‘the juftice of this age, or 
‘any mad appeals to pofterity. J declare { fhall 
“(think the world in the right, and quictly fubmit 
‘~@ every troth which time fhall difcover to the 
‘prejudice of thefe writings; not fo much as wifh- 
kes fo irrational a thing, as that every body fhould 
be deceived merely for my credit. However, 1 
defire it may be then cotrlidered, That there are 
+ very few things in this collection which were not 
“ wititten under the age of five-and-twenty ; fo that 
“my youth may be made (as it never fails to be in 
{ekecutions) a cafe of compaffion: That I was 
“Wever fo concerned about my works as to vindi- 
bate them in print, believing, if any thing was 
od, it would defend itfelf, and what was bad 
“could never be defended : ‘That I ufed no artifice 
“go raife or continue a reputation, depreciated no 
“dead author I was obliged to, bribed no living 
Sone with unjitt praife, infulted no adverfary with 
iM Janguage ; or, when could not attack a rival's 
"dyorks, encouraged reports againft his morals, 
“fr couclude, if this volume perith, let it ferve asa 
“warning to the ¢ritics, not to take too much pains 
“for the futare to deftroy fuch things as will die of 
“themf{clves ; and a memento mori to fome of my vain 
contemperaries the Poets, to teach them that, when 
real me-it is wanting, it avails nothing to have been 
encouraged by the great, commended by the emi- 
‘nent, and favoured’by the public in general. 


Nov. 16. 5716. 
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» Vagiarions ia the Author's Manufeript Preface. 


Axver page 9. ¢. £1. 27, it followed thus: For'my 
part, I confefs, had T feen things in this view, at 





firft, the public had never been troubled either | 


felf with decency: but when aman muft {peak of 
himfelf, the beft way is to {peak truth of himfelf, 
or, he may deperid upon it, others will do it for 
him. YH therefore make this Preface a general 
confeffion of all my thoughts of my own poetry, 
refolving with the fame freedom to expofe my- 
felf, as it is in the power of any other to expofe 
them, In the firft place, I thank God and nature, 
that Iwas born with a love to poctry; for nothing 
more conduces to fill up all the intervals of our | 
time, or, if rightly ufed, to make the whole courfe 
of life entertaining: “ Cantantes licet ufque (mi- 
nus via ladet).”” [Et is a vaft happinefs to poflefs 
the pleafures of the head, the only pleafures in 
which a man is fufficient to himfelf, and the only 
part of him which, to his fatisfa@ion, he can em- 
ploy all day long. The Mufes are “ amica omni- 
um horarum ;” and, like our gay acquaintance, 
the beft company in the world, as long as one ex- 
peéts no real fervice from them. I confefs there 
was a time when I was in love with myfelf, and 
my firft produGtions were the children of felf-love 
upon innocence. I had made an Epic Poem, and 
Panegyrits on all the princes in Europe, and 
thought myfelf the greateft genius that ever 
was. I cannot but regret thofe delightful vifions 
of my childhood, which, like the fine colours we 
fee when our eyesarc that, are vanithed for ever, 
Many trials, and fad experience, have fo unde- 
ceived me by degrees, that J am utterly at a lofs at 
what rate to value myfelf, As for fame, I fhall 
be glad of any T can get, and not repine at any I 
mifs; and, as for vanity, I have enough to keep 
me from hanging myfelf, or even from withing 
thofe hanged who would take it away. It was 
this that made me write. The fenfe of my faults 
made me correét; befides, that it was as pleafant 
to me to correct 2s to write, 

Atp. 9. c. 2.1.26. In the firit place, Lown that 
Thaye ufed my beft endeavours to the finifhing 
thefe pieces: That 1 made what advantage I 
could of the ja¢gment of authors dead and living ; 
and that I omitted no means in my power to be 
informed of my errors by my friends and my ene- 
mies: And that I expeét no favour on account of 
my youth, bufinefs, want of health, or any fuch- 
idle excufes, But the true reafon they are not 
yet more correét; is owing to the contideration 
how thort a time they, and I, have to live. Aman 
that can expe@ but fixty years, may be afhamed 
to employ thirty in meafuring fyllables, and bring- 
ing fenfe and rhyme together. We {pend our 
youth in purfuit.of riches or fame, in hopes to en- 
joy them when we are old; and when we are old, 
we find it too fate to enjoy any thing. 1 therefore 
hope the: Wits will pardon me, if I referve fome 
of my time to fave my foul; and that fome wife 
men will be of my opinion, even if { fhould think 

ia part of it better fpent in the enjoyments of life, 
thant ‘in pleafing the critics. : 
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DISCOURSE ON PASTORAL POETRY* 


Ture are not, 1 beliewe, a greater number of 
any fort of verfes than thofe which are called 
Paltorals; nor a fmaller, than thofe which are 
truly fo. It therefore feems neceffary to give 
fome account of this kind of Poem; andit is my 
defign to comprife in this fhort. paper the fub- 
ftance of thofe numerous differtations the Critics 
have made on the fubject, without omitting any 
of their rules in my own favour. You will alfo 
find fome points reconciled, about which they 
feem to differ; and a few remarks, which, I 
think, have efcaped their obfervation. 

‘he original of Poetry is aferibed to that Age 


. which fucceeded the creation of the world; and 


as the kecping of flocks {cems to have been the 
firft employment of mankind, the moft ancient 
fort of Poetry was probably Paftoral +. te is na- 
tural to imagine, that the leilure of thofe ancient 
fhephcrds admitting and inviting fome diver- 
fion, none was fo proper to that folitary and fe- 
dantary life as finging; and that in their fongs 
they took occafion to celebrate ‘their own felicity. 
From hence a Poem wa- invented, and after- 
wards improved to a perfect image of that happy 
time ; which, by giving us an efteem for the vir- 
tues of a former age, might recommend them to 
the prefent. And fiace the life of fhepherds was 
attended with more tranquillity than any other 





* Written at fixteen years of ats 
+ Fonwenelle’s Difeosrfe on Paftorale. 


rural. employment, the poets chofe to -introdt{ 
their perfons, from whom it received the name of 
Paftoral. ‘ 

A paftoral is an imitation of the action of 2 
fhepherd, or one confidered under that charadéter, 
The form of this imitation is dramatic, or narta> 
tive; or mixed of both}; the fable fi 2 
manners not too polite nor too ruftigs.. 
thoughts are plain, yet admit a little quid 
and paffion, but,that fhort and flowing : the‘fxs 
prefion humble, yet as pure as the language wilt 
afford; neat, but not florid; cafy, and yet lively 
In fhort, the fable, manners, thoughts, and ‘ex+ 
preflions, are full of the greateft fimplicity in pay 
ture. . 

The complete chara&ter of this poews soli 
in fimplicity {, brevity, and delicacy’; the twa 
firt of which render an eclogue natural, the 
laft deligheful. , ae 

If we could copy nature, it may be vfefal to 
take this idea along with us, that paftoral is am 
image of what they call the Gulden Age, :Sq@ 
that we.are not to defcribe our fhepherds as fhi 
herds at this day really are, but as they cay be 
conceived then :o have been, when the beft of 
men followed the employment. To -cagry ghis 
refemblance yet further, it would not be. 
give thefe fhepherds fome fkill in altronotayg as 











} Heinfius in Therer. 
§ Ropin, de arm. Pap. p. 
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thr as it may be ufeful. té'that fort of life, And 
an air of piery to the gods fhould fhine through 
the poem, which fo vifibly appears in all the 
yaorks of antiquity; and it eught. to preferve 
fome relith of the old way of ‘writing.: the con- 
nection thoulg.be Joole, the narrations and de- 
{criptions fhort *, and.the perieds concife: yet it 
is not fufficient,.that the fentences only be brief; 
the whole eclegne theuld be fo.too: for we can- 
not fuppofe pogtry in thofe days to have been the 
buGiacls of mon, tut their recreation at vacant 
eure: 

But with refpect to the prefent age, nothing 
more conduces to make thefe compofures natural, 

wp. when fome' knowledge in rural affairs is 

igavered +. ‘This may he made to appear ra- 
ther done by, chance than on defign, and fome- 
times is beft frewn by inference; left by too much 
ftudy to feem natural, we deftroy that eafy fim- 
plicity from whence arifes the delight : for what 
is inviting in this fort of poetry proceeds not fo 
much from the idea of that bufinefs, as the tren- 
quillicy of a country life. 

_ We mult therefore ufe fome illufion to render a 
pritoral delightful; and this confifts in expofing 
the bet fide only of a thepherd’s life, and in con- 
cealing its miferies{, Nor is it enough to iutro- 
ducé fhepherds difeour ing. together in 4 natural 
way; but aryegard muft be had to the fubjedt, 
that it contain forme particular beauty in itfelf, 
and that it be different in every eclogue. Be- 
fides, in eath of them a defigned fcenc or profpect 
_is to be prefented to our view, which fhould hike- 

. wife have its variety §. This variety is obtained 
| in & predt degtee by frequent comparifons, drawn 
the moft-agreeable objects of the country ; 

by interrogations to things inanimate; by beauti- 
‘ful digreflions, but thofe fhort; fomctimes by in- 
fifting a little on circumftances; and laftly, by e- 
Jegant turns on the words,” which render the 
numbers extremely fweet and pleafing. . As fot 
the numbers themfelves, though they are proper- 
ly of the heroic meafure, they fhould be the 
fmootheft, the moft eafy and flowing imaginable. 

It is by rules like thefe that we ought to judge 
of pattoral. And fince thé inftructions given for 
any art are to be delivered as that artis in per- 
feGion, they muft of necetfity be derived from 
thofe in whom it is acknowledged fo ta be. It is 
therefore from the pra@ice of Theocritus and 
‘Virgit (the only undifputed authors of. paltoral) 
that the critics have drawn the foregoing notions 
concerning it. 

Theocritus excells all others in nature and fim- 
plicity, The fubjects of his {dyllia are purely 
paftoral ; but he is not fo exas&t in his perfons, 
having introduced reapers | aud fithermen as 
weil as fhepherds. He is apt to be too long in 

tm 7 
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his deferiptions, of which that of the etfp in the 
fir paftoral is a remarkable inftance.” In the 
mianners he [eems a little defective; for-his fwains 
are fometimes abufive and immodeft, and perhaps 
too much inclining to rufticity; fot inftance, in 
his fourth and fifth Idyllia, But it is enough 
that all others learned their excellence from him, 
and that his dialect alone has a fecret charm in it, 
which no other could ever attain. 

Virgil, who copies Theocritus, refines npon his 


-original: and in all points, where judgment is 


principally concerned, hé is much fuperior to his 
matter. Though fome of his Subjects are not 
paftoral in themielves, but only feem to be fuch ; 
they have a wobderful variety in them, which 
the Greek wasa ftranger to*. He exceeds him 
in regularity and brevity, and falls fhort of him 
in novhing but fimplicity and propriety of ftyle ; 
the firft of which perhaps was the fault of his age, 
and the laft of his language. 

Amang the moderns, their fuccefs has been 
greateft who have moft endeavoured to make 
thefe ancients their pattern. The moft confider- 
able genius appears in the famous Taffo, and our 
Spenfer. Taiffo in his Aminta has as far excelled 
all the paftoral writers, as in his Gierufalemme he 
has outdone the epic poets of his country. But as 
his piece feams to have been the original of a new 
fort of poem, the pattoral comedy, in Italy, it can- 
not fo well be confidered as a copy of the ancients. 
Spenfer’s Calendar, in Mr. Dryden’s opinion, is 
the moft complete work of this kind which any 
nation has produced ever fince the time of Vir- 
gilt: not but that he may be thought imper- 
fect in fome few points. His eclogues are fome~ 
what too long, if we compare them with the an- 
cients. He is fometimes too allegorical, and 
treats of matters of religion in a paftoral ftyle, as 
the Mantuan had done before him. He has em- 
ployed the lyric meafure, which is contrary te 
the pradtice of the old poets. His ftanza is not 
{till the fame, nor always well chofen, This laft 
may be the rcafon his expreflion is fometimes not 
concife enough: for the tetraflic.has obliged 
him to estend his fenfe to the length of four 
lines, which would have been more clofely con- 
fined in the couplet. 

In the manners, thoughts, and charaéters, he . 
comes near to Cheocritus himfelf; though, not- 
withftanding all the care he has taken, he is cer~ 
tainly inferior in his dialect : for the Doric had 
its beauty and propriety in the time of Theocri- 
tus; it was ufed in part of Greece, and frequent 
in the mouths of many of the greateft perfons : 
whereas the old Knglifh and country phrafes of 
Spenfer were either entirely obfolete, or fpoken 
only by people of the loweft condition. As there 
is a difference betwixt fimplicity and rufticity, fo 
the expreflion of fimple thonghts should be plain, 
but not clownifh. The addition he has made of 
a calendar to his eclogues, is very beautiful; 
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fince by this, befides the general moral of inne 
cence and fix plicity, which is common to other 
authors of pattoral, he has one peculiar to himfelf; 
he compares human life to the feveral feafons, 
and at once expofes to his readers a view of the 
great and little worlds, in their various changes 
and afpects, Yet the fcrupulous divifian of his 
pattorals into months, has obliged him either to 
repeat the fame defcription, in other words, for 
three months together ; or, when it was exhautt- 
ed hefore, entirely to omit it: whence it comes to 
pais that fome of his eclogues (as the fixth, eighth, 
and teath, for example) have nothing jut their 
titles co diftinguith them, [he reafon is ev‘dent, 
becaufe the year has not that variety in it to fur- 
nifh every month with a particular defcription, as 
it may every feafon, 


Of the following ech -gues I thall only fay, 11 
thefe four-comprehend all the f-hje&s which thé’ 
criticstupon Theocritus and Virgit will allow te 
be fit for paftoral; * Phat they have’ ae much va=” 
riety of defcription, in refpect of the feveral fens 
fons, as Spenfer’s: That, in order to add to thie 
variety, the feveral times of the day are obferved,* 
the rural employments in each feafon or time of - 
day, and the rural fcenes or places proper to fich - 
employments; not without fome regard. to the 
feveral ages of man, and the different paflione * 
proper to each age. ; 

But after all, if they have any merit, it is to be 
attiibuted to fome guod old authors, whofe worke 
as L had leifure to ftudy, fo, 1 hope, E have nes 
wanted care te imitate. : aa 














PASTORALS. 








SPRING. 


THE FIRST PASTORAL, OR DAMON. 


TO SIR WILLIAM TRUMBULE, 


Finar in thefe fields 1 try the fylvan trains, 
Nor bluth to {port on Windfor's blifsful plains ; . 
Fair Taames, flow gently from thy facred {pring, 
‘Wille on thy banks Sicilian mutes fing ; 
Lat vernal airs through trembling ofiers play, 
Aad Albion's cliffs refound the rural lay. 
Youth, at, too wife for pride, too good for 
power, 
Enjoy the glory to be great no more, 
And, carrying with you all the world can boaft, 
"Ee.all the world illuftrioudly are loft! 10 
~O let my mufe her flender reed infpire, 
‘Till in your wative thades you tune the lyre = 
8o when the nightingale to reft removes, 
‘The thrufh thay chant to the forfaken groves, 
But charm’d to filence, liftens while fhe fings, 
And all th’ atrial audience clap their wings. 
Soon as the flocks fhook off the nightly dews, 
Two fwains, whom love kept wakeful, and the 
mufe, 
Pour’d o’er the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
Freth as the morn, and as the feafon fair: 10 
‘The dawn now blufhing on the mountain’s fide, 
‘Thus Daphnis {poke, and Strephon thus reply’d. 
BAFHNIS. 

Hear how the birds, on every bloomy fpray, 
With joyous mufic wake the dawning day! 

‘Why fit we mute, when early linnets fing, 

‘When, warbling Philomel falutes the fpring ? 

‘Why fit we fad, when Phofphor thines fo clear, 

Aad lavith nature paints the purple year? 
STREPHON- 

Si: g then, and Damon fhall attend the ftrain, 
While y 1’ flow oxen turathe furrow’d plain. 30 
Here cc bright crocus and blue violet glow; 
Here weftern winds on breathing rofes blow, 

TH ftake yon’ lamb, that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing fhade furveys. 











VARIATIONS. 
Wer. 34. The firft reading was, 
And his own image from the bank furveys. 


DAPRNIS. 

And I this bowl, where wanton iyy twincs, 
And fwelling clufters bend the curling vines ; 
Four figores rifing from: the work appear, 

The various feafons of the rolling year; 

And what is that, which binds the radiant fky, 
Where twelve fair figns in beauteous order lie? 40 
DAMON. 

Then fing by turns, by turns the mufes fing; 
Now hawthorns bioffom, now the daifies (pring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flowers adorn the 

ground; 
Begin, the vales fhall every note rebound, 
STREPHON. 

Infpire me, Phecbus,in my Delia’s praife, 

With Waller's ftrains, or Granville’s moving lays! 

A milk-white bull fhull at. your altars land, 

That threats a fight, and fpurns the rifing fand. 
DAPANIS, 

. O Love ! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 
And make my tongue victorious as her eyes; 5@ 
No lambs or theep for viétims I'll impart, 

Thy victim, Love, ihall be the thephcrd’s heart. 
STREPHON, 

Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, - 
‘Then, hid in fhades, eludes her eager {wain; 

But feigns a langh, to fee me fearch around, 
And by that laugh the willing fair is found. 
bi DAPHNIS, 

The f{prightly Sylvia trips along the green, 

She runs, but hopes fhe docs not run unfeen 5 
While a kind glance at her purfuer flies, 
How much at variance are her feet and eyes !- 60 





a VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 36. And clufters lurk beneath the curling 
vines. 

Ver. 49. Originally thusin the MS. 
Pan, let my numbers equal Strcphon’s lays, 
Of Parian ftone thy flatue will [ raife 5 
Bat if I conquer, and augment my fold, 
‘Thy Parian ftatus fhail be chang’dto gold. 


PASTORAES, 


in STREPHON. 

O’er golden fands let rich Pactolus flow, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 
Bleit Thames’s fhores the brighteft beauties 

yield ; 
Feed here my lambs, I'll feek no diftant field, 
DAPUNIS. 

Celeftial Venus haunts [dalia’s groves; 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves. , > 
Ji Windfor thades delight the matchlefs maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windfor shade. 

STREPHON. 

All nature mourns, the fkies relent in fhowers, 

Huih’d are the birds, and clos’d the drooping 
Rowers; qo 
Hf Delia fmile, the flowers begin to fpring, 
‘The fkies co brighten, and the birds to fing. 
DRPHNIS, 

All nature laughs, the groves are frefh and fair, 

The fun’s mild luftre warms the vital air; 





VARIATIONS, 

Ver. 61. It ftood thus at firtt ; 
Let rich Iberia golden fleeces boatt, 
Her purple wool the proud Affyrian coat, 
Biclt Thames’s fhores, &c. 

Ver, 61. Originally thus in the MS. 
Go, flowery wreath, and let my Sylvia know, 
Compar’d to thine how bright her beauties fhew : 
‘Then die; and dying, teach the lovely maid 
How foon the brighteft beauties are decay’d. 

DAPUNSS. 
Go, tuneful bird, that pleas’d the woods fo long, 
, OF Amaryllis learn a tweeter fong : 
‘Yo heaven arifing then her notes convey, 
For heav'n alune is worthy fuch a lay. 
Ver. 69, ‘Thefe verfes were thus at firft : 

All nature mourns, the birds their fongs deny, 
Nor wafted brooks the thirfly flowers fupply 5 
If Delia file, the flowers begin to fpring, 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to fing. 


a5. 


If Sylvia fmiles, new glories gild the there, 
And vanquifh’d nature feems to charm no more. 
STREPHON. * 

In [pring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 

At morn the plains, at noon the fhady grove, 

But Delia always; abfent from her fight, 

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 8@ 
DAPHNIS, 

Sylvia’s like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet freth as early day; 
Ev’n fpring difpleafes, when fhe things wot heres 
But, blefs'd with her, ’tis fpring throughout the 

year. : 
STREPHON. 

Say, Daphnis, fay, in what glad foil appears, 

A wondrous tree that facred monarch bears; 

Teli me but this, and I'll difclaim the prize, 

And give the conqueft to thy Sylvia’s eyes. 
DAPKNIs. " 

Nay, tell me firft,in what more happy fields 
The thiftle {prings, to which the lily yields: go 
And thena nobler prize 1 will refigns 
For Sylvia, charming Sylvia fhall be thine. 

DAMON, 

Ceafe to contend ; "for, Daphnis, I decree » 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee. 

Bleft fwains, whofe nymphs in every grace excels, 

Bleit nymphs, whofe fwains thofe graces fing fo 
well! 

Now rife, and hafte to yonder woadbine howerg. 

A {oft retreat from fudden vernal thowers ; 

The turf with rular dainties thalt be crowa’d, a 

While opening blooms diffule their fweets a+ 
round, i 1090 

For fee | the gathering flocks to thelter tend, 

And from the pleiads fruitful fhowers defcend. 





VARIATIONS, 
Ver. 99. was originally, 
The turf with country dainties shall be fpread, 
And trecs with twining branches fhade your head, 








SUMMER. 


THE SECOND PASTORAL, OR ALEXIS. 


TO DR. GARTH, 


AQ stitpnenn’s boy (he fecks no better name) 

_ Led forth his flocks along the filver Thame, 
‘Where dancing fun-beams on the waters play’d, 
And verdant alders form’d a quivering thade. 


i 


YARIATIONS, 
Ver. 1,2, 3,4. were thus printed in the firft 
. edition. 


A faithful fwain, whem love had tanght to fing, 
Bewail'd his fate befidg a filver {pring ; 


Soft as he mourn'd, the ftreams forgot to flow, 
The flocks around a dum’ compaffion thew, 





= VARIATIONS. 


Where gentle Thames his winding waters leads 
‘fhrough verdant forefts, and through flowery 
moads. 
Ver. 3. Originally thus in the MS. 
There to the winds he plain'd his haplef love, 
And Ampyrillis fill’d the vocal grove, 


x6 


The Naiads wept in every watery bower, 
And Jove confented ina filent thower. 
Accept. O Garth, the mufe’s early lays, 
"That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays; 10 
Wear what from love unpractie’d hearts endure, 
” From love, the fole difeale thou canft not cure. 

Ye fhady becches, and ye cooling ftreams, 
Defence from Phoebus’, not from Cupid's beams, 
To you I mourn; nor to the deaf f fing, 

"The woods thall anfwer, and their echo ring. 
The ‘ills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 

Why art thou prouder and more hard than they?” 
‘The bleating theep with my complaints agree, 
"They.parch’d with heat, and I inflam'd by thee. 20 
‘The tultry Sirius burns the thicfty plains, 

‘While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 

Where ftray ye, mufes, in what lawn or grove, 

While your Alexis pines in hopelefs love ? 
In thofe fair fields where facred Ifis glides, 
Or elfe where Cam his winding vales divides? 
As in the cryftal fpring 1 view my face, 
Frefh rifing bluthes paint the watery glafes 
But fince thofe graces pleafe thy eyes no more, 
-'¥ fhun the fountains which § fought before. 
Once I was fkill’d in every herb that grew, 
And every plant that drinks the morning dew ; 
Ah, wretched thepherd, what avails thy art, 
'f'o cure thy lambs, but not tu heal thy heart ! 

Let other fwains attend the rural care, 
Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces theer : 

Bot nigh yon’ mountain let me tune my lays, 
Bwbrace my love, and bind my brows with bays. 
nat flute is mine whieh Colin’s tuneful breath * 
Aafpir'd when living, and bequeath’d in death : 40 
‘He faid; Alexis, take this pipe. the fame 

‘That taught che groves my Rofalinda’s name + 
Byt now the reeds hall hang on yonder tree, 

For ever filent, fince defyfis’d by thee. 

©! were { made by fome transforming power 
"The captive bird that fings within thy bower : 
‘Then might my voice thy liftening ears employ, 
And t thofe kiffes he receives enjoy. 

And yet my numbers pleafe the rural throng, 
Rough natyrs dance, and Pan applauds the fong: 50 
"The nymphs, forlaking every cave and fpring, 
"Their early fruit and milk-white turtles bring t 


‘ 
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go 


VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 27. 
Oft in the cryftal fpring I caft a view, 
And equall’d Hylas, if the glafe be true ; 
But fince chofe graces meet my eyes Bo more, 
Jdbun, &c, 


THE WORKS OF POPE. : 


Each amorous nymph prefers her giftsi1 vain, 
On you their gifts are all beftow’d again, 
For you the {wains the faireft flowers defign, 
And in one garland all their beauties join ; 
Accept the wreath which you deferve alone, 
In ym all beauties are comprie’d in one. 
See what delights in fylvan fcenes appear t 
Defcending Gods have found Elyfium here. 
Ip woods bright Venus with Adonis ftray’d, 
And chafte Diana haunts the foreft fhade. 
Come, lovely nymph, and blefs the filent hours, 
When fwains from fheering feek their nightly 
bowers; 
When weary reapers quit the fultry field, 
Andcrown’d with corn their thanks to Ceres yield, 
This harmlefs grove no lurking viper hides, 
But in my breaft the ferpent Love abides. 
Here bees from bloffoms fip the rofy dew, 
But your Alexis knows no (weets but you, 
Oh deign to vifit our forfaken feats, 
The moffy fountains, and the green retreats ! 
Where’er you walk, coal gales hall fan the glade; 
Trees, where you fit, fhall crowd into a thade : 
Where’er you tread, the blufhing flowers fhall rife, 
And all t: ings. flourifh where you turn your eyes. 
Ob! how 1 long with you to pafs my days, 
Invoke the mufes, and refound your praife ! 
Your praife the birds fhall chant in every grove, 
and winds thall waft it to the powers above. 8¢ 
But would you fing, and rival Orpheus’ ftrain, 
The wondering. forefts foon fhould dance again, 
Phe moving mountains hear the powerful call, 
And headlong ftreams hang liftening in their fall 
But fee, the fhepherds thun the noon-day heat, 
The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retreat, 
To clofer fhades the panting flocks remove ; 
Ye gods. and is there no relief for love ! 
But foon the fun with milder rays defcends 
‘To the cool ocean, where his journey ends: 
On me love's fierce: flames for ever prey, 
By night he fcorches, as he burns by day. 


be 
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ge. 





» VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 79. $0. 
Your praife the tuneful birds to heaven fhall bear, 
And liftening wolves grow milder as they hear. 


So the verfes were originally written; but the au~ 
thor, young as he was, foun found the abfurdity, 
which Spenfer himfclf overlooked, of introducing 
wolves into England. 


Ver. 91. Me love inflames, nor will his fires allay. 


BPASTORALS, 


ty 





AUTUMN. 


THE THIRD PASTORAL, OR HYLAS AND JEGON. 


TO MR. WYCHERLY. 


Brwearu the shade a {preading beech difplays, 
Hylas and Aégon {ung their sural lays: 
This mourn'd a faithlefs, that an abfent love; 
And Delia’s name and Bori's fill’d the grove. 
Ye Mantuan nymphs, your facred fuccour bring; 
Hylas and Aigon’s rural lays! fing. 
Thou, whom the nine with Plautus’ wit infpire, 
‘The art of Terence and Menander’s fire ; 
Whole fenfe intructaus, and whofe humour charms, 
Whofe judgment fways us, and. whofe fpirit 
warms! to 
Oh, flill’d in Nature! fee the hearts of fwains, 
Their artlefs paflions, and their tender pains. 
Now fetting Pherbus fhone ferenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ftreak’d with purple light ; 
‘When tuneful Hylas, with melodious moan, 
Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains 
groan. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs away ! 
‘To Delia’s ear the tender notes convey, 
As fome fad turtle his loft love deplores, 
And with deepmurmprsfillsthe foundingfhores;20 
‘Thus, far from Delia, to the winds I mourn, 
Alike unheard, unpity’d, and forlorn. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along ! 
For her, the feather'd quires negle& their fong ; 
For her, the limes their pleafing fhades deny ; 
*For her, the lilies hang their heads and die. 
Ye flowers that droop, forfaken by the fpring, 
Ye birds that, left by fummer, ceafe to fing, 
Ye trees that fade when autumn heats remove, 
Say, is not abfence death to thofe who love ? 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs away ! 
Curs'd be the ficlds that caufe my Delia’s flay ; 
Fade every bloffom, wither ever tree, ~ 
Die every flower, and perith all, but the. 
‘What have I faid? where’er my Delia flies, 
Let fpring attend, and fudden flowers arife! 
Let opening rofes knotted oaks adorn, 
And liquid amber drop from g¥ery thorn. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along! 
‘The birds fhall ceafe to tune their evening fong, 40 
>The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 
And ftreams to murmur, ere I ceafe to love. 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirfly fwain, © 
Not balmy fleep ¢o labourers faint with paia, 
Vou. Vile 


3c 


Not fhowers to larks, or funfhine to the bee; 
Are half fo charming as thy fight.to me. *. . 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs away ! 
Come, Delia, come ; ah, why this long delay? = 
‘Through rocks and caves the name of Delia founds, 
Delia, each cave and echoing rock reboundss 50°. 
Ye powers, what pleafing frenzy foothes my mind!” 
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind ? ee 
She eomes, my Delia conies!-~Now ceafe my heyy 
And ceafe, ye gales, to bear my fighs away! [mir'd 5 

Next Egon fung, while Windfor groves ad 
Rehearfe, ye mufes, what yourfelves infpir’d. 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mourafpl 
Of perjur’d Doris, dying Lcomplain3. ©... 4 
Here where the mountains, leflening‘as they rife, 
‘Lofe the low vales, and fteal into the fkies; 6a 
While labouring oxen, fpent with toil and heat, 
in their foofe traces from the field retreats _ 
While curling fmokes from village tops are feen, | 
And the fleet thades glide o’er the dufky green, 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournfal lay. 4 
Beneath yon’ poplar oft we pafs’d the days * = * 
Oft on the rind I catv’d her amorous vows, 

While the with garlands hung the bending boughs: 
The garlands fade, the vows are worn away 3 
So dies her love, and fo my hopes decay. qe. 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful ftrain * 
Now bright Ardturus glads the teeming grain; 
Now golden fruits on loaded branches fhine, 

And grateful clufters fwell with Hoods of wine ; 
Now blufhing berries paint the yellow grove ; 
Jut gods! thal! sll things yield returns but lové ! 

Refound, ye bills, refound my mournful lay! 
The thepherds cay, “ Thy flocks are left'a prey.”* 
Ah! what avails it me, the Hocksto keep, 

Who loft my heart while I preferv'd my fheep? 86 
Pan came, and afk’d, what magic caus'd my finart, 
Or what ill eyes malignaut glances dart ? 









VARIATION. 
Ver. 48. Originally thus in the MS. 
With him through Libye’s burning plains I'll go; 
On Alpine mountains tread th’ eternal fnow}; 
Yet feel no heat bat what our loves impart, 
And dread.no coldueie but in Thirfis’ heart. 
zg ° 


a8 THE WORKS 


‘What eyts but hers, alas, have power to move + 
‘And is there magic but what dwells in love ? 
Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful ftrains* 

TW fly from shepherds, flocks, and flowery plains. 
From thepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 
Forfake mankind, and all the world—but love ! 
1 know'thee, Love! on foreign mountains bred, 

“ "Wolves gave thee fuck, and favage tigers fed. go 
‘Thou wert from #tna’s burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whirlinds, and in thunder born! 


a 


OF POPE, P 


Refound, ye hills, refound my mourofal lay 7 
Farewell, ye woods, adien the light of day ! 
One leap from yonder cliffs fhall end my pains ; 
No more, ye hills, no more refound my ftrains! 
Thus fung the fhepherds till th’ approach of 
night, z 
‘The fkies yet bluthing with departing light, 
When falling dews with {pangles deck'd the glade, 
And the low fun had tengthen’d every thade. 109 








WIN 


TER. 


THE FOURTH PASTORAL, OR DAPHNE. 


TO THE MEMORY 


Z LYCIDAS. 

‘Trvasis, the mufic of that murmuring fpring 
Is not fo monrnful as the ftrains you fing ; 
er rivers ‘winding through the vales below, 
Bo fweetly warble, or fo {moothly flow. 

‘Now fleeping flocks on their foft flecces lie, 
"The moon, ferene in glory, mbunts the tky, 
‘While filent birds forget their tuneful lays, 
© fing of Daphne’s fate, and Daphne’s praife ! 

¥ THYASIS. 

Beliold the groves that shine with filver froft, 
‘Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loft. 10 
Here fhall t try the {weet Alexis’ ftrain, 

"That call’d the liftening Dyrades to the plain? 

"shames heard the numbers, as he flow’d along, 

And bade his willows learn the moving fong. 
LYCIDAS. 

So may kind rains their vital moifture yield, 

“And fwell-the future harveft of the field. 
“Begin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, 
And faid, “ Ye thepherds, fing around my grave 
Sing, while befide the thaded tomb I mourn, 
And with freth bays her rural fhrine adorn. 
THYRSIS. 

Ye gentle mufes, leave-your cryftal fpring, 
Let Nymphs and Sylvans cyprefs garlands bring; 
Ye weeping loves, the ftream with myrtles hide, 
Aud break your bows as when Adonis dy’d; 
And-with your golden darts, now ufelefs grown, 
Ynfcribe a verfe on this relenting fione : 

* Let nature change, let heaven and carth deplore, 
* Lair Daphne's dead, and love ig now 20 more.” 


20 


OF MRS, TEMPEST. 


*Tis done, and nature’s various charms decay ? 
See gloomy clouds obfcure the cheerful day! 3¢ 
Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, 
heir faded honours fcatter’d on her bier, 

See where, on earth, the flowery glories lie! 
With her they flourith’d and wich her they dic. 
Ah, what avail the beauties nature wore ? 

Fair Daphne’s dead, and beauty is no more! 

For her the flocks refufe their verdant food, 
The thirfty heifers fhun the gliding flood ; 

‘The fitver fwans her haplefs fate bemoan, 

{n notes moré fad than when they fing their 
own; + 48 

In hollow caves fweet Echo filent lies, 

Silent, or only to her name replies; 

Her name with pleafure once the taught the fhore, 

Now Daphne's dead, and pleafure is no more 

No grateful dews defcend {rom evening fies, 
Nor morning odours from the flowers arife ; 
No rich periumes refrcth the fruitful field, 
Nor fragrant herbs their native incenfe yield. 
‘The balmy zephyrs, filent fince her death, 
Lament the ceafing of a fweeter breath ; 

"Eh? induftrious bees neglect their golden ftore ; 
Fair Daphne's dead, and fweetnefs is no more! 


5e 





VARIATIONS. 


Ver. 29. Originally thus in the M* 
i ’Tis done, and nature’s chang’d fince you 
Schold, the cluads have “ put their mou. 


PASTORALS. 


. 3 
No mote the mounting lar ke, while Daphne fiags, 
Shall, liftening in mid air, fufpend their wings; 
No more the birds fhall imitate her lays, 
Or, huth'd with wonder, hearken from the {prays; 
No more the fireamé their wonder thall forbear, 
A fweeter mufic than their own to hear; 
But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal fhore, 
Fair Daphne's dead, and mufic is no more ! 
Her fate is whifper’d by the gentle breeze, i 
And told in fighs to all the trembling trees 5 | 


- 6a 


The trembling trees, in every plain and wood, 
Fler fate remurmur to the filver flood : 
"The filver flood, fo lately calm, appears 
Swell’d with new paffion, and o’erflows with tears; 
‘The winds, and trees, and floods, her death de- 
plore, 

Daphne, our grief! our glory now no more! 

But fee! where Daphne wondering mounts on 

high 
Above the clouds, above the ftarry fky ! 
Eternal beauties grace the fbining fcene, 
Fields ever frefh, and groves for ever green * 
‘Tere while you reft in amaranthine bowers, 
Or from thofe meads felect unfading flowers, 
Behold us kindly, who your name implore, 
Daphne, our goddefs, and our grief no more ! 
LYCIDAS. 

How all things liften, while thy mufe complains! 

Such filence waits on Philomela’s ftrains, 


jo 


tg 
In fome fiill evening, when the tehifpering breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees-, 80° 
To thee bright goddefs, oft,a lamb fhall bleed, 

If teeming ewes increafe mny fleecy breed.- 





| While plants their thade, or flowers theif doust’ 


give, woe 

‘Thy name, thy honour, and thy praife thall livet 
THYRSIS. 
But fee, Orion theds unwholefome dews 5 
Arife, the pines a noxious shade diffule ; - 
Sharp Boreas blows, and nature feels decay, 
Time conquers all, and we muft time obey. 
Adieu, yc vales, ye mountains, ftreams, and grovesy; 
Adieu, ye thepherds’ rurai lays and loves; 9@. 
Adieu, my flocks; farewell, ye Sylvan crew 3 
Daphne, farewell ; and ali the world adieu! 
—————____————_ rnc 
VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 83. Originally thus in the MS. 
While yapours rife, and driving fnows defcend, 
‘Thy Honour, name, and praife, fhall never end. 


NOTE. Pe e 

Ver. 89, &c.} Thefe four laft lines allude to the: 

feveral fabjedts of the four Paftorals, and to the fo~: 

veral fcenes of them particularifed before in cache; 
: $ By 
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A SACRED 





MESSIAH. 


ECLOGUE, 


IN IMITATION OF VIRGIL’S POLLIO. 








4 DVERTISEMENT. 


ty reading feveral paffages of the prophet Haiah, which foretel the coming of Chri, and the feli- 


* cities attending it, I could not but obferve a remarkable parity between many of the thoughts, and 
thofe in the Pollio of Virgil, This will not feem furprifing, when we reflect, that the Eclogue 
‘was taken from a Sibylline prophecy on the fame fubje&. One may judge that Virgil cid not copy 
it line for line ; but felected fuch ideas as beft agreed with the nature of Paftoral Poetry, and 
difpofed them in that manner which ferved moft to beautify his piece. 1 have endeavoured the 
fame in this imitation of him, though without admitting any thing of my own; fince it was write 
ten with this particular view, that the reader, by comparing the feveral thoughts, might fec how 


far the images and defcriptions of the prophet are fuperior to thofe of the poet. 


But as I fear ¥ 


‘have prejudiced them by my management, I fhall fubjoin the paffages of Mfaiah, and thofe of Vir- 
gil, under the fame difadvantage of a literal tranflation. 


Yx nymphs of Solyma! begin the fong 

‘To heavenly themes fublimer ftrains belong. 

The moffy fountains and the fylvan fhades, 

Jrcams of Pindus and th’ Aonian maids, 

Delight no more—O thon my veice infpire 

Who touch’d [faiah’s hailow’d lips with fire! 
Rapt into future times, the bard begun ! 

. A Virgin fhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 

- From * Jeffe’s root behold a branch arife, 
Whiofe facred flower with fragrance fillsthe fkies: 10 










IMITATIONS. 
Ver. 8 A Virgin hall conceive—All crimes 
fhall ceafe, &e.] 


Virg. Ecl. iv. ver. 6. 
Jam reilit et Virgo, redeunt Saturnia regna 3 
Jam nova progenies coelo demittitur alto. 
Ye duce, fi qua maneant fccleris veltigia noftri, 
© Tfsi. xi. vers 1. 


Th’ Athereal fpirit o’er its leaves thall move, 
And on its top defcends the mystic Dove, 

Ye + Heavens! from high the dewy near pour, 
And in foft filence thed the kindly thower! 

the $ fick and weak the healing piant fhall uid, 
Frorh ftorms 2 fhelter, and from heat a fhade. 





‘ IMITATIONS. 
Irrita perpetua folvent furmidine terras,— 
Pacatumque reget patriis virtutibus orbem. 


“ Now the Virgin returns, now the kingdom of 
“ Saturn returns, now a new progeny is fent down 
“from high heaven. By means of thee, whate- 


-| * ver relics of our crimes remain, thal} be wiped 


“ away, and free the world from perpetual fears, 
te fhall govern the earth in peace, with the vir 
“ tues of his Father.” 

+ Ch. xiv. ver, 8. 

$ CA, xxv. ver. 4. 


MESSTEAH. 


ar 


Ail crimes thall ceafe, and-ancient frauds fhall fail, | A God, a God! the vocal hills reply, 


Returning * Juttice life alofe her f{cale; 

Peace o’er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white-rob’d Innocence fromheaven defcend. 20 
Swift fly the years, and rife th’ expeéted morn! 
Oh {pring to light, aufpicious babe, be born! 
See, nature haftes her carlieft wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenfe of the breathing fpring : 
See + lofty Lebanon his head advance, 

See nodding forefts on the mountains dance s 
See {picy clouds from lowly Saron rife, 

And Carmel’s flowery top perfumes the fkiest 
Hark! a glad voice the lonely defert cheers ; 


Prepare the { way! a God, a Gad appears! 30 





IMITATIONS, 
Vaiah, Ch. vii. ver. 14. “ Behold a Virgin 
“ fhall conceive and bear a Son—Chap. ix. ver. 
«“ 6,7. Unto usa Child is born; unto us a Son 
“ isgiven; the Prince of Peace: of the increafe 
* of his government, and of his peace, there shall 
“be no end: Upon the throne of David, and up- 
“‘on his kingdom, to order and to eftablifh it, 
“ with judgment and with juftice, for ever and 
« ever.” , 
Ver. 43. See nature haftes, &c.] Virg. Ecl. iv. 
ver, 18. 


At tibi prima, puer, nullo munufcula cultu, 
Errantes hederas paflim cum baccare tellus, 

Mixtaque ridenti colocafia fundet acantho— 
Ipfa tibi blandes fundent cunabula flores. 


, 

* For thee, O Child, fhall the earth, without 
“ being tilled, produce her early offerings; wind- 
jag ivy, mixed with Baccar, and Colocaffia with 
*fmiling Acanthus, Thy cradle fhail pour forth 
“ pleafing flowers about thee.” 

Mfaiah, Ch. xxxi, ver. x. “ The wildernefs and 
"the folitary place fhall be glad, and the defere 
“ fhall rejoice and bloftum as the rofe.’ Ch. Ix. 
ver. 13. “ The glory of Lebanon fhall come un- 
“to thee, the fir-tree, the pine-tree, and the box 
“ together, to beautify the place of thy fandctu- 
ory.” 

Ver. 29. Hark! aglad voice, &c, 

Virg. Ecl. iv. ver. 46. 


Aggredere, 6 magnos, (aderit jam tempus) honores, 
Cara deém foboles, magnum Jovis incrementum— 


Ecl. ver. 62. | 


Ypfi laticid voces ad fidera ja@ant 
Intonfi montes, ipfz jam carmina rupes, 
Ypfa fonant arbufta, Deus, Deus ille Menalca! 


© come and receive the mighty honours : the 
“time.draws nigh, O beloved offspring of the 
“ Gods: O great increafe of Jove! The unculti- 
« vated mountains fends fhouts of joy to the Rars ; 





© Cb. ix. ver. 7. t Cb. xxxv. ver. 2 


¥ Cb xh wer. 3, 4s 


"The rocks proclaim th’ approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth receives him from the bending fkies;, 
Sink down, ye mountains; and ye vallies, rife; 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; 


| Be fimooth, ye rocks: ye rapid floods, give way! 


The Saviour comes! by ancient bards foretold ¢ . 
Hear him, ye deaf ; and-all ye blind, behold! 

He from thick films fhall purge the vifual ray, 
And on the fightlefs eyeball pour the day: 40 
’Tis he'th’ obftrudted paths of found fhail clear, 
And bid new mufic charm th’ unfolding ear : 
‘The * dumb fhall ting, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. a 
No figh, no murmur, the wide world fhall hear, 
From every face he wipes off every tear. 

In ¢ adamantine chains fhall death be bound,’ 
And hell’s grim tyrant feel th’ eternal wound, 

As the good ¢ thepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks frefhett pafture, and the pureft.air ; 
Explores the loft, the wandering theep directs, 

By day o’erfees them, and by night protedts; 
The tender lambs he raifes in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and in his bofom warms; 
Thus fhall mankind his guardian care engage, 
The promis’d § father of the future age. 

No more fhali nation againft nation rife, 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 

Nor fields with gleaming fteel be cover'd o'er, - 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more: 60 
But ufclefs lances into fcythes fhall hend, 
And the broad falchion in a ploughfhate end. - 
Then palaces fhall rife; the joyful ¢ Son © 

Shall finith what his fhort-liv’d Sire begun; 
Their vines a thadow to their race fhall yield, 
And the fame hand that fow’d, hall reap the field, 
The fwain in barren +} deferts with furprife 
Sees lilies {pring, and fudden verdure rife ; 





IMITATIONS. one 

“ the very tocks fing in verfe; the very throbs 
« cry out, A God,a God!” , : 

Ifaiah, Ch, xl. ver. 3, 4. © The voice of him 
“that crieth in the wildernefs, Prepare: ye the 
“ way of the Lord!.make ftraight in the defert 
“a higheway for our God! Every valley thali be. 
“ exalted, and every mountain. and hill thall be- 
“ made low, and the crooked fhall be mada, 
“ ftraight, and the rough places plain.” Ch,.ivy'. 
ver. 23. ‘* Break forth into finging, ye mountains;’ 
“ Q foreft, and every tree therein, for the Lord. 
“ hath redeemed Heael.” 
Ver. 67. The fwain in barren deferts] Virg. 

Ecl. iv. ver. 28. 


Molli paulatim flavefcet campus rift’; 
Incultifque rubens pendebit fentibus uva < 
Et dure quercus fudabunt rofcida mella. 





© Cb, xiii. ver. 18. Cb. xxxv. ver. 5, 6. 
4 Ch. xxv. ver. 8. $ Cb. xl. wer. Ey 
§ Ch. ix. ver. 6, | Go. ai. were qe 
| Cd, Inv. ver. 22,22. 
th Ch, xzxy. ver be 7 

Bij 


By 

And flarts, amidft the thirfty wilds to hear 

New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 

Qn rifted rocks, the dragon’s late abodes, 

‘The green reed trembles, and-the bulrofh nods. 

Watte fandy * valleysyonce perplex’d with thorn, 

"The spiry fir.and fhapely box adorn : 

‘To leaflefs fhrobs the flowery palms fueceed, 
And odorous myrtle’to the noifome weed. 

The tlambs with wolves fhall yraze the verdant 

"mead, Z : Sis 

And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead :, 

‘The fteer and lion at one crib fhall meet, 

And harmilefe ¢ ferpents lick the pilgrim’s feet. 80 


7o 








IMITATIQNS. 
a The fields fhall grow yellow with ripen'’d 
* ears, and the red grape fhail hang upon the wild 
* brainbles, and the hard oaks fhail diftil honey 
like dew.” |. ‘ 
Ifaiah, Ch, xgxv. ver. 7. “ The parched ground 
- # fhall’beeome.a pool, and the thirity land fprings 
of water: In the habitations where dragons 
« Tay, fhall be grafs, arid reeda and rufhes.” Ch. 
. Jv. ver, 13. “ Inflead of the thorn fhall come up 
Ve the fir-tree, and inftead'of the biier thal] come 
* yp the myrtle-tree,” 
Mer. 77. The Jambs with wolves, &c.]  Virg. 
~. Kel. iv, ver. aa. 








Apfe lade domum referent diftenta capella 
“Dbera, nec magnos metuent armenta leones— 
Occidet et ferpens, ¢t fallax herba veneni 
Occidet.— . 


“The goats hall bear to the fold their udders 
“diflerded with milks nor. fhall the herds be 
‘‘afrard of the. greateft Hons. ‘The ferpent fhail 
# die, and the herb that conceals peifon fhall die.” 

Hawh, Ch. xi. ver. 6, &c “ Phe wolf “thalt 
* dwell with the lamb, and the leopard fhall lie 
‘down with the kid, and the calf and the young 


* lien and the fatling together ; and a little child | 


§.fhall lead them. And-the lion fhall cat ftraw like 
“ the‘ox. And the fucking child fhall play on 
* the Role vf the afp, and the weaned child fhail 
# put hie hand on the den of the cockatrice. 








* Ch. xii, ver. 19. Ch. dv. ver. 34 . 
t Gd xe ver. 6, 7,85 § Ub lev, wer. as, 


. THE WORKS OF POPE... 


The {miling infant in his hand fhall rake 

The crefked bafilife and fpeckled fnake, 

Pleas’d, the preen juftre of the {cales furvey. 

And‘ with their furky tongue fhall innocently 
lay. 

Rife, crowi’d with light, imperial * Salem, rife! 

xalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes! 

See'd'long + race thy fpacious courts adorn; 

See future fons, and dunghters yet unborn, 

In crowding ranks on every fide arife, 

Demanding life, impatient for the tkies! 

Sce barbarous } nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 

Sce thy bright altars throng’d with proftrate kings, 

And heap’d with products of § Sabean fprings, 

For thee Idume’s fpicy for:fts blow, 

And feeds of gold in Ophir’s mountains glow. 

See heaven its fparkling portale wide difplay, ° 

And break upon thce ina flood of day ! 

No more the rifing || fun shall gild the morn, 

Nor evening Cynzhia fill her filver horn; 

But loft, diffolv’d in thy fuperior rays, 

One tide of giory, ane unclauded blaze 

O’erflow thy courts : the Light himfelf fhall fhine 

Reveal’d,and Ged’s eternal day be thine ! 

‘The { feas thill wafte, the tkies in fmoke decay, 

Rocks fall to du, and mountains melt away 5 

But fix’d his word, his faving power remains’; 

‘Thy reaim for ever lafts, thy own Meffiah reigns! - 


- 99 


100 





IMITATIONS, 

Ver. 85. Rife, crown’d with light, imperial Sa. 
lem, rife!] “rhe thoughts of Iaiah, which com- 
pofe the latter part of the poem, are wonderfully 
elevated, and much above thofe general exclama- 
tions of Virgil, which make the loftieft part of his 
Pollio. = 8 


Maguis ab integro feclorum nafcitur ordo! 
toto furget gens aurea mundo! 

incipient magni procedere menfes? 

Afpice, venturo latentur ut omnia facclo! &e. 


‘The reader needs only to turn to the paflages 


of Ifaiah, hore cited. . 
* Cb Mx. ver 1. jp CA. Mx. ver. 4. 
$ Cb. Ix. ver. 3. § Gh. Ax. ver. 6. 
I C3.Ix. ur 19. 20. 
F Cb. Mi ver. G. Gd. liv. ver, 0, 








WIN DSOR-FOREST. 












To the Right Honourable 
GEORGE LORD LANSDOWN. 


“ Nob ifjuits cano: Te noftra, Vare;myricz, 
«©. "Be Nemus omne canet + Nec Phecbo gratior ulla eft, 
* Quam fibi quae Vari prafcripfit pagina nomen.” 


" Wie. 


ae 





Turs poem was written at two different times: the firit part of it, which relates to the country, in 


the year 1704, at the fame time with the paftorals: the latter part was not added.sill the year 


1713) in which it was published. 


Tay forcfts, Windfor! and thy green retreats, 
‘At once the monarch’s and the mufe’s feats, 
Invite my lays. Be prefent, Sylvan maids! 
Unlock your fprings, and opert all your fhades, 
Granville commands; your aid, O mufes, bring! 
What mufe for Granville can refufe to fing? 
‘The groves of Eden, vanith’d now fo long, 
Live in defcription, and look green in fong 5 
"Thefe, were my breaft infpir’d with equal flame, 
Like them in beauty, fhoutd be like in fame, | £0 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plaio, 
Here earth and water feem to ftrive again; 
Not chaos-like together eruth'd and bruis’d, 
But, as the world, harmonioufly confua’d ; 
‘Where order in variety we fee, 
‘And where, though all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving groves a chequer'd Scene diiplay, 
And part admit, and part exclude the day ; 





VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 3, &c. Originally thus = 
Chatte goddefs of the woods, 
Nymphs of the vales, and Naiads of the floods, 
cad me through arching bow'ss, and glimny ring 
giades, 
Unlock your fprings— 





As fome coy nymptvher lover’s warm addrefe 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite reprefo, 904 
‘There, interfpers’d in lawns and opening gladee, ; 
Thin trces arife that fhun each other's shades. | - 
Here in full light the ruffet plains extend a 
There, wrapt in clouds, the bluith hills afcend- 
Ev'n the wild heath difplays her purple dies,“ 
And midft the deferc, fruitful fields arife, -. {totny: 
‘That, crowa'd with tufted trees and fpringtig: 
Like verdant ifles the fable wafte adorn: i 
Let India,boatt her plants; nor envy we* 

The weeping amber, or the balmy tree,” Z 
While by our oaks the precious loads are borne, 
And reatms commanded which thofe trees adobits: y 
Nor proud'Olympus yiclie @ nobler fight, ~~ . 
Though gods affembled grace his towering height, 
Than what more humble meuntains offer here; 
Where, in their bleflings, all thofe gods appear. © 


——__——_—_—_- exer 


VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 25. Originally thus: 
Why fhould f fing our better funs or air, * 
Whole vital draughts prevent the leach’s care, 
While through freth fields th’ enliv’ning odours: 
breathe, e 
Or Spread wish vernal blocms the purple heath? 


aA 
Ser Pan with flecks, with fraits Pomona crown’d 
Here blufhing Flora paints th’ enamell’d ground, 
Here Ceres’ gifts in waving profpedt ftand, 
’ And nodding tempt the joyful reaper’s hand; 40 
_ Rich Induftry fita fmiling on the plains, 
And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 
Not thus the land appear'd in ages paft, 
A dreary defert, and a gloomy watte, 

* To favage beafts and favage laws a prey, 

. And kings more furious-and fevere thar they ; 
Who claim’d the fkies, dilpeopled air and floods, 
‘The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods: 
Citics Ifid waite, they ftorm’d the dens aud caves 
(For wifer brutes were backward to be fla 50 

- What could be free, when lawlefs heafts obey'd, 
Alta ev’n the clements 2 tyrant fway’d ? 

In vain kind feafons fwell’d the teeming grain, 

Soft thowers diftiit'd, and funs grew warm in vain; 
te fwain with tears his fruftrate lahour yields, 

And famith’d dies amidt his ripen'd ficlis. 

‘What wonder then, a beaft or Subject flain 

* Were equal crimes ina defpotic reign? 

Both doom’d alike for fportive tyrants bled, 

But, while the fubje@ ftarv'd, the beaft was fed. 

’ Proud Nimrod firft the bloody chace began, 61 
A mighty buntes, and his prey was man : 

Our. haughty Norman boatts that barbarous name, 
And makes his trembling flaves the royal game. 
‘The ficlds gre ravith’d from) th’ induftrious 

: fwains, 

From men their cities, and from gods their fanes + 
The levell'd towns with weeds lie cover’d o'er; 
‘The hollow winds through naked temples roar; 
Round broken columns clafping ivy twin’d; 

O’er heaps of ruin festk'd the flately hind; 70 

The fox obfcene ta gaping tombs rctires, 

And favage howlings fill the facred quires. 

Aw'd by his nobles, by his commons curft, 

"tb? Opprefior rul’d tyranzic where he durft, 

Stretch’d o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 

And ferv'd alike his vaffals and his God. 

Whom ev'n the Saxoti fpar'd, and bloody Dane, 

‘The wanton victims of his {pore reraain. 

But fee, the man who fpacious regions gave 

A wate for beafts, himfel! deny'd a grave! 8e 
N 








VARIATIONS. 
Ver.49. Originally chus in the MS, 
Trom towns faid wafte, to dens and caves they ran 
(For who firl ftoop'd to bea flave was man), 


bas Ver. 57, &e, 
No wonder favages or fubjets flain— 
But fpbjects flarv'd, while favages were fed. 


Jt was originally thus; but the word Savages 
is not properly applicd to beatts, but to men; 
which occafioned the alteration. 


Ver. 73. And wolves with howling fill, &c. 
The Author thought this an error, wolves rot 
buing common in England at the tune of qhe Cou- 
qucror. 


THE WORKS OF POPE, 


Stretch’d on the lawn his fecond hope iurvey, 
At ouce the chacer, and at once the prey : 
do! Rufus, tuggin. at the deadly dart, 
Bleeds in the foreft like a wounded hart. 
Succeeding monarchs heard the fubje@s cries, 
Nor faw difpleas’d the peaceful cottage rife, 
‘Vhen gathering flocks on unknown mountains fed, 
O'er fandy wilds were yellow harvefts fpread, 
‘Yhe forefts wonder’d at th’ unafual gtain, 
And fecret tranfport touch'd the confcious fwain. 
Fair Liberty, Britannia’s goddefs, rears or 
Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years. 
Ye vigorous fwains! while youth ferments your 
blond, 
And purer fpirits fwell the fprightly flood, 
Now range the hills, the gameful woods befet, 
Wind the thrill hogn, or fpread the waving net. 
When milder autumn fummer’s heat fucceeds, 
And in the new-fhorn field the partridge feeds ; 
Before: his lord the ready fpaniel bounds, 
Panting with hope, hetriesthefurraw'dgrounds;100 
But when the taintedegales the game betray, 
Couch'd clofe he lies, ard meditates the prey s° 
Secure the truft th’ unfaithful field befet, 
Till hovering o’er them {weeps the {welling net. 
Thus (if {mali things we may with great compare) 
When Albion fends her eager fons to war, 
Some thoughtlcfs tawn, with eafe and plenty bleft, 
Neapand more near, the clofing lines inve(t, 
Sudden they feize th’ amaz’d defencelefs prize, 
Aad high in air Britannia’s ftandard flies, 310 
See! from the brake the whirring pheafant 
Springs, 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings : 
Short is his joy ; he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 
Ah! what avail his glofly varying dics, 
His purple creft, and fearlet circled eyes, 
The vivid yreen his fhining plumes unfold, 
His painted wings, and breait that flames with 
gold? . 
Nar yet when moift Aréturus clouds the tky, 
‘The woods and fields their pleafing toils deny, 120 





VARIATIONS. 
Ver. gt. 
Oh may no more a foreign mafter’s rage, 


.With weongs yet legai, curfe a future age ! 


Stil} fprcad, fair liberty : thy heav'nly wings, 
Breathe plenty on the fields, and fragrance on the 
springs. 
Ver. 97. 

When yellow autumn fummer’s heat fucceeds, 
And into wine the purple harvett bleeds, 

“Phe partridge ferding in the new-fhorn fields, 
Both morning fports and ev’ning pleafure yields, 


Ver. 197. It flood thus in the firft edition : 
fight, the hott lie down 
ing town 5 

nt makes our prize, 
mia’s Randard 





WINDSOR ‘FOREST. 


To‘plains with well-breath’d beagles we repair, 
And trace the mazes of the circling hare 
(Beafts, utg'd by us, their fellow beafts purfue, 
And learn of man each other te undd) : 

‘With flaughtering guns th’ unrweary’d fowler roves, 
‘When frofts have whiten’d all the naked groves ; 
‘Where doves in flocks the leafiefs trees o*erfhade, 
And lonely woadcocks haunt the watery glade. 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye x_ 

Strait a thort thunder. breaks the frozen fky + 130 
Oft, as in airy rings they fkim the heath, 

The clamorous lapwings feels the leaden death ; 
Oft, as the mounting larka their notes prepares 
They fall, and leave the'r little lives in air. 

In genial {pring, heneath the quivering fhade, 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the nread, 
"rhe patient fither takes his filent ftand, 

Intent, hie angle trembling in his hand : 

‘With looks unmov'd, he hopes the fcaly breed, 
And eyes the dancing cork and bending reed, 140 
Our plentcous ftreams a various race {upply, 

The bright-ey'd perch with fina af Tyrian dye, 
The filver ecl, in thining volumes roll’d, 

The yellow carp, in feales bedropp’d with gold, 
Swift trauts, diverfify’d with crimfon ftains, 
And pikes, the tyrants of the watery plains. " 

Now Cancer glows with Phebus’ fiery car: 
‘The youth ruth eager to the Sylvan war, 

Swarm o’er the Jawns,-the foreft walks furrourid, 
Rouze the ficet hart, and cheer. the opening 
hound, 150 
‘Th’ impatient courfer pants in every vein, 
And, pawing, {cems to beat the diftant plain : 
Hills, vales, and floods, appear already crofe’d, 
And, ere he ftarts,. thoufand .fteps are loft. 
See the bold youth ftrain up the threat’ning fleep, 
Ruth through the'thickets, down the valliesfweep, 
Hang o’er their courfers heads with eager fpeed, 
And earth rolls back beneath the flying fteed. 
Let old Arcadia boaft her-ample plain, 
‘Sh immortal huntrefa, and her-virgin-train; 160 
Nor envy, Windfor ! fince thy fhades haye feen 
As bright a goddefa, and as chafte a-queen; 
Whofe care, like her’s, protects the Sylvan reign, 
"he carth’s fair light, and emprefs of the maiu. * 

Here, too, “tis fung, of old Diana ftray’d, 

And Cynthus’ top forfook for Windfor fhade; 

Here was the feen o'er airy waftes to rove, 

Seck the clear f{pring, or haunt the pathlefs 
grove; % 

Here arm'd with filver bows, in early dawn, 

Her butkin'd virgins trac’d the dewy lawn. 

Above the reft a rural nymyh was fani’d, 
Thy offspring, Thames! the fair Lodona nam’d 
(Ledona’s fate. in long oblivion caft, 

The mufe fhall fing, and what fhe fings fhall laft). 


Tyo 





VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 126. 
Over ruflling leaves around ihe naked groves, 
* __. Ver. 129. 
The fowler lifts his levell’é tube on high, 


23 

Scarce’ could the goddefs from her nymph bé 
known, ae 
But by the crefcent and the geldgp zone. 
She feorn'd the praife of beauty, and t 
A belt her waift,a fillet binds her hair’ 
A painted quiver on her fhoulder founda, 
‘And with her-dart the flying deer the wound JG 
Yt chanc’d, as, eager of the chace, the maid - 
Beyond the foreft’s verdant limits ftray’d, 
Pan faw and low’d, and burning with defire _ 
Purfu’d her flight; her flight increas’d his fire. 
Not half fo fwift the trembling doves can gy, 
‘When the fierce eagle cleaves the liquid fky 5 
Not half fo fwiftly the fierce eagle moves, ,__ 
When through the clouds he drives the trembling 
doves; . . 

As fromthe god the flew with furious pace, __ 
Oras the god, more fatious, urg’d git chece. $@R 
Now fainting; finking, pale, the nyoaph appeare; 
Now clofe bebind, his founding Des Tie 

-] And now his thadew feacti*d her as the fe 
His thadow, lengthen'd by the feteing fai; 
And now his fhorter breath, with fultry ajr, 
Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 
in vain on father Thames fhe calls for aid, 
Nor could Diana help her injur’d maid. 

















-}.Faint; breathlefs, thus the pray’d, nor pray’d im 


vain 5 een 
“Ah, Cynthia! ah—thougli banifh'd fegm thy, 
“ train, aga 
“© Let me, O let me, to the fhades repai : 
“ My’ native thades!—there weep and. 
“ there!” : 
She faid, and, melting as in tears the lay,” 
Yo a foft filver ftreans diffolv'd away. °° 
The fiver flream her virgin coldsiefs 
For ever mutmurs, and for ever: weepp} 
Still bears the name the haplefs virgin bore, 
And bathes the foreft.where the rang’d before. 
In her chafte current oft the goddefs faves, 
And with celeitial tears augments thé. wayes. ax6 
Oft iri-ter glafs the mufing shepherd fpies _| * 
The headlong mountains and the downward fii 
‘The watery landfkip of the pendant woods; ~ 
And abfent trees thut tremble in the floods; 
In the clear azure gleam the flocks are feen, 
And floating forefts paint the waves with greens 
Through the fair fcene roll flow the lingeritig. 
S Rreams, : . 
Then foaming pour along, and ruth. uate, she 
Thames, ena a 
Thou, too, great father of the Britith foods!’ 
With joyful pride furvey'it our lofty woods; 2a@ 
Where towering oaks their growing horouts rear, 
And future navies on thy fhores appear. 
Not Neptune's {elf from all her ftreams receives 
A wealthier tribute, than to thine he gives, 
No feas fo‘rich, fo gay no banks appear, 
No lake fo gentle, and no {pring fo clear, 
Nor Po fo fwells the fabling poet's lays, 
While led along the fkies his current fireys, . 
Asthine, which vifits Windfor’s fam’d abodes, 
To grace the manfion of our carth!y gods: 236 
Nor all his ftars above a luttre fhuw, 
1 Like the bright beauties on thy banks below 3 








46 
‘Where Jove, fibdu’d by mortal paffion fill, 
Might change.Olympus fora nobler-hill. 7 
iffappy the-man whork this bright court ap- 
: | proves, ¢ 
‘. ¥¥ig-favercign favours, and his country loves : 
Tapry next him, whg to thefe fhades retires, 
Wi natur¢ charms, and whem the mufe in- 
veiw Fpires¢: 
‘Whatn humbler joys of home-felt quiet pleafe, 
Succedlive hudy, gxercife, and eafe. : %hO 
“He gathors health'from herbs the foreft yields, 
“And of their-fragrant phyfic fpoila the fields ; 
‘With chemic art exalts the mineral powers, 
; And draws the aromatic fouls of fowers : 
‘Now marks the courfe of rolling orbs on high ; 
' Qe iigur’d worlds now travels with his eye; 
#OF ancient, writ unlocks the learned ftore, 
; Qardules the dead, and lives paft ages o’er : 
Or wandering thoughtful on the filene wood, 
y Aattends the duties of the wife and good... 250 
“"'T’ obferve a mean, be to himfelf a friend, 
"To follow nature, and regard his end; . 
Or looks on heaven with more than‘ mortal eyes, 
"Bids his free foul expatiate it the &ics, 
*Amid,her kindred tars familiar roam, 
* Surycy the region, and confefs her home 
Such was the life great Scipio once admir’d, 
‘Thos Attions and Trumbull thus retir'd. 
qowe facred nine! that all my fon} poffefs, 
Whofe raptures fire me, and whofe villous blefs, 260 
Bear me, vh bear me to fequefter’d fcenes, 
"The bowery mazes, and furrounding greens; 
"Po ‘Vhames’s banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
@r where the nit post op Cooper's Fill 
“(On Coopers cna wieaths ihall grow, , 
‘While lails tha mountain, or while ‘Thames fhall 
‘ flow) : 
Tfeem through confecrated walks to rove, 
Vihear (oft mufic dic along the grove : 
Led by the found, 1 roam from shade to thade, 
By god-like poets venerable made : 270 
Here his fit{t jays majeftic Denham fung ; 
There the Jat numbers flow'd from Cowlcy’s 
tongue. iu 
©O early: loft! what tears the river thed, 
: Whan the fad: pomp along his banks was led! . 














VARIATIONS. 
Ver, 233. It ftood thus in the MS. 
And farce great Jove; if Jove’s a lover fill, 
To change Olympus, &c. 


Ver. 235. . 
Happy the man, who to the shades retircs, 
But doubly happy, if the mufe infpires! 
Bleft whom the fwéets of home-lelt quiet pleafe ; 
But far more bleit, whofe Rudy joins with cafe. 
Ver. 267. It flood thus in the MS, 
‘Methinks around your holy fcencs [ rove, 
‘And hear your mufic echoing through the grove ; 
With waniport vifit each infpiring fhade, 
By godlike pocts venerabl. made. 


THE WORKS OF POPE, 
| His drooping fwans on every note expire, - 


And on his willows hung cach mufe’s lyre. 
Since fate relentlefs ftopp’d their heavenly voice, 
No more the foreits ring, or groves rejoice ; 
‘Who now fhall charm the thales, where Cowley 
firang , 
His living harp, and lofty Denham fang 286 
Bat hark! the groves rejoice, the foreft rings! 
Are thefe reviv’d? or is it Granville fings! 
*Tis yours, my Lord, to blefs our foft retreats, 
And call the mufes to their ancient feats; | 
‘To paint anew the flowery Sylvan {cenes, 
To crown the foreft with immortal greens, 
Make Windfor hills in lofty numbers rife, 
And lift her turrets nearer to the fkies; 
To fing thofe honours you deferve to wear, 
And add new Iuftre co her filver ftar. 
Here-noble Surrey felt the facred rage, 
Surrey, the Granville of a former age : 
Matchiefs his pen, vi@orious was his tance, 
Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance: 
In the fame fhades the Cupids tun’d his lyre,- 
To the' fame notes, of love, and foft defire: 
Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 
"Lhen fill'd the groves, as heavenly Mira now. 
Oh wouldft thon fing what heroes Windfor 


296 


bore, ; 
What king fir breath’d. upon her winding 
fhore, 300 


Or raife old warriors, whofe ador’d remains 

In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains! 

With Edward’s acts adorn the fhining page, 

Stretch his long triumphs down through every ape; 

Deaw monar¢hs chain’d, and Creffi’s glorious field, 

‘The ilies blazing on the regal fhield : 

Then, from her roofs when Verrio’s colours fail, 

And leave inanimate the naked wall, : 

Still in thy fong fhould vanquith’d France appear, 

And bleed for ever under Britain’s fpear. 318 
Let fofter ftrains ill-fated Henry mourn, 

And palins eternal flourifh round his urn. 

Here o’er the martyr-king the nrarble weeps, 

And, faft behind him, once-fear’d Edward ileeps + 





VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 275. 
What fighs, what murmurs, fill’d'the vocal fhore ! 
His tuneful fwans were heard to fing no more, 


Ver. 2go. her filver ftar.] Ali the lines thae fol. 
low were not added to the poem till the year 1770, 
What immediately followed this, and made the 
conciufion, were thefe : 


My humble mafe, in unambitious flrains, 
Paints the green forefts and the flowery plains; 
Where IJ obfcurely pafs my carelefs days, 
Pleas’d in the filent thade with empty praife, 
Enougb for me that to the liftening: fwains 
Firft in thefe fields 1 fung the Sylvan ftrains. 


Ver. 307. Originally thus in the MS, 


| When brafs decays, when trophies lic o’erthrown, ~_ 
H And mouldering tito duft drops the proud fone, * 


BY 


WINDSOR FOREST.. - 


‘Whem int th’ extended Albion could contain, 
From old Belerium to the northern main, E 
‘The grave.ynites; where ev'n the great find reft, 
And blended lic th’ oppreffor and th’ opprett : - 
Make facred Charles’s tomb for ever kaown 
(Obscure the place, and wninferib'd the fone}; 320 
Oh faé accurs’d ! what tears has Albion thed ! 
Heavens, what new wounds! and how her ald 
é \have bled! 
She faw her fons with pirple deaths expire, 
Her facred domes involv’d in rolling fire, 
A dreadful feries of inteftine wars, 
Ingloricus triumphs, and dithoneft fears. : 
Atlength great Anna faid, Let difcord ceafes:””” 
She faid, the world obey’d, and all was peace ! 
Tn that bleft moment from his oozy bed 
Old father ‘fhames advanc’d his reverend head. 
‘His treffes dropp’d with dews, and o’er the flream 
His shining horns diffus’d a golden gleam : 
Grav’d on his urn appear’d the moon, that guides 
His {welling waters, and alternate tides ; i 
"Che figur’d flreams in waves of filvcr roll'd, 
And on their banks Augufta rofe in gold ; 
Around his throne the fea-born brothers ftood 
Who {well with tributary urns his flood ! 
Firft the fam’d authors of this ancient name, 
"The winding Ifis, and the fruitful Thame: — 34@ 
"The Kennet {wift, for filver ecls renown’'d; 
‘The Loddon flow, with verdaut alders crown’d 5 
Cole, whofe dark ftreams his flowery lands lave; 
And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky wave : 
‘Vhe blue, tranfparent Vandalis appears ; 
The gulfy Lee his-fedgy trefles rears; 
And lullen Mole, that hides his diving flood ; 
And filent Darent, ftain’d with Danifh blood. 
High in the midft, upon his urn reclin’d, 
(lis fea-green mantle waving with the wind) 350 
The pod appear’d: he turn’d hisazure eyes 
Where Windfor:domes and pompous turrets rife 5 


. 


Then bow’d, and fpoke ; the winds forget to roar, 

And the hufh’d waves gi- ¢ foftly to the fhore. 
«Hail, facred peace ! hail, long-expected days, 

-| Phat ‘Thames’s glory to the Mars fhall raife ! 

Though Tider’s ftreams immortal Rome behold, 

Though foaming Hermus {wells with tides of gold, * 

From heaven itfelf the feven-fold Nilus flows, 

And harvefts on a hundred realms beftows, 369. 

"Yhefe now no more fhali be the niufes’ themes, 

Loft in my fame, as in the fea their itreams, 

Let Volga’s banks with iron fquadrons shine, ** - 

And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine; 

Let barbaroos-Ganges arm a fervile train < 

Be mine the bleffings of a peaceful reign. 

No more my fons “t die with Britith blood, 










































Red Iber’s fands, or Kler’s foaming flood: * 
Safe on my fhore each unmoleited fwain 
shall tend the flocks, or reap the beardedgrain; 370” 
‘The fhady empire dhall retain no trace : 
Of war or blood, but in the Sylvan chace ; “ 
"The trumpet fleep, while cheerful horns are blown, 
And arms employ’d on bieds and beatts alone, 
Behold ! th’ afcending villas on my fide, « 
Project long fhadows o’er the eryftal tide. 
Behold! Auguita’s. glittering fpires increafe, 
_And temples rife, the beauteous works of peace. ~ 
{ fee, { fee, where two fair cities bend 7 
"Their ample bow, a new Whitehall afcend! 380 
There mighty nations fhali inquire their doom,* 
‘The world’s great oracle in times to come; 
There kings thali fue, and fuppliant ftates be feen® 
Once more to bend before a Britifh queen, 6 
Thy trees, fair Windfor! now fhalt leave theis* 
woods, <e a * 
And half thy forefts ruth into thy floods; 
Bear Britain’s thunder, and her crofs dilptay, - 
To the bright regions of the rifing day : 
Tempt iey feas, where fearce the waters roll; ; 
Where clearer flames glow round the frozen pole ¢ 
Or under fouthern fkies exalt their fails, aot 
Led by new ftars, and borne by Spicy gales! 28 
Kor me the balm fhali bleed, and amber How,” 
“he coral redden, and the ruby glow, 
‘The pearly hell its lucid globe unfold, 
And Pho:bus warm the ripening ore to gold. 
‘The time fhall come, when free as feas or wind 
Unbounded Thames .fhajl flow for all mankind, 
Whoie nations enter with each {welling tide, ~ 
And feus but join, the regions they divide; 400 


‘ : 
VARIATIONS. . . 
Ver, 32%. Originally thus in the MS. 
Oh fac accure'’d ! oh sacrilegious broad, 
Sworn to rebellion, principled in blood : 
+ Since that dire morn, what tears has Albion fhed : 
Gads what new wounds, &c. 


* Ver, 327. Thus in the MS. 
Till Anna rofe, and bade the furies ceafe ; -_—  OroOwmOOOO 
Let there be peace—fhe faid, and all was. peace, 
: VARIATIONS, 4 
Ver. 363. Originally thus in the MS. 

«] Let Venice boaft her towers amidft the main, 
Where the rough Adrian {weils and roars in vain, 
Here not a town, but fpacious realm thall have 4:4 
A fure foundation on the rolling wave. ‘ 


‘Between verfe 330 and 331, originally ftood thefe 
lines: 


From thore to fhore exulting fhouts he heard, 
O’cr all his banks a lambient light appear'd ; 
With fparkling flames heaven's glowing concave 
fhone, a 
Fictitious ftars, and glories not her own. 
He faw, and gently rofe above the ftream $ : 
His fhining horns diffufe a golden gleam : 
7 With peerl and gold bis towery front was dreft, 
.* Fhe tributes of the diftant eait and wel, * 





Ver. 385, &c. were originally thus in the MS. 
Now thall our fleets the bloody crofs difplay 
‘To the rich regions of the rifing day, : 
Or thofe green iffles, whore headlong Titan Recpe 
His hiffing axle in th’ Atlantic decpsz . ~ - 
“Lenvpt icy feas, kee 0: 





“Earth's diftant ends our glory thal behold, 

And the new world lauach forth to feck the old. 
‘Then fhips of uncouth form fhall ftem the tide, 
And feather'd people crowd my wealthy fide, 

. And naked youths and painted chiefs admire, 
ur fpeech, our colour, and our ftrange attire ! 
Oh, ftretch thy reign, fair peace! from fhoreto fhore, 

© Tit fh ‘ceafe, and flavery be no more ; 
“Fm the heed! tadisus in their native groves 
Bap their own fruits, and woo their fable loves; 

. Peru once more a race of kings behold, air 

_ And other Mexicos be roof’d with gold. 

Euil’d by thee from earth to deepeft hell, 

4n brazen bonds hall barbarous difcord dwell: 
tic pride, pale terror, gloomy care, 

And mad ambition, fhall attend her there : 

; Phere purple vengeance bath’d in gore retires, 
Her weapons blunted, and extingt fer fires 
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There hateful envy her own fnakea fhall feel, 
And perfecution mourn her broken wheel : 
‘There faction roar, rebellion bite her chain, 
And gafping furies thirft for blood in vain. 
Here ceafe thy flight; nor with unhallow’d 
lays 
Touch the fair fame of Albion’s golden days: 
The thoughts of gocs let Granville’s verfe recite, 
And bring the fcenes of opening fate to light’: 
My humble mafe, in unambitious ftrains, . 
Paints the green forelts and the flowery plains, 
Where peace defcending bids her olive fpring, 
And fcattera bleffings from her dove-like wing. 
Ev'n I more fweetly pafs ny carelefsdays, 43% 
Pleas’d in the fitent thade with empty praife ; 
Enough for me, that to the liftening fwains 
Figft in thefe fields I fung the Syivan ftraine, 
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ODE FOR MUSIC ON ST. CECILIA’S DAY. 


1. 


Dascrnp, ye nine! defcend, and fing ; 
The breathing inftruments infpire ; 
‘Wake into voice each filent tring, 
And {weep the founding lyre! 
In a fadly-pleafing ftrain 
Let the warbling lute complain; 
Let the loud trumpet found, 
‘Till the roofs all around 
‘The fhrill echoes rebound : 
While, in more lengthen’d notes and flow, 
The deep, majeftic, folemn organs blow, 

Hark! the numbers foft and clear 

Gently fteal upon the car; 

Now louder, and yet louder rife, 

And fill with fpreading founds the fhies 5 
Exulting in triumph now fwell the bold notes, 
In broken air trembling, th wild mafic Roats; 

Till, by degrees, remote and fmall, 

The ftrains decay, 
And melt away, 
In a dying, dying fall. 
ii, 
By mufic, minds an equal temper know, 

Nor fwell too high, nor fink too low. 
if in the breaft tumultuous joys arife, 
Maufic her foft, affualive voice applies ; 

Or when the foul is prefs’d with cares, 

Exalts her in enlivening airs. + 
Warriors fhe fires with animated founds; 
Pours balm into the bleeding lover’s wounds ; 

Melancholy lifts her head, 

Morphev- roufes from his bed, 

Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 

Liftening envy drops her fnakes; 
Inteftine war no more our paifions wage, 
And giddy faétions hear away their rage. 

rt 
But when our country’s caufe provokes to arms, 
How martial mufic every bofom warms: 
wo when the firft bold veffel dar’d the feas, 
High on the ftern the Thracian rais'd his train, 
While Argo faw her kindred trees 
Th. Pe oe Nee ge Lege as an 





| Each chief his feven-fold thicld difplay’d, 


‘Tranfported demi-gods ftood round, 
And men grew heroes at the found, 
Enfiam’d with glory’s charms : 


And half unfheath’d the fhining blade : 
And feas, and rocks, and ikies, rebound. 
‘To arms, to arms, to arms! 
Iv, 
But when through all th’ infernal bounds, 
Which flaming Phlegeton furrounds, 
Love, ftrong as death, the poets led 
‘To the pale nations of the dead. 
What founds were heard, 3) 
What fcenes appear’d, 
. O'er all the dreary coafls ! 
Dreadful gleams, 
Difmal fcreams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shrieks of woe, 
Sullen moans, 
Hollow groans, 
And cries of tortur'd ghofts! 
But hark ! he ftrikes the golden lyre; 
And fee ! the tortar’d ghofts refpire. 
See, fhady forms advance ! 
Thy flone, O Sifyphaus, ftands fill, 
Ixion relts upon his wheel, 
And the pale fpeétres dance } 
‘The furies fink upon their iron beds, : 
And fnakes, vacurl’d, hang liftening round their 
heads, 
we 
B_ the ftreams that ever flow, 
By the fragrant winds that blow 
Over the Elyfian flowers; 7 
By thofe happy fouls who dwell 
In yellow nicads of afphodel, 
Or amaranthine bowers; 
By the iero’s armed thades, $ 
Clittering through the gloomy gladesp 
By the youths tnat dy’d for love, 
Wandering in the myrtle grove, 
Reftore, reftore Eurydice to life - 
Ob. take the hufband, or return the wife’ 


eat 
a 


He fang, and hell confented 
To hear the peet’s prayer; 
Stern Proferpine relented, 
And gave him back the fair. 
Thus fong could prevail 
O’er death, and o’er bell, 
‘A congueft how hard and how glorious " 
Though fate had faft bound her 
‘With Styx nine times round her, 
‘Yet mufic and love were victorious. 
vi. 
~ But foon, too foon, the lover turns his eyes : 
Again the falls, again the dies, the dies ! 
How wilt thou now the fatal fifters move? 
No crime was thine, if "tis no crime to love. 
Now under hanging mountains, 
Befide the falls of fountains, 
Or where Hebrus wanders 
Rolling in mwanders + 
Allalone, 
Unheard, unknown, 
He makes his moan; 
And calls her ghott, . 
For ever, ever, ever loft! 
Now with furics furrounded, 
“Defpairing, confounded, 
He trembles, he glows, 
Amidft Rhedope’s fiows : 
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See, wild as the winds, o'er the deferf’ he flies? 
Hark! Hmus refounds with the Bacchanals 
crics— 
Ah, fee, he dies! 
Yet, ev’n in death Eurydite he fung; 
Eurydice ftill trembled on his tongue ; 
Eurydice the woods, 
Eurydice the floods, : 
Eurydice the rocks and hollow mountains rung. 
vt. 
Mufic the fieréeft grief can charm, 
And fate’s feverelt rage difarm = 
Mufic can foften pain to eafe, 
And make defpair and madnefs pleafe + 
Our joys below it can improve, 
And antedate the blifs above. 
‘This the divine Cecilia found, 
And to her Maker’s praife confin’d the found. 
When the full organ joins the taneful quire, 
‘Th’ immortal powers incline their car ; 
Borne on the {welling notes our fouls afpire, 
While folemn airs improve the facred fire ; 
And angels lean from heaven to hear. 
Of Orpheus now no more let poets tell, 
To bright Cecilia greater power is given 
His numbers rais’d a fhade from hell, 
Her’s lift the foul to heaven. 








TWO CHORUSES 


TO THE TRAGEDY OF BRUTUS. 


Altered from Shak{peare ‘by the Duke of Buckingham ; at whofe defire thefe two Chornfes werr 
compofed, to fupply as many, wanting in his play. They were fet many years afterwards by the 


famous Bononcini, and performed at Buckingham-houfe. 


1 . 


CHORUS OF ATHENIANS. 


STROPHE Ie, 

Ye thaties, where facred truth is fought: 
Groves, where immortal fages taught ; 
‘Where heavenly vifions Plato fir’d, 
And Epicurus lay infpir’d! 

In vain your guiltlefs laurels ftood 
Unfpotted Jong with human blood. 


War, horrid war, your thoughtful walke invades, 


And fteel now glitters in the mufes fhades. 
AMTISTROPHE I. 
Qh, heaven-born fifters! fource of art! 
Wrho charm thefenfe, or mend the heart; 
Who lead fair virtue’s train along, 
Mortal truth and myftic feng ! 
"To what new clime, what diftant ky, 
Forfaken, friendlefs, flrall ye Ay ? 


Say, will ye blefs the bleak Atlantic thore ? 
Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more? 
_ STROPHR IT 
When Athens finks by fates unjuft, 
‘When wild barbarians {purn her duf; 
Perhaps ew’a Britain's utmoftftore 
Shail ceafe to blufh with ftranger’s gorc = 
See arts her favage fons controul, 
And Athens rifing near the pole! 


Till fome new tyrant lifts his purple hand, 


And civil madnefs tears them from the land. 

ANTISTROPHE IT. 

Ye gods, what juftice rules the ball! 

Freedom and arts together fall ; 

Fools grant whate’er ambition craves, 

And men, once ignorant, are flaves. 

Oh, curs’d effedts of civil hate, ~ 

in ev'ry age, in every ftate | 


ODES 


Stil, wheii the luft of tyrant pores fucceeds, 
Some Athens perifhes, fome Tully bleeds. 


CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. . 


SEMICHORUS, 
Ou, tyrant love‘ haft thou poffelt 
The prudent, learn’d, and virtuous breaft! 
Wifdom and wit in vain reclaim, 

And arts but foften us to feel thy flame. 
Love, foft intruder, enters here, 

But entering learns to be fincere. 
Marcts with blufhes owns he lov¢s, 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 
Why, virtue, doft thou blame defire, 
Which nature has impreft? 
Why, nature, doft thou foonett fire 
‘The mild and generous breaft ? 
CHORUS. 
Love’s purer flames the gods approve 3 
The gods and Brutus bend to love : 
Brutus for abfent Porcia fighs, 

And fterner Caflius melts at Junia’s eyes. 
What is loofe love? a tranfient guft, 
Spent in a fudden ftorm of laft ; 

A vapour fed from wild defire, 
A wandering, felf-confuming fire. 


ODE ON SOLITUDE. 


Written when the Author was about Twelve Years old. 


BHapey the man, whofe with and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air, 
In his own ground, 
Whofe herds with milk, whofe fields with bread, 
Whofe flocks fupply him with attire ; 
Whofe trees in fummer yield him thade, 
In winter fire. 
Bleft, who can unconcern’dly find 
Hours, days, and years flide foft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day, 
Sound fleep by night; ttudy and eafe, 
‘Together mix’d ; fweet recreation, 
And innocence, which moft does pleafe 
With meditation, 
Thus let me live, unfeen, unknown ; 
Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a ftone 
‘Teil where L lies 


ey 
ray 


But Hymen’s kinder flames unite, 
. And burn foreverone; =. 5 
Chafte as cold Cynthia’s virgin light, 

~ Produétive as the fan. in adie. 
. SEMISHORES. 
Oh, fource of every focial tie, , 
United wifh, and mutual] joy! 
‘What various joys on one attend, 
As fon, as father, brother, hufband, | 
Whether his hoary fire he fpies,, 
While thoufand grateful thoughts a! 
Or meets bis fpoufe’s fonder eye 5. 
Or views his {miling progeny; 
"What tender. paflions take their turns, 
What. home-felt raptures move | 
His heart now melts, now. leaps, now biz 
With reverencg, hope, and lows. 
_SHORUS, 
Hence guilty joys, diftaftes, furmifes, 
Hence falfe tears, deeeits, difguifes, - 

Dangers, doubts, delays, fyrprifes; 

Fires that fcorch, yet dare not thine: 

Pureft love’s unwatting treafure, 

Conftant faith, fair hope, Jong leifare; 

Days of eafe, and nights of pleafiire ; 
Sacred Hymen? thefe are thine. 













oD £E 
THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS S0¥Iy 


1, . 
‘Virat {park of heavenly flame! , 
Quit, oh quit this morta] frame: 
‘Trembling, hoping, lingering, Hying,' 
Oh the paif, the biifs of dying ! 

Ceafe, fond Nature, ceafe thy. frife, ° 

And Jet me languith into life. 


Wm 
Hark! they whifper; Angels y, 
Sifter Spirit, come away... - 
What is this abforbs me quite ? 
Steals my fenfes, fhuts my fight, 
Drowns my fpirits;draws my breath? 
Tell me, my foul, can this be death ? 
ail, 

The world. recedes; it difappears! 
Heaven opens on my eyes! my ears > 
With founds feraphic ring < aa 
Lend, lend your wings! 1 mount! I dy! 

O Grave! where is thy vidtory ? . 
© Death! where is thy fling? 
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AN ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1709. 


8) quid nerifti rectius ittis 
Candidus imperti; fi non, his utere mecum. | 


Horace. 











CONTENTS OF THE ESSAY .ON CRITICISM. 


i PART I. 
Lwraonverion. That 'tis as great 3 fault to judge 
Gl, as to write ill, and a more dangerous one to 
*. the public, ver. 1." > 
That a troe Tafte is as rare to be found asa true 
Genius, ver. 9 to 18. . 

That moft men are born with fome Tafte, but 
fpoited by falfe Education, ver. 19 to 25. 

‘The multitude of Critics and caufes of them, ver. 
26 to 45. 

‘That we are to ftudy our own Tafte, and know 
the limics of it, ver. 46 to 67. 

Nature the bett guide of judgment, ver. 68 to 87. 

Improved by Art and Rules, which are but me- 
thodized Nature, ver. 88, 

Rules derived from the Pradtice of the Ancient 
Poets, ver. 98 to 110. 

"That therefore the Ancients are neceflary to be 
‘fludied bya Critic, particularly Homer and 
Virgil, ver. 120 to 138. 

Of Licences, and the ufe of them by the Ancients, 
ver. 140 to 180. 

Reverence due to the Ancients, and praife cf them, 
ver. 181, &c. 


PART IJ. Ver, 203, &c. 
Caufes hindring a true Judgment. 1. Pride, ver. 
208. 2, Imperfect Learning, ver. 215. 3. 
Judging by parts, and not by the whole, ver. 


233 to 288. Critics in Wit, Language, Verfi- 
fication, only, 288, 305, 339, &c. 4. Being 
too hard to pleafe, or too apt to admire, ver. 
384. §. Pattiality—too much love to a Sect, — 
to the Ancients or Moderns, ver. 394. 6. Pre- 
judice or Prevention, ver. 408. 7. Singularity, 
ver. 424. . 8. Inconftancy, ver. 430. 9. Party 
Spirit, ver. 452, &c, 10, Envy, ver. 466. A- 
gainft Envy, and in praife of Good-nature, ver. 
508, &c. When Severity is chiefly to be ufed 
by Critics, ver. 526, &c. 


PART HI. Ver. 568, &c. 

Rates for che Condud of Manners in a Critic. f. 
Candour, ver. 563. Modetty, ver. 556. ‘Good- 
breeding, ver. 57% Sincerity and Freedom of 
Advice, ver. 578. 2. When one’s Counfel is 
to be reftrained, ver. 584. Charadter of an in- 
corrigible Poct, ver. 600; and of an impertinent 
Critic, ver. 610, &c. Charater of a good Cri- 
tic, ver. 629. The Hiftory of Criticifin, and 
Characters of the beft Critics: Ariftotle, ver. 
645. Uorace, ver. 653. Dionyfius, ver. 665. 
Pettonius, ver. 667. Quintillin, ver. 670. 
Longinus, ver. 675. Of the Decay of Criti- 
cifm, and its Revival, Erafmus, ver. 693. Vi- 

+ da, ver. 705. 
common, &¢, ver.735. Conclufion. 


Beileau, ver. 714. Lord Ref, 


ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 33 











ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 


Tis hard to fay, if greater want of fkill 
Appear in writing or in jadging ill ; 

But of the two, tefs dangerons ts th’ oflence 
‘Vo tire our patience, than miflead onr Senfe, 
Some few in that, bat numbers err in this, 

‘Yen cenfure wrong lor one who writes umifs; . 
A fool might once himfelf alone expofe, 

Now one in verfe makes many more in profe. 

"Yis with our judgments as our watches; none 
Go juit alske, yet etch believes his own. 
In poets as true genius is but rare, 

"Yrue taile as feldom is.the critic’s thare; 
Goth mutt alike from: Heaven derive their light, 
"Phefe born to judge, as well as thofe to writs. 
Let fuch teach others who themfelves excel, 

And cenfure freely who have written well: 
Authors are partial to their wit, “tis true ; 

But are not critics to their judgment too? 

Yer, if we look more clotely, we fuall find 
“Mott have the feeds of jadgment in their mind : 20 
Nature affords at leait a glimmering light; [righi, | 
‘The lines, though touch’d but faintly, are drawn 
Eut asthe flighteft fl-etch, if juftly trac’d, i 








Js by ill colouring but the more difgrac'd, 

So by falfe learning is good fenfe defac’d : 

Some are bewilder’d in the maze of {cheols, 

And fome made coxcombs nature meant but fools. 
In fearch of wit thefe lofe their common fenfe, 
And then turn critics in their own defence : 
Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, 
Or with a rivals, or an eunuch’s fpite. 

All fools have fill an itching to deride, 

And fain would be upon the laughing tide. 

TE Mavvius fctibble in Apotlo’s spite, 

There are who judge fill worfe then he can write. 
Some have at for wits, then peets palt ; 
‘Turn’d critics next, end prov'd plain fools at iat. 
Some neither can for wits nor critics pal 
As heavy mules are neither horfe nor “ats. 
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VARIATIONS, 

ween ver, 25 and 26 were thefe lines, fince 
omitted by the Author: 

“Many are fpoil’d by that pedantic throng, 
Wio with great pains teach youth to reafon wrong; 
Sutors, like virtuofos, oft inclin’d 
Ly airanye transfufion to improve 
Drew oiF the fenfe we have, to pot 











‘Thofe half-learn’d witlings, numerous in our Hes 
half-form’d infects on the banks of Nile; 44 
Unfinifh’d things, onc knows not what to call, 
‘Their generation ’s fo equivocal: - 
To tell them would a hundzed tongues require, 
Or ong vain wit’s, that might 2 handred tire, 

But you, who feek to give and merit fame, 
Anvi juilly bear a critic’s noble name, * 
Be The yourflf and your own reach to kriow, 





10 { How far your genius, talte, and learning, go; 


Launch not beyond your depth, but be difcreet, 50 

And mark that potat where fente and dufnefs meet. 
Nature to all things fix’d the limits fit, 

Aud wifely curb’d proud man’s p vetending wi 

As on the land while hereshe ocean gains, 

In other parts it leaves wide fandy plains ; 

‘Thus in the foul while memory prevails, 

‘the folid power of underflandiny fails 5 

Where beams of warm imagination play; 

‘The memory’s foft figures me!t away. 

One fcience only will one genius fit ; 

So vaft is art, fo narrow human wit: 

Not only bounded to peculiar aris, 

But oft iu thofe confin’d to fingle parts. 

Like kings, we lofe the conqactts gain’d before, 

By vain ambition fill to make then: more ; 

Each might his feveral provitice weil command, 

Would all but ftoop to what they undeifand. 
Virk follow nature ; and your j lemeit frame. 

By ber juft flandard, which is till the fume : 

Unerting marore, ‘pill divisely bright, “90 

One clear, unchany'd, and univerfal light, 

Lile, force, and beauty, niuft.to all i impart, 

At once the fource, apd end, aud telt of art, 

Art from that fand‘each ju fopply prov 

Works without thew, and without pomp prefides, 

in fome fair body thus th’ informing foul 

With Spirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 

Each motion guides, and every nerve faftains; .« 

Ifeif unfeen, but in th’ effects remains, is 

Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been profufe,, 

Want as much more, to turn it to its ufe 5 gr 

For wit and judgment often are at frites,” 

Though meant cach others aid} ke man and 

wifes 
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VARIATIONS. 
Ver, 63. Ed. x. But ev's in thofe, &c, 
Ver. 74. 


Which yee, with ail their til, they ne’er could do. | That art is belt, which mol refembles hery 


Ver. 30, 31. In the firft edition thus = 
_ hoie hate as rivals ulithat write; and others 
Bot chvy wits, as cunuchs envy lovers. 
Wor, 33.6 All fools,” 
tach,” icon, E717; Since redtored, 
Wo l¥ 








Which ftill prefides, yet never docs appear. 
Ver. 76. the fecret foul. 
Ver. 80, 





in the fir edition: “ All Theteare whom Heaven hasbleft with fore of wit, 


Wet want as much again to manage it, 
€ 


“44 


? Fis more to guide, than {pur the mufe’s feed; 

Reftrain his fury, than provoke his tpeed : 

"The winged courfer, like a generons horfe, 

Shows moft true mettle when you check his courfe. 
Thofe rules of old difcover’d, not devis'd, 

Are nature ftill, but nature methodis’d: 

Nature, like #berty, is but reftrain’d 

By the fame laws which fil herfelf ordain’d. 
Hearhow learn'd Greece her ufeful rules endites, 

When to reprefs, and when indulge our flights: 

High on Parnaffus’ top her fons the thew'd, 

And pointed out thofe arduous paths they trod 

Held from afar, aloft, th’ immortal prize, « 

And urg’d the reft by equal fteps to rife. 

Juft precepts thus from great example given, 

Bhe drew fromthem whatthey deriv’d from heaven. 

The geucrovs critic fann’d the poet’s fire, 1c 


‘And taught the world with reafon to admire.) | 
oo oes * . 7, #* 
“Then criticifm the mufe's handmaid prov'd, 


go 


"fo drefs her charms, and make her more belov'd: 
But following wits from that intention ftray'd, 
Who could not win the miftrefs woo'd the maid; 


> Againft the poets their own arms they turn’d, 


Sure to hate mofl the men from whom they learn'd. 
So modern ’pothecaries caught the art 
By doctors bills to play the doctor's part, 
Bold in the practice of miitaken rules, 
Prefcribe, apply, and call their mafters fools. 
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey, 
Nor time nor moths e’er fpoil’d fo much as they: 
Some drily plain, without invention’s aid, 
‘Write dull receipts how poems may be made. 
"Thefe leave the fenfe, their learning to difplay, 
And thofe explain the meaning quite away. {teer, 
Youthen whofe judgment the right courfe would’ 
Know well each Ancient’s proper character : 
Hiisfable, Cubject, fcope in every page; 
Religion, country, genius of his age: 
“Without al} thefe at once before your cyes, 
Cavil you may, hut never criticife. 
Be Homer's works your ftudy and delight 
Read them by day, and meditate by niyhr,; 
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i 
VARIATIONS, 45, 3 
Ver. go, Ed. x. Nature, like monarchy, &c, 

i 





Ver. 92. 
Firft Icarned Greece juft precepts did endite, 
Wien to reprefa, and when indulge our flight. 
Ver. 97. 
From great examples ufetul rules were gi 
“After ver, £04, this line is omitted 

Set up themselves, and drove a feparate trade. 
Ver. 11% Ed. 1, Thefe loft, &c. 
Ver. 129. And thefe explain’d, &c. 
Ver. 123. Ed. x. You may confound, but, &c. 
Ver. 123. Cavil you may, buc never criticite. 

“The Author after this verfe originally inferted 
the following, which he has however omuteed in 
all the editions : 
Zoilus, had thefe becn known, without a name 
Had dy'd, and Perault ne'er been damn’d co fame : 
"The fenfe of found antiquity had reign’é, 
And facred Homer yet been unprofan’d. 
None e’er had thought his comprehenfive mind 
‘Co modern caltoms, snodern rules contin’d ; 
Whe for all ages writ, and oi, mankind, 





a ap ire 


| ‘Thence form your judgment, thence your maxim: 
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bring, 
nd trace the mufes upward to their fpring 5 
paid with itelf compar’d, his text perulie ; 
And let your comment be the Mantuan mute. 
When firit young Maro, in bis boundlels 
nuind 
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A work ( uilat immortal Rome defign’d, 
Perhaps he fecm’d above the critic’s law, 
And but from nature’s fountains feorn’d to draw + 
But when t’ examine every part he came, 
Nature and Homer were, he found, the fame. 
Convine’d, amaz’d, he checks the bold defign ; 
And tuics as frist his labour'd work confine, ‘ 
As if the Stapyrite o’erlook’d each line. 
Learn beuce for ancient rules a juft eftecm 3 
‘To copy nature, is to copy them, 14¢ 
Some ties yet no precepts cai: declare, 
For there’s a happinefs as well as care. 
Mosfic refembles poetry; imeach ~ 
Are nameleis graces which no methods teach, { 
And which a mafter-hand alone can reach. 
if where the rules not far evough extend, 
(vince rules were made but to promote their 
end), 
Some lucky licenfe anfwer to the full 
Vi? intent propos’d, that licenfe is a rule. 
"Yhus Peyatus, a nearer way to take, 
Muy boidly deviate from the common track 5 
From vuigar bounds with brave diforder part, 
And {natch a grace beyond the reach of art, 
Wisich, without palling through the judgaient, 
gains 
Uhe heart. and all its end at once attains. 
Jn profpedts thus, fome chjccts pleafe our vyes, 
Which out of nature's common order rid ¢ 
‘Lhe fapeleis rock, or hanging precipice 
wits fometinies may joally offend, 
; o fauks truc cr co not mend. 160 
Bat thou! heir tubes invade 
(As kisgs difpenfe with Jaws themltlwes have 
made); 
s, beware ! or, if you mut offend 
sagaingi che precept, ne'er teanfarels ins end 
be feidom, and compall'd by need 5 
have, at leaft, their precedent to plead. 
The critic elie proceeds without remorfe. 
S and puts his Jaws in force. 








VARIATIONS. 
Ver 124 
Theuce form your judgment, thence your novone 
bring. 





Ver. 130. 

When firt young Maro fung of kings and wars, 

Ere warning Piacbus touch’d his trembling cars. 

Ver. 130. Ed. r. When firft yreat Maro, &c. 
Ver. 136: 

Convine’d, amaz’d, he check’d the bold defign ; 

And did his work to rules as ftrict confine. 

Ver. 145. Ed. r. And which a matter’s hand, &c. 

After ver. 158. the firft edition reads, 

But care in poetry mutt still be bad, 

It aks diferction cv’n in running mad 5 

And though the ancients, &e. . 

eudwiist are now ver 159, 160, followed ver. 15.5 





ESSAY ON CRITICISM. : 
Tknow.there afe,towhofe prefumptuousthoughte While, from the bounded level of our mind,’ 


Pe 





‘Thofe freer beauties, ev'n in them, fcem faults..17@ Short views we take, nor fee the lengths behinds 


Gome figures monitrous and mil-fhap’d appear, 
Confider'd fingly, or beheld coo near. 

but proportion’d to their light, 6r place,” 
diftance reconcides to form and grace. 
udent chief not always mut difplay 
powers ia equal ranks, and fair array, 
Bet with th’ occafion and the place comply, 
Conceal his force, nay fometimés feem to fly. 
‘Thofe oft are ftratagems which error feem, 
Ner is it Homer nods, but we that-dream. 






Still green with bay; each ancient altar lands, | 


Above the reath of facrilegious-hands; , 

Secure from flaniesy from envy’s fiercer tage, 

DeftruGtive war, and all-involving age: 

See from each chime the learn’d their incenfe bring! 

Hear, in all taniues confenting Paans ring! 

In praife fo juft let every voice be join’d, 

And Jill the general chorus of mankind. 

Hail, bards triumphant! born in happier days; 

Immortal heirs of univerfal praife | 590 

Whofe honours with increafe of ages grow,” 

As ftreams roll down, enlarging ag they flow ; 

Nations unborn your mighty names fhall found, 

Aud worlds applaud that muft not yet. be found | 

© may. fome fpark of your celeitiai fire, 

‘The latt, the meaneft of your fons infpire, 

(That, on weak wings, from far pusfues your fights, 

Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 

To teach vain wits a feience little known, 

T’ admire fuperior fenfe, and doubt theif own: 
Of all the ceufes which confpire to biind 20r 

Man's erring jidgment, and mifguide the mind, 

What the weak head wich ftrongeft bias rules, 

Is pride, the never-failing voice of fools. 

Whatever nature has in worth deny’d, 

She gives in large recruits of needful pride! 

For as in bodies, thus in fouls, we find 

What wants in blood and fpirits, fwell’d with wind ; 

ride, where wit fails, eps in tu onr defence, 

And fills up all the mighty void af fenfe. 310 

If once right reafon drives that cloud away, 

‘Lruth breaks upon us with refifttefs day. 

"Yrottnot yourlel!; but, your defeéts to know, 

Make ufe of every friend—and every fac. 

“A tittle: learning is a dangerous thing + 

Drink deep, or tafle not the Prerian fpring + 

There thatlow draughts intoxicate che brain, 

And drinking largely {obers us again. 

Vir'd at firit fight with what the mufe imparts, 

In fearicfs youth we tempt the heights of arts,220 





% 
VARIATIONS, 
Ver. £78. Ed. 1. 
Oft hide his force, nay fecm fometimes to 
Ver. 184: Ed. 1. 
Deftructiive war, and all-devouring age. 
Ver. 186. Ld. I. 
Hear, in all tongues applauding Pans ring ! 
a 197. Ed. x. That with weak wings, &c. 
Ver. 219. 
Fir’d with the charms fair fcience does impart, 
In fearlefs youth we termpt the heights of art. 
Ver. 223, But more advanc’d, turvey, &c. 


fy. 


180, : 





But more advane’d, behold. with ftrange furprife: 
New diftant fcenes of endlefs fdience rife! : g= 
So pleas’ at firft the towering Alps we.try, 
Mount o'er the vales, und feem to tread. the fley 5 
‘SR eternal fnows appear already patt, 
And the firit clouds atid mountatne feem the’ take 
But, thofe attain’d, we tremble tq farvey P 
The growing labours of the lengthen’d Way 5.236 
‘Eh’ increafing profpect tires our wandering eyéay’ 
Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps.arife. 
A perfe@ judge will read each work.of wit: 
With che fame fpirit that ies author writ; 7 
Survey the whole, nor feek dight faults to,gmd: 
Where nature moves, and rapture. warthe 
mind; ; ; 
Nog lofe, for that malignant dull delight, , 
The generous pleafure té be charm’d with, wit, 
But, in fuch lays a8 neither ebb nor flow,” 
Conreétly cold, and regularly: low, , . 
That, fhunning ‘faults, one quiet tenour keep; 
We cannot blame indeed—but we may Deep. 
In wit, as natare, what affects our hearts 
Ie not th’ exadtnefs of peculiar parts ; 
* Lie nota lip, or eye, we beauty call, 
But the jaint force and full refult of aH. 4 
Thus whew we view fome well-proportion'd dome, 
(The world’s juft wonder, and ev'n thine, 4G 


Rome!) : 


No fingle parts unequally furprife, 











All cames united to th’ admiring eyes; . 0. 
No monfirous height, or breadth, or: len; 


: pear; Fae 
The whole at once is bold, and regular: 

Whoever thinks a faultlefs piece tofee, 
"Thinks what ne’er was, nor’ is, nor e’er fhall bs 
In every work regard the writer’s end, 
Since none can compafs more than they intends 
And-if the means be jult, the conduét true, 
Applaufe, in (pite of trivial faults, is due. 
As mcn of breeding, fomerimes men of wit, 
T? avoid great crrors muft rhe lefs commit + 
Negle@ the rules cach verbal critic lays, 
For not to know fome trifies, is a praife. 
Molt critics, fond of fome fubfervient art, 
Still make the whole depend upon a parts 
‘They talk of principles, but notions prize, 
And all tu one lov'd folly facrifice.. . 
Once on atime, La Mancha’s knight, they fay, 
Acertais bard éncounrering on the way, 
Difcours'd in terms as juft, with looks as fag, 


260 





As e’er could Dennis, of the Grecian ftage; 370 
eae ITS 2 a 
VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 225. 


So plea-’d at firft the towering alps to try, 
Pill'd-with ideas of fair ttaly, 
The traveller beholds with cheerful eyes: 
The leffening vales, and feems to cread the tkies}- 
Ver. 259 at 
As men of breeding, oft the men of wit. 
Ver, 265. 
‘They talk of principles, but parts they prize.’ 
Ver. 270. 
Ase’er could Dennis of the laws 0’ th’ Rages 
Ci 


38 
Concluding all were defperate fots and fools, -* 
Who durit depa t from Ariftotle’s rules. 

Our, author, happy in a judge fo nice, 
Produc'd his play, and begy’d the knight's advice + 
face him obfrve the fubjeet, and the plot, 
The manners, paflions, unities; what not ? 
All which, exact to rule, were brought about, 
Were buta combat in the lifts left out. 
wv What! leave the combat out?” exclaims the 
knight. 
Nes, or we muft renounce the ftagirite. 
“Not fo, by heaven! (he anfwersin a rage) 
“ Knights, 'lgaires, and feeds, muit enter on the 
|  fhage.” 
So vai} a throng the ftage can ne'er contain. 
“Thee build a new, or aéb it in a plei 
‘Vhas critics, of lefs judgment than caprice, 
Curious, net knowing, not exadi bet nice, 
Form fhort ideas; and offend in arts 
{As moft in mauncrs) by a love w parts, 

Some to conceit alone their tate cortine, 289 
And glittering thoughts fruck out at every lines 
“Pleas'd with a work where nothing's jul or fic; 

Ohe glaring chaos and wild heap of wit, 
" Pocts like painters, thus unfkiil'd to trace 
“The naked nature, and the living grace, 
‘With guld and jewels cover every part, 
And hide with ornaments their want of art. 
“Heue wit is nature to advantage drefs'd, 
‘What oft was thopght, but ne'er fo well exprefe'd ; 
| Something, whole Guth convine’d at fight we find, 
“Phat gives us back the image of our mjnd. 300 
_ oly fhades more fweetly recommend the light, 
So modctt plainnefs fets off (prightly wit; 
¥or works may have niwre wit than does them 
: good, 
As bodics perifa through excels of bleod. 
(Others for language all their care cxprefs, 
‘And valic books, as women men, for drefs: 
“Their praife is iti!l—the liyle is excellent : 
‘The fenfe, they humbly take upon content, 
Words are like leaves; and where they moft abound, 
Mach fruit of fenfe beneath is sarcly found. 320 
» Falfe eloquence, like the prifmatie glafs, 
Tts gaudy colours fpreads on every place ; 
"Yhe face of narure we no more (urvey, 
Al glares alike, without diftin@ion gay : 
But true expreflion, like th’ unchanging fan, 
Cicars and improves whate’er it Fines upon ; 
At gilds all objects, but ie alters none, 
Papreflion is the drefs of thought; and fill 
“\ppears nore decent, as more fuitable ; 
A yile conceit in pémpous words exprefe'd, 
As like a clown in regal purple drefs'd: 

Vor different ilyles with different (ubjcets fort, 

as feveral garbs, with country, town, and court, 

‘ome by old words to fame have made pretence, 

Aucicats in phrafe, mere moderns in cheirfenfe; 
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VARIATIONS. 
Ver, 472. Ed. x. ‘Phat durit, &c. 
Ver.2y8 Ed. 2, 
‘What oft was thoube, bur ne'er before exprefs'd. 
Vir. 520 Eds. 
A vile conceit iu y umpous Qyle exprefs'd, 


Sea as a 


“Unlucky, as Fungofa in the play, 
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Such Jabour’d nothings, in fo firange a fyle, 
Amaze th’ unlearn’d, aad make the learned finile. 
“hefe fparks with aukward vanity difplay i 
What the fine gentleman wore yciterday; 330 
And bur fo mimic ancient wits at beft, 

Azapes our grandficcs in their doublets dreft. 

ta words, as fafhions, che fame rate will holds 





Alike fantaftic, if too new or old: 

Be not the firit by whom the new are try’d, 

Nor yet the laft to lay the old afide. 

But mott by numbers judge a poet’s fong ; 

And fmooth or rough, with them, is right or 
wrong : [fpire, 

In the bright mufe though thoufand charms cone 

Tier voice is all thefe tunctul fouls admire; 340 

Who haunt Parnaffus but to picafe their ear, 

Not mend their minds; as fome to church ssn 

Not for the do@trine, but the niutic there. 

Thefe, equal fyllables alone require, 

‘Though oft the ear the open vowels tire 5 

While expletives their fecble aid do juin, 

And ten low words oft ercep in ong dull line : 

While they ring round the fame unvary’d chimes, 

With fure returns of ftill expected rhymes; 3.49 

Where’er you find “ the cooling weitcrn breeze,” 

In the next line it “ whifpers through the trees." 

1 cryftal treams © with pleafing murmurs creep,” 

The reader’s threaten’d (not in vain }with“ fleep;”” 

Then at the laft and only couptet fraught 

With fome unmeaning thing they call a thought, 

A needlets Alexandrine ends the fong, 

‘That, like a wounded fnake, drags its flow length 
along. ~ [know 

Leave fuch to tune their own dull rhymes, and 

What's roundly finooth, or languithingly flow; 

Aud praife the ealy vigour of « line, 360 

Where Denham’s tlrength and Waller’s fwectnels 
join. 

True cafe in writing comes from art, not chance, 

Aa thofe move eafiel who have learn’d to dance. 

*Yis not enough no harfhnefs gives offence, 

The found muft feem an echo to the fenfe : 

Soft is the frain when zephyr yently blows, 

Andthe fmooth ftream in {moother numbers Hows; 

But when loud furges lath the iounding fhore, 

‘The hoarfe, rough verfe fhould ic thetorrent roar. 

When Ajax ftrives fome rock’s valt weight to 
throw, 376 

The line too labours, and the word: move flow : 

Not fo when fwift Camilla {cours the plain, 

Flies o’er th’ unbending corn, and fkims along the 
main. 

Hear how ‘Yimotheus" vary’d lays furprife, 

And bid alternate paflions fall and rife! 

While, at cach change, the fon of Libyan Jove 

Now barns with glory, and then melts with love ; 

Now his fierce eyes with {parking tary glow, 

Now fighs tteal out, and tears begin to flow : 





VARIATIONS. 
Ver 338 Fd.r. 
And fmooth or rough, with fuch, &e, 
4g. Vhele Kees are adsted, 
but v. hen loud sillows, &e. 
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Perfians and Grecks like turns of nature found, 380 
And the world's victor ftood fubdued by found!” 
The power of mufic all our hearts allow, °. ~ 
And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now, 
Avoid extremes; and thun the fault of fuch, © 
Who ttill-are pleas’d too little or too much. 
At every trifle feorn to take offence, : 
That always fhows great pride, or little fenfe ; 
Thofe heads, as flomachs, are not fure the beft, ° 
Which naufeate all, and nothing can digeft. 
Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move; 390 
For fools admire, but men of feufe approve : 
As things feem large which we through mitts 
: defcry, © : a 
Dulnefs is ever apt to magnify,” 
Some foreign writers, fome our own defpife ; 
‘The ancients only, or the moderns prize : 
Thus wit, like faich, by each man is apply'd 
To one fmail fect, and all arg damn’d belide. 
, Meanly they feck the bleffing to confine, 
And force that fun but on a part to thine, 
Which not alone the fouthern wit fublimes, 400 
But ripens fpirics in cold’narthern climes; 
‘Which from the firtt has fhone on ages pat, 
Enlights the prefent, and fhall warm the laft; ~ 
‘Though each may feel increafes and decays, 
And fee now clearer and now darker days, 
Regard not then if wit be old or new, 
But blame the falfe, ard value Mill the true. 
~%, Bome ne’er advance a judgment of their own, 
But catch the fpreading notion of the town; | 
‘They reafon and conclude by precedent, 410. 
And own ftafe nonfenfe which they ne’er invent. 
Some judge of authors names, not works, and then _ 
Nor praile nor blame the writings, but the men. 
Of all this fervile herd, the worft is he 
‘That in proud dulneis joins with quality ; 
A conflant critic at the great man’s board, 
To fetch and carry nonfenfe for’ my lord, 
What woful ftuff this madrigal would be, 
Jn fome flarv’d hackney-fonnetecr, or me! 
But let a lord once own the happy lines, 420 
How the wit brightens! hew the ftyle refines! 
Before his facred name flies every fault, 
And each exalted flanza teems with thought ! 
‘he vulgar thus through imitation err ; 
As oft the Jeurn’d by being fivgular; 
* So much they fcorn the crowd, that if the throng 
By chance go right, they purpofely go wrong: 
So Schifmatics the plain believers quit, 
And are but damn'd for having-too much wit. 
Some praife at morning what they blame at night, 
But always think the laft «pinion right. 431 
A mule by thefe is like a miftrefs us’d, 
‘This hour fhe’s idolig’d, the next abus'ds : 
While their weak heads, like towns unfortify’d, 
*Twint fenfe and nonfenfe daily change their fide. 
Aik chem the caufe ; they're wifer ftill, they fay; 
And ftill co-morrow’s wifer than to-day. 
‘We think our fathers fools, fo wife we grow ; 
Our wifer fons, no doubt, will thiak us fo, 
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> 
is VARIATION S— 


“Ver. 394. Ed.1s Some the Vrench writers, &e. 
Ver. 413. Ed, 1. Nor gegife novamn, Xe. - 
: Ver. 428. So Scbiseadlp che dni), Bee: - - 


ar 


Ver. 433. Ed. 1. Some fair ideay Re = 


Once felioo! divines this zealous iffe o'er Spread 5 
Who knew moft fentences was deepeft read: 44 
Faith, gofpel, all, feem’d made to be difputed, 
and none had fenfe enough to be coufured: | 
Scotifts and Phomifts, now in peace remain, . 
Amidtt their kindred cobtvebs is Duck-lune. 

If faith itfelf has different drefles worn, © sf 


-What wonder modes in wit fhould take their 


turn? 

Oft, leaving what is natural and fit, 
‘The current folly proves the ready wit; iB 
And authors think their reputation fafe, 450 
Which lives as long as foots are pleas’d to laugh. 

Some, valuing thofe.of their own fide or mind 
Still make themJelves the meafure of mankind ; 
Fond}y we think we honour merit then, 
When we but praife ourfelves in other men. 
Parties in wit attend on thofe of ftate, 
And public fa@ion doubles private hate. 
Pride, malice, folly, againft Dryden rofe, 
In various fhapes of parfons, critics, beavx : 
Bue fenfe furviv'd, when merry jefls were paft; 
For rifing merit will buoy up at lat. . AGE 
Might be return, and blefe once more our eyes, 
New Blackmores snd new Milbonrns mult arife s 
Nay, fhould great Homer lift his awful head, 
Zoilus again would ftart up from the dead, 
Envy will merit. as its thade, parfue ; : 
Bur, like a thadow, proves the fubftance true: 
For envy'd wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 
Th’ oppofing body's grofluels, not itsown, | 
When firft that fun too. powerful beams: dif- 

Jays. ; 

It draw? up vapours which obfcure its rays; 47t 
But ev'n thole clouds at laft adorn its way, 
Refle& new glories, and augment the day. 

Be thou the firft, true merit to befriends. 
His praife is loft, who Mays tift all commend, 
Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 
And ‘tis but juft to Jet them live betimes,” 
No longer now that golden age appears, : 
When patriarch-wits furviv'd a thoufand yearss 
Now Jength of fame (our fecond life) is lolt, 489 
Ani bare threefcore is all ev'n that ean, boalt; 
Our fons their fathers failing language fee, 
And fuch as Chaucer is, hail Dryden be. 
So when the faithful pencil has defign’d 
Some bright idea of the matter’s mind, 
Where a new world leaps out at his comimand, 
And ready nature waits upon hiswand; ne 


"variations, 
Ver. 447. Between this and ver. 448. 


‘| The rhyniing clowns that gladded Shakipear’s age, | 


No more with crambo eutertain the ftage. : 
Who now in anagrams their patron praife, - .” 
Or fing their miltrefs in acroitic lays? 

Ev'n pulpits pleas’d with merry pnns of yore s 
Now all are banith’d to th’ Hibernian fhore! "| 
Thus Jeaving what was natural and fit, 

‘The current folly ‘prov'd their ready wit $ : 
And authers thought their reputation fafe, 
Which He'd as long as fools were pleas’d ta 

Tangh. 2 eas 
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When the ripe colours foften and unites 

‘And fweetly melt into jxfl thode and light; 

AVhen mcllowing years their full perfection give, 

‘And each bold figure juft begins to Jive; 491 

"Phe treacherous colours the fair art betray, ~* 

And all the bright creation fades away ! 

Unhappy wit, like moft miflaken things, 

‘Atones not for that envy which it brings; 

In youth alone its empty praife we boatt, 

But foon the Mort. liv’'d vanity is lof : : 

Like fome fair flower the early (pring fupplies, 

“That gaily blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies. 

‘What js this wit, which muft our cares employ? 

‘The owner’s wife, that other men enjoy; 50% 

“The moft our trouble fil} when moft admir’d, . ° 

and fill the more we give, the more requi 

‘Whofe fame with pains we guard, but lofe 1 

} eafe, ot iG : 

Sure fome to vex, but never all to pleafe ; “ 

* Fis what the vicious fear, the virtuous fhun ; 

By fools *tis hated, and by knaves undone ! 

Hf wit fo much from ignorance undergo, 

Ah, Jet not learning too commence its foe! 

Of ald, thofe met rewards, who could excel, 519 

‘And fuch were prais’d who but endcavour'd well; 

‘Though triumphs were to generals only due, 
’ Crowns were referv'd to grace the loldiers too. 

Now, they who reach Parnaffus’ lofty crown, 

Employ their pains to Ipurn fome others down 5 

and while fell love each jealous writer rules, 

Contending wits become the fport of fools : 

“But Mill the worll with molt regret commend, 
For cach ill author ie 2s bad a friend. ‘ 
"Yo what bafe ends, and by what abject ways, 520 
_ Are mortals urg'd through facred uit of praife ! 

Ah, ne'er fo dire a thir of glory boaft, » 
Nor in the critic let the man be loft, ‘ 

~Good-nature and good-fenfe mutt ever joins + 
‘ro err, is human; to forgive, divine. 

But if in noble minds fome dregs remain, 
Not yee purg’d off, of fpleen and four diftain ; 
Difcharge that rage on more provoking crimes, 

“Nor fear a dearth in thefe flagitious times. 
No pardon vile obfccnity fhould find, 532 
“Though wit and art confpire to move your mind; 
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VARIATIONS. 


aa ‘ 
Ver. ago. Ed. 4, When mellowing time does, &e. 


Ver. 49%. The treacherous colours in few years 
: decay. fe 
Ver. 49. Repays not half.that.envy, &c. 
Ver. 498. . ‘ : 
Like fome fair hower that in the {pring does rife. 
Ner. 500, 
‘What is this wit that does our cares employ? x 
é Ver. 50% ie 
‘The more his trouble as the more admir’ds 
Where wanted, {corn’d; and envy’d where ac- 
quir'd; 5 iF 
Maintain'’d with pains. but forfeited with eafe, &e. 
Ver. 508, Ed. 1. Too'niuch does wit, de. 
Ver. 514, Now thofe that reach, &c. x 
Wer: 19. And each, &e. —— 
‘Wer. 54%», Are mortals urg’d by facred, See 


THE WORK 


When love was all in eafy monach’s care; | 
| Seldom at,council, necer in a war: aaa 








SOF POPE. 


But dulnefs with obfcenity mufl prove’ 
As fhameful fure as impotence in love. , 
In the fat age of pleafure, wealth, and eafe, ot 
Sprang the rank weed, and thriv’d with large in- 
: creafe t 








zt 





ilts rul’d the fate, and flatefmen farces writ 

jay wits had penfions, and young lords had wit’: 
‘The fair fat panting at acourtier’s play, — > §49 
And not a mafk went unimprov’d away ; : 
The modctt fan was lifted up no more, | 
‘And visgins fmil’d at what they blush’d before: - 
‘The following licenfe of a foreign reign 
Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain ; 
Then unbelieving pricits reform’d the nation, 
And taught more pleafant methods of falvation; 
Where heaven’s free fubjects might their rights 

** difpute, 

Left God himfelf fhould {cem too abfolute 2 °> 
Pulpits their facred fatire learu’d to Spare, $50 
‘And vice admir’d to find a flattcrer there! "re 
Encourag’d thus, wit’s Titans brav’d the fies, 
‘And thie prefs groan'd with licens’d blafphemics. 
‘Thefe monfters, critics! with your darts engage, 
Here point your thunder, and exhauit your rage,! 
Yet thun their faule, who, fcandaloufly nice, 
Will needs miftake an author into vice; : 
All feems infected that th’ infeed fpy, | 
As ail looks yellow to the jaundic’d eye. . 

Learn then what morals critics ought to fhow.; 
For ’tis but half a judge’s tafk, to know. 56 
"Tis not enough, taite, judgment, learning, jolt; 
In all you fpeak, let trath and candour fhine ; 
That not alone what to your fenfe is due 
All may allow, but feek your friendfhip too” 

Be filent always, when you doubt your fenfes 
And fpeak, though fure, with feeming diffidence + 
Some pofitive, perfifting fops we know, 4 
Wha, if once wrong, will needs be always fo ;* 
But you, with pleaiure, own your errors paft, 570 
‘And make euch day a critic on the laft. * 

’Tis not enough your counfe) ftill be true; 
Blunt truths more mifchief than nice fallehoods dos 
Men muft be taught as if you tanght them not, 
And things unknown propos’d as things forget, 
Without good breeding truth is difapprov'd;, 
That only makes fuperior fenfe beloy'd.  ” 




















VARIATIONS. 
~-Ver. 547. The Author hus here omitted the’ 
two following lines; as containing a national re 
flection, which in his ftriGer judgment he coul 
not but difapprove on any people whatever. : 
Then firf the Belgians morals were extoll’d; . 
We their religion had, and they our gold, 

Ver. 562, *Tis not enough, wit, art, and learning 
jein. 

Ver. 564. That not alone what to your judgment’s 
due. ; 

Ver. 569. That if oncé wrong, &e. 

Ver. 575. And things ne’er know, &c. : 

Ver. 576. Without good-breeding trpth is not 

~ approv’d. : a te 
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ESSAY ON 






t of fenle. 

With mein complacence, oc'er betray your tru, 
Nor be fu civil as to prove unjuit. s8t 

~ Fear nat the anger of the wile to raifes ap 
Thole heft can bear reproaf, who sacrit praife. 

*Lwere well might critics ftillth.s freedom tuke: 
But Appius reddens at each werd you Speak, 
And ftares tremendous, with a threatening eye, 
Like §gme fierce tyrant in old tapeltry. 

. Fear mofk to tax an honourable fool, 

Whole right it is, uncenfur’d, to be dull! 
Such, without wit, are pocts when they pleafe, 
As without learning they can take degrees. 591 
Leave danterous truths to enfuccetsiul igcires, 

” And flattery to fulfome dedicators, . 

Whom, when they praife, the world believes no 
more . 
Than when they promife to give fevibbling o'er. 
’Tis beft fonretimes your cenfure to reftrain, 
And charitably tet the dull be vain : ‘i 
Your filence there is better than your fpite, 
For who caa rail £9 long’ as they can write? 
Still humming on, their drowfy courfe they ! 
And lafh’d fo long, like tops, are lafh’d afleep. 
~ Fall fteps but help them to renew the race, 
_ As, after Rumbling, jadca will mend their pace. 
. What crowds of thefe, impenitentiy bold, 
Jn founds and jingling Syllables grown old, 

Ball rua on ports, in a raging vein, e 
Ev’n to the drege and {queezings of the brain, 
Strain out the Jait dull dropping ef their feife, 
And rhyme with all the rage of impotence + 
-. Such’ fhamelefg bards we have: aud yct "tis 

true, ‘ i 
There are as mad, abandon'd critics too. 

. ‘The bookful blockhead, ignorandy read, 
With loads of Jearned lumber in his head, 
With his own tongue ftill edifies his cary 
And always liftening to himlelf appears. + 
_All books he reads, and all he rears affails, 
From Dryden's Fables down to Durfey’s Tales: 












681 


With him, mof authors fteal their works, ox buy 5 


Garth did not write his own Diulpenfary. 





VARIATIONS. : 
Ver. 586, And ftares tremendous, &c.] This 
picture was taken to himfelf by John Dennis, a 
furious old critic by profeffion, who, upon no other 
provocation, wrote againit this effay, and its au- 
thor, in @ manner perfedtly lunatic : For, as to 
jvention made of hin in ver. 270, he took it es a 
compliment, and faid it was treacheroully meant 
to caufe him to overlook this abufe of his perfon, 
Ver. 597. And charitably let dull fools be vain. 
& Ver. 600, . 
Still humming og, their old dull courfe they keep. 
ty an NOTE. 
Ver. 619. Garth did not write, &c.} A com- 
mon flander at that time in prejudice of that de- 
“ferving author, Qur poct did him this juftice, 
when that flander molt prevailed; and it is now 
- (perhaps the fooner for this very verse) dead and 
forgotton. . a : fa . 
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39 
Name's new play, and he’s the poet’s friend, 610 
Nay fhow'd his faults—but when would poets 
“ mend? 
No place fo facred from fuch fops is barr’d, 
Nor is Paul’s church more fafe than Paul’s church- 
yard: .. * - : 1 

Nay, fly to alars; there they'll tatk you dead 5 
For fools rush in where angels fear to tread. 
Dittruftful fenfe with-modett caution f{peake, t 


s 


J }t Rill looks home, and fhort excurfions makes 


But rattling nonfeufe in full vollies breaks, 
And, never fhock’d, and never turn'd afide, 


| Burfts out, refittlefs, with a thundering tide. 630 


But where’s the man, who counfel can beftow, 
Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know ? 
Unbials'd, or by favour, or by Ipite 5 , 
Not dully prepoffefe’d, nor blindly right ;[fincete 5 


| ‘vhoughJoarn’d, well-bred ; and though well-bred, 


Modcitly bold, and humanely fevere: _ 
Who toa friend his fauits can freely frow. 

And gladly praife the merit of a foe? 

Bleft with a tafte exact, yet unconfin’'d; 

A knowledge both of books. and human kind; 640 
Generous converfe; a foul exempt from pride; 
Aud love to.praife, with reafon on his fide ? 

Such once were critics; fuch the happy few 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew = iets 
“Phe mighty Stagyrite firft lett the fhore, ss 
Spread all his fails,and durft the decps explore; 
He ftcer’d fecurely, and difcover’d far, =, 
Led by the light of the Maonian far. 
Poets, a race long unconfin'’d and free, is 
Still fond and proud of favage liberty, 630 
Receiv’d his laws; and ftood convine’d *twas fit, 
Who conquer'd nature, thould prefide o'er wit. 

Horace fill charms with graceful negligenge, 
And withovt method talks us into fenfe, 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 
The trucf notions in the cafieft way. 


—_— 


VARTATIONS, 
Wer. 623. Between this and ver. 624. 

In vain you fhrug and fweat, and ftrive to fly; 
“thefe kaow no manners but of poctry + 
They’il hop a hungry chaplain in his grace, 
To treat of unities of time and place. : 
Ver. 624. Nay run to altars, &c. 
Ver. 634. Not dully prepoffefs’d, or blindly right. 

Between ver. 644 and 649, I found the follow- 
ing lines, Since fupprefled by the author + a 
"Vhat bold Columbus of the realms of wit, 
Whole firft dilcovery ’s not exceeded yet, 
Led by the light of the Mconian ftar, - 
He ftcer'd fecurely, and diltever'd far. 
He, when all nature was fubdued before, 
Like his great pupil, figh’d, and long’d for more ; 
Fancy’s wild regiozs yct unvanquifit'd lay. 
A boundlefs empire, and that own'd no {way. 
Pacts, &e, . . 

“After vet. 642. the firt edition reads, 

Not only nature did his laws ebey, 
But fancy’s boundlets empire own'd his fway., 

Ver. 655. Does, like a friend, &c. 

Ver. 655, 656. Thefe lines arc not intEd. 3. 

SE. ee & ACH eo ee 


rc) 
He, who fupreme in judgment, asin wit, 

Might boldly cenfure, as he boldly writ, [lire ; 
Yet judg'd with coolnefs, though he fung with 
His precepts teach but what his works infpire. 
Our critics take a contrary extreme, 664 


"They}ndge.with fury, but they write with phlegm:- 


Wor fuffers Horace more in wrong tranflations 

By wits, than critics in as wrong quorations, 
See Dionyfius Homer’s thoughts refine, . 

And call new beanties forth from every ling!” 
Fancy and art in gay Petronius pleafe, 

The fcholar’¢ learning, with the courtier’s ea’e. 
In grave Quintilian's copious work, we find ° 
‘The jufteft rules and cleareft method join’d : 670 
“’hus ufeful arms in magazines we place, ~ °° 

All rang’d in order, and difpos’d with prace, . 
But lefsto pleafe the cye, than arm the hand, 
Still fic for ufe, and ready at command, 
Thee, bold Longiuus! all the Nine infpire, . 
And blefa their critic with a poet’s fire, 
An ardent judge, who, zealous in his trut, 
‘With warmth gives fentence, yet is always jut; 
‘Whole own exampic ftrengthens all his laws ; 
And ishimfelf that great fublime he draws, 680 
Thus long fycceeding critics juftly reign’d, 
Licenfe reprefs'd, and ufeful laws ordain’d. 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew, 
And arts ftill follow'd where her cayles flew ¢ 
From the fame focs, ar laft, both fele their doom, 
and the fame age faw learning fall, and Rome. 
With tyranny, then fuperititian join’d, 
As that the boy, this enflav’d the mind; 
Much was belicv’d, but litde underitood, 
And to be dull was conitrued to be good’: 690. 
A fecond deluge learning thus o'er-ran, 
Aind the Monks finifh’d what the Goths becan. 
Aticngth Lraimus, that great injur'd name, 
(The glory of the priefthood, and the thame !) 
Stemm’d the wild torrent of a barbarous age, 
Aud drove thofe holy Vandals off the ftage. 








VARIATIONS: 

< Ver, 668. 
‘The icholar's learning, and the courtier’s eafe. 
> Ver. 673, &e. y . 
Nor thus alene the curions eye to pleafe, 
But to be found, when need requirés, with eafe. 
The mofes fure Longinus did infpire, eve 
And blefs'd their critic with a poet’s fire. . 
An ardent judyé, that zealous, &c. 7 
Ver. 689. All was belicv'd, but nothing underftood, 

Betwien ver. 690 and 691. the Author omitted 
thefe two: : 
Wain wits and critics were no mare allow'd, 
‘When none but faints hud licente to be proud, . 





THE WORKS OF PORE. 


But fee ! each mufe, in Leo's.golden days, . 

Starts from her trance, and trims her wither’d 
bays 5 : 7 % 

Rome’s ancient genius, o’er its ruins fpread, 

Shakes off the duft, and rears his reverénd head.700 

Then fculpture and her fifter-arts revives . 

Stones leap’d to form, and rocks began to live; 

With fwecter notes each rifing temple rung; 

A Raphael painted, and a Vidafung. 

Immortal Vida! on whofe honour’d brow, 

‘The poet’s bays and critic’s ivy grow : 

Cremona now {hall ever boaft thy name, 

As next in place to Mantua, next in fame ‘ 

But foon, by impious arms from Latium chas'd, 
Their ancient bounds the banifh’d mufes pafs'd; 
Thence arts o’er all the northern world advance, * 
But critic-learning flourith’d moft in France : 

The rules a nation, born to ferve, obeys; 

And Boilcan ftill in right of Horace fways. 

But we, brave Britons, foreign laws defpis'd, 

And kept unconquer’d, and uncivitiz’d ; 

Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 

We Rill defy’d the Romans, as of old. 

Yet fome there were among the founder few 

Of thofe who lefs prefum’d, and better knew, px: 

Who durft aflert the jufter ancient caufe, a yo 

And here reftor’d wit’s fundamental laws, 

Such was the mufe, whofe rules and pradice tell, 

“« Nature’s chief matter-piece is writing well.” 

Such was Rofcominon, not more learn’d than good, ' 

With manners generous as his noble blood ; 

‘To him the wit of Grecee and Rome was known, 

And every author’s merit but his own, : 

Such late was Walfh——the mufe’s judge and friend, 

Who jufly knew to blame or to commend; 73° 

To failings mild, but zealous for dcfert; eee 

The cleareit head, and the fincereft heart. 

This humble praife, lamented fhade! receive, 

This praife at leat a grateful mufe may give : 

The mufe, whofe carly voice you taught to fing, 

Prefcrib’d Ker heights, and prun'd bet tender 
wing, - 

{Her guide now lof) no more attempts to rife, © 

Burin tow numbers fhort excurfions tries: - 

Content, if hence th” unlearn’d their wants may 

"7 view, Me 

The learn'd refleét on what before they knew. 740 

Careless of cenfure, nor tuo fond of fame; 

Still pleas’d to praife, yet not afraid to blame; 

Averte alike, to flatter or offend ; 7 

Not fice from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. 


a 


7 VARIATIONS... 
«Ver. 723, 724. Thefe lines are not in Ed, 3. 








THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 


AN HEROIC-COMICAL-POEM, 
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“ Nolueram, Belinda, tnog violare capitlos; 
« Sed juvat, hoc precibus me tribuiife tuis.” 


MART, 


— 


TO MRS. ARABELLA FERMOR. 


<1 MADAM, 


Tr will be in vain to deny that 1 have fome re- 
gard for this piece, fince I dedicate it to you; yet 
you may bear me witnefs, it was intended only to 
divert afew young ladies, who have good fenfe and 
good humour enongh to laugh not only at their fex’s 
Kittle unguarded follies, but at their own, But as 
jt was communicated with the air of a fecret, it 
foon found its way into the world, An imperfe@ 
copy having been offered to abookfeller, you had 
the good nature, for my fake, to confent to the 
publication of one more corret: Thist wasferced 
to, before 1 had executed half my defign, for the 
machinery was entirely wanting to complete it. 
*yPhe machinery, Madam, is a term invented by 
the critics, to fignify that part which the deicies, 
angels, or damons, are made to act in a poem: 
For the ancient peets arc in one refpect like ma~ 
ny modern fadies 5 Jet an aétion be never fo tri- 
vial in itfelf, they always make it appear of the 
utmoft importance. Thefe machines 1 Getermin- 


ed to raife on a very new and odd foundation, the |° 


Roficrufian dodtrine of fpirits. 

Tknow how difagrecable it is to make ufe of 
“herd words before a lady; but it is fo much the 
concern of a poct to have his works underftood, 


and particularly by your fex, that you mut give’ 


tic leave to explain two or three difficalt terms, 
is ~The Roficrufians are a people I mutt bring you 
acquainted with. The beft account I know of 
them is in a French book called Le Comte de Ga- 


balis, which, both in its title and fize, is fo ike a 
novel, that many of the fair fex have read it for 
one by miftake, According to thefe gentlemen, 


| the four elements are inhabited by fpirits, which 


they call fylpbs, gnomes, nymphs, and falamane 
ders. The gnomes, or daemons of earth, delight 
in mifchief; but the fylphs, whoic habitation is 
in the air, are the befl-conditioned. creatures ima~ 
ginable ; for they fay, any mortals may enjoy the 
moft intimate familiarities with thefe gentle {pirits, 
upon a conditien very cafy to all true adepts, an 
inviclate prefervation of chaftity. ae 

As to the following cantos, all the paffages of 
them are as fabulous as the vilion at the beginning, 
or the transformation at the end (except the ofa 
of your hair, which I always mention with reve+ 
rence). ‘The hnman perfonis are as fictitious as the 
airy ones; ang the charadter of Belinda, as it is 
now managed, refembles you in nothing but int 
beauty. 

If this poem had as many graces as there are in 
your perfon, or in your mind, yet I could never 
hope it fhould pals through the world half fo un- 
cenfured as you have done. But let its fortune. 
be what it will, mine is happy enough, to have 
given me this occafion of affuring you that I am, 
with the trueft eftcem, | 





-. Madam, 
f Your moft obedient, humble fervant, 
BO * A, POPE. 


Ah 
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THE RAPE OF THE LOCK.” 


“CANTO 1 


Wruar dire offence from amorous caufes fprings, 
‘What mighty contcfts rife from trivial things, 
I fing—this verfe to Caryl, mufe! is duet” ~ 
'Yhis ev'n Belinda may vouchfafe to view + 
Slight is the fubject, but not fo the praife,’. 
Af She infpire, and he approve my lays. 
Say whut ftrange motive, goddefs! could compel 
A well-bred lord ¢? affault a gentle belie? 
’ O fay what flranger cause, yet unexplor’d, 
Could make a gentle belle reject a lord ? 
Yo tatks fo bold, can little men engage ? 
And in foft befoms dwells fuch nughty rage? 
Sol through white curtains fhot a timorous ray, 
And ope'd thofe eyes that mult ecliple the day 
Now lap-dogs give themfelves the rouzing fhake, 
And fleeplefs lovers, juft at twelve, awake : 
Thricerung the bell, the Dipper knock’d theground, 
And the prefu'd watch return’d a filver found. 
Belinda ttilther downy pillow preft, 
Her guardian fylph prolong'd the balmy reft: 20 
>was he had fuinmon'd to her filent bed : 
The morning dream that hoves'd o’er her head, 
A youth more glittering than a birth-night beau” 
+ (That ev’n in flumber caus'd her check to glow) 
Seem’d to her ear his winning lips to lay, 
And thus in whifpers faid, or fcem’d to fay + 
Faireft of mortals, thou diftinguith’d care 
" Of thoufand bright inhabitants of air! 
We'er onc vifion touch thy jafant thought, 
Of all the nurfe and all the pric have taught ; 30 


to 





=. WARIATIONS. 7 
... Wer. 31,12, It was in the fir editions 
And dwells fuch rage in fofteft bofoms then, 
And lodge fuch daring fouls in little men ? 
Ver. 13, &e. ftood thus in the firft edition + 
Sol through white curtains did his beams diJpiay, 
And ope’d thofe eyes which brighter thone than 
they; 
Shock juft thd given himfelf the rouzing fhake, 
And nymphs prepar’d their chocolate to take ; 
‘Whrice the wrought dipper knock’d again the 
ground, ats 
And firiking watches the tenth hour refound. 
Ver. 19 Belinda ftill, &c.} All the verfes from 
hence to the end of. thjs canto were added after- 
wards foe ae 


Of airy elves by moonlight fhadows feen, 
‘The filver token, and the circled green, 
Or virgins vifited by angel-powers,” Mt 
With golden crowns aud wreaths of heavenly 
» fleweray o- - ve ee 
Hear and believe! thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below, 
Some fecret truths, from learned pride concea: 
‘To maids alone end children are reveal’d +: 
What though no credit doubting wits may give? 
The fair and innocent shall fill betieve. ay 
Know then, unnumber’d fpirits round thee fly, 
The light militia of the lower fhy : ae 
Thefe, though unfcen, are ever on the wing, *; 
Hang o’er the box, and hover round the ring. 
Think what an equipage thou haft in air. 
And view with fcorn two pages and a chair, « 
As now your own, our beings were of old, ‘ 
And once enclos'd in woman’s beauteous mould ;: 
Thence, by a foft zranfition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles to thefe of air. 
Think not, when women’s tranfient 
fled, 
“Phat all her vanities at once are dead. « 
Succeeding vanities the flill regards, . 
And though the plays no more, o'erlooks the cards, 
Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, 
And love gi ombre, after death furvive, 











-. 5 
breath ‘is 


“For when the fair in all their pride expire,- 


To. their firft cleinents their fowls retire : 
‘Phe fprites of ftery termagants in flame 
Mount up, acd take a falamander’s name, 6a 
Soft yielding minds to water glide away, fs 
And fp, with nymphs, their elemental tea, ~ 
‘The graver prude inks downward toa gnome, 
In fearch of mifchief (ill on earth to ream.” 
The light coquettes in fylphs aloft repair, 
And fport and flutter in the fields of air, i 
Know farther yet ; whoever fair and chatte, 
Rejedts mankind, is by fome fylph erbrac’d 3 
For, fpirits, freed from mortal laws, with eafe 
Affume what fexes and what Shape they pleafe, 7e, 
What guards the purity of melting maids,. a 
In courtly balls, and midnight mafquerades, 
Safe from the treacherous friends, the daring fpark,. 
The glance.by day, the whifper in the dark, 
When kind occafion promprs their warm defires, 
When mufic foftens, and wien dancing fires? ~~ 
°Tis but their fylph, the wife celeftials know, \ 
‘Thorgh honour is the werd with men below: 
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Some nymphs there are, teo confcious of their 
"face, 
For life predeftin’d to the gnomes embrace. ‘Bo 
"Thefe {well their profpeds, and exalt their pride, 
When offers are difdain’d, and love deny'’d: 

‘Then gay jdeas ‘crowd the vacant brain, 

“While peers, and dukes, andalltheirfweeping train, 
And garters, ftars, and coronets appear, 

“And in foft founds, your Grace falutes their ear. 
"Tis thefe that.early taint the female foul, 
Infiryd the eyes of young cuquettes to roll, 
“Peach infant checks a bidden blush to know, 
And lictle hearts to flutter at a beaa. 

_ Oft, when the world imagine women ftray, 
"The fylphs through myftic mazes guide their way, 
Through alt the giddy circle they purfue, 

And old impertinence expel by new, . 
What tender maid but muft a victim fall 

"To one man’s treat, but for another's baH ?' 

‘@When Elorio fpeaks, what virgin could withftand, 
‘IE gentle Damon did not {queeze her hand ? 

- With varying vanities, from every part, . 
They thift the moving toy-fhop of their heart ; 160 
‘Where wigs with wigs, with fword-knots fword- 

knots ttrive, * 
‘Peaux banith beaux, and coaches coaches. drives 
This erring mortals levity may call ; 
Oh, blind to truth! the fylphs contrive it all. 
Of thefe am 1, who thy protection claim, - 
A watchful fprice, and Aricl is my name. ; °° ~ i 

ALate,as I rang'’d the cryftal wilds of air, © + 
Yn the clear mirror of ¢hy ruling ftar : 
1 faw, alas! fonve dread event impend, - 


Fre to the main this nvorning fun defeend ; ‘no 


But heaven reveals not what, or how, or-wheree 


Warn'd by the fylph, oh pious maid, beware} 
‘This to difclofe is all thy guardian can; 
- Beware of all, but moft beware of man! 
He faid; when Shock, who thought fhe fept 
too long, 
L.eap’d vp, and wak'd his miftrefs with his tongue, 
* was then, Belinda, if report fay true, 
Thy eyes firft open’d on a billet doux ;° 
“Wounds, charms, and ardours, were no fooner read, 
Bat all the vifion vanifh’d from thy head, _ “120 
And now, unveil’d, the toilet ftands difplay’d, 
Fach filver vafe in myftic order laid. 
Firk, rob’d in white, the nymph intent adores, 
With head uncover'd, the cofmetic powers,-” 
A heavenly image in the glafs appears, 
Yo that fhe bends, to that her eyes the rears; = 
"Th? inferior-prieftefs, at her altar fide, ' : 
‘Trembling, begins the facred rites of pride. 
Unaumber'd treafures ope at once, and here 
‘The various offerings ‘of the world appears” 
* From each fhe nicely culls with curious toil, 
_ And decks the goddefs with the glittering {poil. - 
[This cafket India’s glowing gems unlocks, 
_ and all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 
The tortoife here and elephant unite, Si 
“"Transform’d to combs, the fpeckled and the white. 
Hore files of pins extend their fhining rows, 
Paffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms; 
‘Phe feir-each, moment rifes in her charms, 
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Repairs her fmiles, zwakens every grace, + 
‘And calls forth all the wonders of her face + 
Sees by degrees a purer biuth arife, 

And keener lightnings quicken iy her eyes. 





| The buty fylphs furroond their dating care $ 


‘Thefe fet the head, and thofe dividy the hair; 
Some fold the flecve, whilt others plait the gowtiz 
And Betty’s prais’d for labours not her own. 
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Nor with more gioricsin th’ ethereal plain, 
The fun firft rifes o’er the purpled main, 
‘Than, iffuing forth, the rival of his beams _ 
Launch’d on the bofom of the filver'd Thames, 
Fair nymphs and well-drefe’d youths around hee 
fhone, 
But every eye was fix’d on her alone, * © "7. > 
On her’white breaft a fparkling crofs the wore, 
Which Jews might kifs, and Infidels adore, 
Her lively looksa fprightly mind difclofe, 
Qirick as her eyes, and as unfix’d as thofe: 
Favours to none, to all fhe fmiles extends; ©‘: * 
Oft fhe rejeQs, but never once offends, ” 
Bright as the fun, her cyos the gazers ftrike, 
And, like the fun, they thine on all alike, 
Yet graceful eafe, and fweetnefs void of pride, °, 
Might hide her fauits, if belles had faults to hides 
If to her fhare Come female errors fall, 
Look en her face, and you'll forget them all.” 
‘This nymph, to the deftruétion of mankind, 
Nourifh'd eg focks, which graceful hung be- 
hin E 
In equal curls, and well confpir'd to deck * * 
With thining ringlets the {mooth ivory neck. 
Love in thefe labyrinths his flaves detains, 
And mighty hearts are held in flender chains, 
With hairy fprings we the birds betray ; 
Slight lines of hair furprife the finny prey ;* 
Fair treffes man’s imperial race infnare, 
And beauty draws us with a fingle hairs * >. . 
Th’ adventurous: baron the bright locks ad- 
mit'd; ; 
He faw, he with'd, and to the prize‘afpir’d. - 
Refolv’d towin, he meditates the way, 
By force to Favith, or by fraud betray; 
For when fuccefs a lovers toi! attends, . 
Few afk, if fraud or force attain'd his ends. 
For this, ere Phocbus rofe, he had implor*d 
Propitious heav’n, and every power ador’d ; _ 
But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built, 
Of twelve vaft Fresch romances neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves, 
And all the traphies of his former loves, 
‘ ; 
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* VARIATIONS. © ae 
Ver. ‘4. Launch’d on the bofom] Frote hence 

the poem continues, in the firit edition to ver. 46. 
The reft the winds difpers'd in empty air; 

all after, to the end of this canto, being additional, 


at 


“With tendcr dillet-doux he lights the pyre, 

And breathes three amorous fighs to raife the fire. 

Then proftrate falls, and bezs with ardent cyes 

Soon to obsain, and long poffefs che prize: 

“The powers gave ear, and granted half his prayer ; 

"Yhe reft, the winds difpers’d in empty air. 

But now fecuse the painted veil! glides, 
’ The fun-beesns trembling on the fioating tides: 

While melting mufic fteals upon the fky, | 

And foften’d founds along the waters die; 5° 

Smooth flow the waves, the zephers gently play, 

Belinda fmil’d, and all the world was gay, 

All but the fylph—-with careful thong hts oppreft, 

‘Th’ impending wo fat heavy on his hreaft. 

He fammons ftrait his denizens of air; 

‘The lucid {quadrons round the fails repair ; 

Soft o'er the fhroud aérial whifpers breathe, 
vEhat feem’d but zephyrs to the train: beneath. 
“Some to the fun their infeét wings unfold, 

Watt on the breeze, or fink in-clouds of gold; 60 
.Ttanfparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 
“Pheir fluid bodies ‘half diffolv'd in lighe. 

Lovfe to the wind their aity garments flew, 

‘Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew, 
,Dipp’d in the richeft tindures of the fkics, 

‘Whete light cifports in ever-mingling dyes, 

While every beam new tranfient colours flings, 

Colours that change whene’er they wave their 

wings. 

Amid the ciscle on the gilded matt, 

Superior by the head was Ariel plac’d ; 

His purple pinions opening to the fun, 

He rais’d his azure wand and thus begun : 

Ye fylphs and fylphids, to yonr chief give ear; 

“‘Fays, fairies, genii, elves, and dzemons, hear ! 

¥e know the {pheres, and various tafks aflign’d 

“By laweeterna} to th’ aérial kind: 

Some in the fields of pureft ather play, 

And bafk and whiten in the blaze of day; 

Some guide the courfe of wondering orbs on 

high, 

Or roll the planets through the boundlefs fky ; 80 

Some, lefa refin'd, beneath the moon’s pale ight 

Burfue the ftars that fhoot athwart the night, 

Gr fuck the mifts in groffer air bclow, 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 

Or brew fierce tempefts on the wintery main, 

Or o’er the glebe diftid the kindly rain. 

‘Others on earth o’er human race prefide, 

‘Watch all their ways, and all their ations guide : 

Of thefe the chief the care of nations own, 

And guard with arms divine the Britifh throne. go 

Our huusbler province is to tend the fair, 

Nor a-lefo pleafing, though lefs glorious care 5 

To fave the powder from too rude a gale, 

Nor let th! iniprifon’d effences exhale; 

To draw freth colours from the vernai flowers ; 

To fecal from rainbows, ere they drop in fhowers, 

A brighter wath; to curl their waving haits, 

Aft their bluthes, and inlpire their airs; 

INay oft, in dreams, invention we below, 

"To change a flounce, or add a furbelow. Ico 

. This day, black omens threat the brigiteit 
fair 

That eter deforv'd a watchfel (piri's’s care ; 
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THE WORKS OF POPE. 
| Some dire difatter, or hy forec, or fight ; 


But what, or where, the fates have wrapp'd ia 
night. + 

Whether She nymph fhall break Diana’s law, 

Or fome frail China-jar receive a flaw ; 

Or fiain her honour, or her new brocades 

Forget her prayers, or mifs a mafquerade ; - 

Or lofe her heart, or necklace ata ball; 

Or whether Heaven has deem’d that Shock muft 
fall, 119 

Hafte then, ye fpirits! to your charge repair : 

The fluttering fan be Zephyrctta’s care; 

‘The drops to thee, Brillante, we confign ; 

And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine; 

Do thou, Crifpifa, tend her favourite Lock ; 

Ariel himfeif hall be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty chofen fylphs, of {pecial note, 

We truf th’ important charge, the petticoat : 

Oft have we known that feven-fold fence to fail; 

Thongh {tiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of 
whale, 120 

Form a ftrorg line about the filver bound, 

And guard the wide circumference around, 

Whatever fpirit, carelefs of his charge, 

Hic poft negle@s, or leaves the fair at large, 

Shall feel fharp vengeance foon o’ertake his fing, 

Re ftopp’d in vials, or tranfix’d with pins; 

Or plung’d in lakes of bittcr wathes lie, 

Or wedg'd whole ages in a bedkin’s eye: 

Gums and pomatums fhall his fight reftrain, 

While clogg’d he- beats his filken wings in 
vain; 130 

Or alum fyptics with ‘contragting Power 

Shrink his thin effence like a fhrivel’d flower : 

Qr, as Ixion fix’d, the wretch ‘fhall feet 

The giddy motion of the whirling mill, 

In fumes of burning chocolate fhall glow, 

And tremble at the fea that froths bctow ! 

He fpoke ; the fpirits from the fails defend : 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend ; 
Soine thrid the mazy cinglets of her hair; 

Some hang upon the pendents of her ear; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of fate. 








CANTO Uh 


Cros by thofe meads, for ever crown’d with 
flowcrs, [towers, 

Where Thames with pride furveys his rifing 

There ftands a ftru@ure of majeftic frame, 

Which from the neighbouring Hampton takes its 
name. 

Here Britain’s ftatefmen oft the fall foredoom 

Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home ; 

Here thon, great Anna! whom three realms obey, 

Doft fometimes counfel take—and fometines tea. 





VARIATIONS. ~ 
__ ver. t. Clofe by thefe meads,] The firk edi-- 
inucs from this line to ver. 24. of this 








: THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 


Hitchen the heroes and the nymphs refort, 
To tafte awhile the pleafureswi a Court; 
Yn various talk th’ inftru@ive hours they pat. 
‘Who gave the ball, or paid the vifie laf; 
Oue {peaks the glory of the Britith queen, 
And one defcribes a charming Indian fcreen 5 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 
‘At every word a reputation dics. 
‘Snuff, or the fan, fupply each paufe of chat, - 
‘With finging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 
Meanwhile, declining from ihe aeen ef day, 
The tun obliquely fhoots his burning ray 5 
‘The hungry judges foon the fentence fign, 
And wretches hang, that jurymen may dine 5 
‘The merchant from th’ Exchange returns in 
peace, . 
‘And the tong labours of the toilet ceafe. 
Belinda now, whom third of fame invites, 
Burns to encouuter two adventurous knights, 
At Ombre fingly to decide their doom; 
‘And fweils her breaft with conquefts yet to 
come. 
Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each band the number ot the facred nine, 
Soon as the fpreads her hand, th’ atrial guard 
Defcend, and fic on each important card + 
Firft Ariel pexch’d upon a Matadore, 
Then each according to the rank they bore: 
For fylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 
Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place. 
Behold, four Kings in majefty rever’d, 
With hoary witkers and a forky beard ; 
Aud four fair Queens, whofe hands fuftain 2 
flower, 
Th’ expreflive emblem of their fofter power ; 
Four Knaves in garbs fuccinct, a trafty band ; 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand ; 
And party-coloured troops, a thining train, 
Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 
‘The flilful nymph: reviews her force with 
care: 
Let Spades be trumps! fhe faid, and trumps they 
were. 
Now move to war her fable Matadores, 
In fhow like leaders of the {warthy Moors. 
Spadilio firlt, unconquerable Lord ¢ 
Led off two captive trumps, and fwept the 
board. 5° 
As many more Manillio fore’d to yield, 
‘And inarch’d a vidor from the verdant field. 
Him Balto follow’d, but his fate more hard 
Gain’d but one trump, and one Plebeian card. 
With his broad fabre next, a chief in years, 
"The hoary Majefly of Spades appears, 
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VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 13, 12. Originaily in the firft edition, 
In various talk the cheerful hours they paft, 
Of, who was bit,or who capotted laft. 

Ver.24 And the long labours of the toHet 
deale.j All that follows of the game at Ombre, 
we. added fince the firit edition, till ver. 105, 
wench cannected thus: , 

s te boagd with cape and froons iscrown’d. 





aE 
Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reweal'd,: 
The reft, his many-colour’d robe! conceal’d. ; 
The rebel Knave, whe dares his prince engage, 
Proves the juft victim of his royal rage.-;- oe 
Evan mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens'over~ 
throw, : a 
And mow’ddown armies in the fights of Lu,’ 
Sad chance of war! now deftitute of aid, 
Falls undittinguith’d by the victor Spade! 
"Thus far both armies co Belinda yield 5 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her -hoft invades, 
Th’ imperial confort of the crown of Spades... 
The CJub’s black tyrant-firft her viGtim-dy’dy .,-) 
Spite of his haughty mien,and barbarous pride :70e" 
What boots the regal circle on his heads 
His giant Hmbsin ftate unwieldy {pre : 
That long behind he:trails his pompous t obe,. 
And, of ail monarehs, ouly grafps the.glob 
The Baron now his Diamonds pours apases, 
‘Th’ embroider’d King who fhows: but, ‘bull, fits: 
face, aes "s 
And his refulgent Queen with powers combin’d, | 
Of broken troops an cafy conqueft find. . 
Ciubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diforder fees, 
With throngs promilcuous ftrowthe level green; 8, 
Thus when difpers’d a routed army. runs, 
®£ Afia’s troops, and Afric’s fable fons, . 
With like confufion different nations fly, -. 
Of various habit, 2nd of various dye, 
The piere’d battalions difanited fall, 
In heaps on heaps: one fate o’ewhelme 2 
‘The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arte, \, 
And wins (oh fhamefal chance!) the Queen ,.of 
Hearts, : : 
At this, the blood the virgin’s faceforfook, 
A livid palenefs fpreads o'er all her look; 
She fees, and.trembles at th’ approaching ill,” 
Juft in the jaweof ruin, and codille. 
‘And now (as oft in fome diftemper’tt ftate). 
On one nice trick depends the gencral fate, 
An Ace of Hearts fteps forth: the King unfeen 
Lurk’d in her hand, and mourn’d his captive 
* Queen + 
He fprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 
And falls like thunder on the, proftrate Ace. 
‘The nymph exulting fills with thouts-the-dky 5 
The walls, the woods, and:long canalé reply. 100 
© thoughtlefs mortals‘. ever, blind, to fate; 
Yoo foon dgjeéted, and too foon elate.~1 
Sudden, thefe ‘honours fhalt be fhatch’d.away, 
And curs'd for ever this victorious day. 
For Jo! the board with cups and fpoons is 
crown'd, 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round 
@n thinsng altars of Japan they raife 
‘The filver lamp; the ficry {pirits blaze + 
From filver fpouts the grateful liquors glide; 
While China’s earth receives the + 
tide: 3 






















VARIATIONS. ; 
Ver. 193. Sudden the board, &c.]} From hence 
the fr edition continuts to ver. 134. 


as 
At once they gratify their Kent and tatte, 

And frequent cups prolong the rich repaft. 

Strait hover round the fair her airy band; 

Some, as she fipp’d, the fuming liquor fans’d ; 
Some o'er her laptheir careful plumes difplay’d, 
‘Trembling, and confcious of the rich brocade, 
Coffee (which miakes the politician wife, 

And fee through all things with his half-fhet eyes) 
Sent up iv vapours tothe Baron’s brain 

New ftratagerns, the radiant Lock to Ein. 220 
Ah ceafe, rafh youth! defitt ere 'tis too fate, 
Fear the jut gods, and think of Scylla’s fate ! 
Chang’d to a bird, and fent to flit in air, 

She dearly pays for Nifus’ injured hair! 

But when te mifchief mortals bend their wil, 

How foon they find fit inftruments of iil! 
Jutt then, Clarilfa drew with tempting grace 
‘A two-edg’d weapon from her thitting cafe : 
So ladies, in romance, afift their knight, 
Prefent the fpear, and arm him for the fight 730 
He takes the gift with reverence, and extends 
"The little engine on his fingers ends; 
‘This juit behind Belinda’s neck he fpread, 
As o'er the fragrant fteams the bends her head. 
Swift to the Lock a thoufand {prites repair, 
A thoufand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
And thrice they twitch’d the diamond in her ear 3" 
Thrice the look’d back, and-thsice the foe drew 
near. 

Jul in that inftant, anxious Arie! fought 
‘rhe clofe receffes of the virgin’s thought; 
As on the nofegay in her breaft reclin’d, 
He watch'd th’ ideas rifing in her mind, 

. Sudden he view’d, in {pite of all her art, 
An earthly lover lurking at her heare. 
Amae’d, contus’d, he found his power expir’d, 
Refign’d to fate, and with a figh retir'd. 

The Peer now fpreads the. glittering forfex 
wide, 

J" inclofe the Lock; now joins it, to divide, 
Fv'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 
A wretched fylph too fondly interpos'd ; 350 
Fate urg’d the sheers, and cut the fyiph ia twain 
(But airy fubftance foon unites again) 
‘the meeting points the facred hair diffever 
Jom the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 

‘Phen @ath’d the living lightning from her eyes, 
And fereams of horror rend th’ affrighted tkics. 
Not louder thrieks to pitying heaven are calt, 
Wheu hufbands, or when lap-dogs, breathe their 

lait! 
Or when rich China veffels, fali’a from high, 
In glittering duft and painted fragments lie! 160 
et wreaths of triumph now my temples twine 
(The vidtor cry’d), the glorious prize is mine 
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VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 194. In the firft edition it was thus: 
As o’er the fragrant ftream fhe bends her head, 
Firlt he expands the glittering forfex wide 
'Y’ enclofe the Lock; then joins it to divide < 
The meeting points the facred hair diflever 
From the fair head, for ever and for ver. Ver. 154. 

All that is a fa wr alecd afterwards, 
2 
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While fith in ftreams, or birds delight ig ain; 

Or ina coach and fie'the Britith fair, * 

As long as Atalantis fhall be read, 

Or the fmall pillow grace a lady’s bed, 

While vifits fhall be paid on folemn days, 

When num-+rous wax-lights in bright order blaze, ~ 

While nymphs take treats, or affigniations give, 

So long my honour,name, and praife, fall live! 170 

What time would fpare, from feck receives its date, 

Aad monuments, like men, fubmit to fate! 

Steel could the labour of the gods deftrey, 

And firike to duft th’ imperial powers of Troy ; 

Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 

And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 

What wonder then, fair nymph ! thy hairs fhoulé 
feet 

The conquering force of unrefifted fteel? 
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Bur anxious cares the penfive nymph opprefs'd, 

And fecret paffions labour’d in her breaft. 

Not youthful kings in battle feiz’d alive, 

Not fcornful virgins who their charms furvive, 

Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their blifs, 

Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kifs, 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting dic, 

Not Cynthia when her mantau’s pino’d awry, 

E’er felt fuch rage, refentment, and defpair, 

As thou, fad virgin! for thy ravith'd hair. Ie 
For, that fad moment, when the fylphs with- 

drew, 5 
And Aricl weeping from Bolinda few,” 
Umbriel, a dufky, melancholy fpritc, 


As ever fully’d the fair face of light, 


Down to the central earth, his proper feene, 
Repair'd to fearch the gloomy cave of {pleen, 
Swift on hia footy pinions flits the gnome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the difinal dome. 
No cheerful breeze this fullen region knows, 
The dreaded eaft is all the wind that blows, 
Here in a grotto, fhelter’d clofe from air, 
And fereen’d in thades from day’s detefted giare, 
She fighs for ever on her penfive bed, 
Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. 
Two handmaids wait the throne: alike in 
place, 
But differing far in figure and in face. 
Here food Nt-nature like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array’d; 
With ftore of prayers, for mornings, nights, and’ 
noons, 
Her hand is fil’d; her bofom with Jampoons. 30 
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VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 18. For, that fad moment, &c.] All the 
lines from hence to the 94th verfe, deferibe the 
houfe of Spleen, and are not in the firft editioir; 
inflead of them followed only thefe: 

While her rack'd foul repofe and peace requires, 
The fierce Thaleftris fans the rifing fires ; 


! and continwed at the 94th verfe of this Canto. 


THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 


‘There Affedtation, with a fickly mien, 
Shows in Ker cheek the rofes of cightcen, 
Pradtis’d to lifp, and hang the head ajide. 
Faints into airs, and languithes with pride, 
On the rich quilt fnks with becoming wo, 
. Wraptin @ gown, for ficknefa, and for fhow. 
"The fair ones feel fuch maladies as thefe, 
When cach new night-drefs gives a new difeafe. 
A conftant vapour o'er the palace flies; 
Strange phantoms rifing as the mits arife; 40 
Dreadful, as hermits dreams in haunted fhades, 
Or bright, as vilions of expiring maids. . 
Now glaring fiends, and {nakes on rolling {pires, 
Pale fpeQres, gaping tombs, and purple fires: 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyfian fcenes, 
And cryftal domes, and angels in tiachines, 
Unnumber’d throngs on every fide are feen, 
A$ bodies chang’d to varions forms by {pleen. 
Here living tea-pots ftand, one arm held out, 
One bent; the handle this,and that the {pout : 50 
A pipkin there, like Homer's tripod, walks ; 
Here vighs a jar, and there a goofe-pye talks; 
Men prove with child, as powerful fancy works, 
And maids, turn’d bot¢les, call aloud for corks. 
Safe palt the gnome through this fantaftic band, 
A branch of healing fpleen-wort in hie hand, 
‘Vhen thus addréte'd the power—Hail, wayward 
queen! + 
Who rule the fexto fifty from fifteen : 
Parent of vapours, and of female wit, 
Who give th’ hyfteric, ov poetic fit, 
On various tempers a& by various ways, 
Make fome take phylic, ochers {cribble plays ; 
Who caufe the proud their vilits to delay, 
And fend the godly in a pet to pray. 
A nymph there is, thet all thy power difdains,” 
And thoufands more in equal mirth maintains, 
But oh! ife'er thy gnome could fpoil a grace, 
Or raife a pimple on 4 beauteous face, 
Like citron-watere matrons cheeks inflame, 
Or chang’d complexions at a lofing game ; 
if e'ce with airy horns f planted heads, 
Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 
Or caus'd fufpicion where ao foul was rude, 
Or difcompos’d the head-drefs of a prude, 
Or eer to coftive lap-dog gave difeate, 
Which not the tears of brighteft eyes could eafe : 
ear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin ; 
‘That fingle uct gives half the world the fpleen. 
‘The goddefs with a difcontented air, 
Seems to reje& him, though fhe grants his 
prayer. £ go 
A wonderous bag with both her hands fhe binds, 
Like that where once Ulyffes held the winds; ~ 
There the collects the force of female langs, 
Sighs, {cbs, and paflicns, and the, war of tongues. 
A vial next fhe fills with fainting fears, 
Bolt forrows, melting grieis, and flowing tears. 
‘The ynome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 
Spreads his black wings, and flowly mounts to 
dag. 

Sunk in Thaleftris’ arms the nymph he found, 
Her cycs dejected, and her hair unbound. go 
Full o'er their heads the fwelling bag he rent, 
And 2]) the furies iflucd at the vert. 
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Eafe, pleafure, virtue, all our fex refign. - 
Methinks already your tears furvey,. 
Already hear the horrid things they fay, 


4h 

Belinda burns with more than mortal ite, - 

And fierce Thaleitris fans the rifiug fire. 3-1 uy 

© wretched maid! fhe fpread her hands;. and: 
cry’d, 4 

(While Hampton’s echoes, wretched maid! see, 
ply'd) ; : ‘ 

Was it for thie you.took fuch conftant care, 

The bodkia, comb, and effence, to prepare? 

For this your locks in paper durance boupd, 

For this with torturing irons wreath’d around? roe 

For this with fillets ftrain'd your tender-head; 

And bravely bore the double loads of lead’? : 

Gods ! hall the ravither difplay your hair,. 

While the fops envy, and the ladies flare ?. 

Honour forbid ! at. whefe unrival’d ghrine 


Already fee you a degraded toak, 
And all your honour in a whifper loft! By nd 
How fhall 1, then, your helplefa fame defend? ~ ” 
*Twill then be infamy to.feem your friend ! 
And fhall this prize, th’ ineftimable prize, 
Expos'd through cryftal to the gazing eyes, 
And heighten’d by the diamond’e circling raya, 
On that rapacious hand for ever blaze! 
Sooner shall grafs in Hyde Park circus grow, 
And wits take lodgings in the found of Baw ? 
Sooner Jet earth, air, fea, to chaos fall,. °° 
Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, perifh ath! 
She faid ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 
And bids her beau demand the precious. baits?’ 
(Sir Plume of amber fnvff-box juftly vain,” -.. 
And the nicé conduct of a clouded cane) : 
With carneft eyes, and round unthinking face; 
He firft the fnuff-box open’d, thery the cafe, 
And thus broke out—" My Lord, why, what the 
“ devil? 
“ Z—ds! damn the Lock! ‘fore Gad, you mufk 
“be civil! ‘ 
“ Plague on’e! "tis paft a jeft—nay prythee, pox’ 
“ Give her the hair”—he fpoke, and rapp’d his 
sbox. ; 180 








It grieves me much (reply’d the peer again) 
Who fpeaks fo well fhould ever fpeak in vain ; 
But by this Lock, this facred Lock, J fwear, - 
(Which never more hall join its parted hair; 
Which never more its honour. thall renew, 
Clipp’d from the lovely head where late-it gre 
Thac while my nofirils draw the vitalair,. 
This hand, which won it, fhall for ever wear, 
He {poke, and fpeaking, ia proud triumph'fpread 
‘The long-contended sionours of her head, £40 

But Umbriel, hateful gnome ! forbeara not.fo ; 
He breaks the vial whence the forrows flow. 
Then fee ! the nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
Her eycs half languifhing, half drown'd in tears; 
On her heav'd bofom hung her drooping head, 
Which, with a figh, the rais'd ; and thus the fai 

For ever curfed he this detefted day, . 
Which fnatch'd my beft, my favourite curl away! * 
Happy : ah, ten times happy had I been, 

If Hampton-court thefe eyes had never feen! 150% 
Yet am not £ the firt miftaken maid 
By love of courts to aumerous ills betray’ 











h, had I rather unadmir’d remain’d 

Ip ome lone fle, or diftant northern Jand ; 
Where the gilt chariot never marks the way, 
‘Where none Jearn Ombre, none e’er tafke bohea | 
{There kept my charms ¢onceal’d from mortal eye, 
Like rofes, that in deferts bloom and die. 
‘What.mov’dany-mind with youthful lords to roam ? 
@b, had I ftay’d, and faid my prayers at home! 160 
.? Dwas thia,che morning omens fend to tell, 
“Thrice frommy trembling hand the patch-box fell; 
“The cottering china fhogk without 4 wind, 

Nay Poll fat mute, and Shock was moft unkind |. 
& fylph too warn’d me of the threats of fate, 
Tacmyftic vifions, now believ’d too Jate ! 

See the pape remnants of thefe fighted hairs! 

‘My hand fhall rend, what ev’n thy rapine {pares : 
‘Phefe in two fable ringlets tanght to break, 
Quce gave new beauties to the fnowy nggk 5 
The filter Jock now fits uncouth, alome,: » ~ 
And in its fellow’s fate forefees its own ; 
Wheurl’d it hangs, the fatal theers demands, 
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» And témpts, once more, thy facrilegious hands. 


“eas ad! 


sit thou, cruel! been content to teize 
Fairs tefs in Gght, or any hairs but thete | 


ere ri a Socatepe 





CANTO'V. 


Sux faid : the pitying agdience melt in tears; 
But fate and-Jove had ftopp'd the buron’s cars. 
Jn vain Thaleftris with reproach affails, 
Fér who can move when fair Belinda fails? 

‘ot half te fix'd the Vrojan could remain, 

hile Anna begg’d and Dido tag’d in vain. 
‘Then grave Clarffa graceful wav'd her fan ; 


 Sitence enfued, and thus the nymph began. 


Bay; why are - beuuties prais'd and honour’d 
mof, 

‘The wife man’s paflion, and fhe vain man’s toaft? 10 

Why deck'd with all that land and fea afford, 

Why angels call’d, and angel-like ador’d ? 

‘Why round our coaches crowd the white-glow’d 
‘beaux ? 


_ Why bows the fide-box from its inmoft rows? 


~) How, vain are all thefe glories, all our pains, 


Unlets good fenle preferve what beauty gains : 
"That men may fay. when we the front-box grace, 
Behold the fir in vireue as in face ! 

Oh! if to dance all night and drefs all day, 


* Charny’d the {mall pox, or chac’d ald age away; 20 


‘Who-would not fcorn what houlewife’s cares pro- 
‘ duce, 

Or who would learn one earthly thin 

‘To patch, nay ogle, may become a fi 

Nor could it fure be fuch a fin to paint. 

But Gince, alas! frail beauty mutt decay ; 





- Carl'd or uncurl’d, fince Lacks will turn to grey; 





VARIATIONS, 

Ver. 7. Then grave Clariffa, &c.] A new cha 
raster introduced in the fubfequent editions. toopen 
miore clearly the moral of the poem, in a paredy of 
the focech of Sarpedon ic Clancys in Homes. 





THE WORKS OF POPE. 


Since painted, or not painted, all thall fade, 

And fhe who fcoras.2 man muft die a maid ; 

‘Wirat then remains, but weil our power to ufe,. 

And keep good humour ftill, whate’er we lofe ? 3¢ 

And truft me, dear! good-humour can prevail, 

When airs, and flights, und fercams, and {colding - 
fail, 

Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 

Charms ftrikes the fight, but merit wins the foul, 

So fpoke the dame, bur no applaufe enfued ; 

Belinda frown’d, Thalettris call’d her prude. 

‘Yo arms, to arms! the fierce Virago cries, 

And fwift as lightning to the combat flies. 

All fide in parties, and begin th’ attack; [eracks 
Fans clap, filks ruftle; and tough whalebones 
Heroes and heroines fhouts confus'dly rife, Ar 
And bafs and treble voices ftrike the fries. 

No common weapon in their hands are found; « 
Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 

So when bold-Homer makes the gods engage, 
And heavenly bteafts with human paflions rage; 
*Gainft Pallas, Mars; Latona Hermes acnis; 

And ajl Olympus rings with loud alarms; 

Jove’s thunder roars, heaven trembles all around, 

Blue Neptune itorms, the bellowing deeps refound: 

Earth fhakes her nodding towers, the ground gives 
way, 

And the pale ghofts flart at the flath of day! 

Triumphant Umbriel on a fconce’s height 
Clapp’d his glad wings, and fat to view the fight + 
Propp’d o1: their bodhin fpears, the fprites furvey 
The growing combat,or affift the fray.’ . . 

While through the prefs enrag’d Thalcftris flies, 
And featters death around from both her eyés, 
A beau and witling perith’d in the throng, 
Oné dy’d in metaphor, and one in fong. 

“ O crucl nymph! a living death I bear,” 
Cry'd Dapperwit, and funk befide his chair. 
A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards catt, 
“ Thofe cyes are made fo killing”—was his laft. 
Thus on Mzander’s flowery margin lies 

Ph’ expiring fwan, and as he fings he dics. 

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariffa down, 
Chloe flepp’d in, and kill'd him with a frown ; 
She fmil’d to fee the doughty hero iain, 

But, at her (mile, the beau reviv’d again, 

Now Jove fulpends his golden fcales in air, 
Weighs the mens wits againft the lady’s hair 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide ; 
Ac length the wits mount up, the hairs fabfide, 

See, fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 

With more than ufual lightning in her eyes: 
Nor fear’d the chief th’ unequal fight to try, 
Who fought no more than on his foe to die. 
But this bold lord, with manly ftrength endued, 
she with oue finger and athumb fubdued: 8&9 
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VARIATIONS, 

Ver. 37. To arms, to arms!}. From hence the 

firft edition goes to the conclufion, except a.very 

few fhort infertions added, to keep the machinery 
in view to the ertd of the prem. 

Ves. $3 Triumphant Umbriel} Thefe four 

added, fox the reefon before mentit 








THE RAPE 
Juft where the breath of life his noftrils drew, 
"A charge of {nuff the wily virgin threw ; 
The Gnomes dire¢t, to every atom jut, 
‘The pungent grains of titillating duft. . 
Sudden, with farting tears each eye o’erflows; 
And the high dome re-echves to-his nofe. +~ 
Now meet thy fate, incens’d Belinda cry’d, 
‘And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide. 
(The fame, his ancient perfonage to deck, 
Her giéat-great-grandfire wore about his neck, 95 
In three feal-rings; which after, melted down, 
_ Form’d a vaft buckle for his widow's gown : 
Her infant grandame’s whiftle next it grew, 
The bells the jingled, and the whiftle blew 5 
‘Then in a bodkin grac’d her mother’s hairs, 
Which: long fhe wore, and now Belinda wears, ) 
Boaft not my fall (he cry’d), infulting foe! 
"Thou by fome other fhalt be laid as low. : 
Nor think, to die dejeéts my lofty mind: + 
‘All that 1 dread is leaving you behind } 
Rather than fo, ah! let me ftill furvive, 
‘And burn in Cupid's flames—but burn alive. 
_ Reftore the Lock, ftie cries; and all around, 
Reftore the Lock! the vaulted roofs rebound, 
Not fierce Othello in fo loud a ftrrain 
Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus’d his pain. 
But fce how oft ambitious aims are crofs’d, 
‘And chiefs contend till all the prize is loft! 
The Lock, obtain’d with guit, and kept with 
ain, . . 
In enery place is fought, but fonght in vain : tio 
With fuch a prize no mortal muit be bleft, 
. So heaven decrees) with heaven who can conteft? 
Some thought it mounted to the Lunar fphere, 
Since al} things loft on earth are treafur’d there. 
There heroes wits are kept in ponderous wafes, 
And beaux in fnuff-boxes and tweezer cafes: 
"There broken vows and death-bed almsare found, 
dnd lovers hearts with ends of ribband ound ; 
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‘OF THE LOCK: 














49 
The courtier’s promifes, and fick rhan’s prayers, 
‘The {miles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 129 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yokea flea, 
Dry’d butterflies, and tomes of caluiftry. 

_ But trnft the mufe—the faw it upward rife, 
Though mark’d by none hiit quick, poetic eyes ¢ ~ 
(So Rome'sgreat founder to theheavens withdrew, 
Fo Proculus alone confefs’d in view) 

A fudden ftar, it thot throngh liquid airy 

And drew behind a radiant trail of bair. 

Not Berenice’s locks firft rofe fo bright, 

The heaven befpangling with difheveli'd light. 130 

The Sylphs behold i kindling. as it flies, 

‘And pleas'd purfue i's progrefs throngh the fies, 
‘This the Beau-monde fhall from the Mall farvey; 

And hail with mufic its propitious ray. i 


y This the bleft lover fhall for Venus take, 


And fend up vows from Rofamenda’s lake. 

‘This partridge foon thall view in cloudlefs fkies, © 

When next he looks through Galileo's eyes; ” 

And hence:th’ egregious wizard fhall foredoom + * 

The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome, 140 
Then ceafe, bright nymph: to mourn thy rae 

vith’d hair, : ot 

Which adds new glory to the thining fphere!” , ,. 

Not all the treffes that fair head can boaft, = 

Shall draw fuch envy as the Lock you loit. 

For, after all the murders of your eye, 

When, after millions flain, yourfelf thall dies, . 

When thofe fair funs fhali fet, as fet they mutt, 

And ail chofe treffes thall be laid in duft, 

This Lock, the mufe hal} confecrate to fame, & 

And midi the ftars infcribe Belinda’s name. 150 


ur 


wi a _ VARIATIONS. é 

Vet. 131. The Sytphs behold] Thefe two lines 
added for the fame reafon, to keep in view the ma- 
chinery of the poem. ; * ‘ 


" Aiffke enftern kkings a lazy ftate they-keep, 


“Pate (natch'd her early'to the pitying fy. 
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ELEGY 
Do the tiemory of an Unfortunate Lady. 


“Waar beckoning ghoft, along the moonlight | 


thade, 

Invites my feps, and points to yonder glade ? 
Tis the '—but whf that bleeding bofom gor’d, 
‘Why-diealy gleams the viftohary fword? 


Oh: cver beavteous, ever friendly? tell, 


Jp it, fis heaven, a crime’ to love too well? 

'Té. bear too tender, or,too firm a heart, 

‘Toad a lover's of a Roman's part ? 

Is there no bright reverfion in the fky, 

For thofe who greatly think, or bravely dit ? 
‘Why bade ye elfe, ye Powers !*her foul afpire 

Above the vulgar flight of low defire ? 

Ambition fief {prung from your bleft abodes; 

‘The glorious fault of angels and of gods: 

‘Thence to their images on earth it flows, i 

And in the breafts of kings and heroes glows. { 

Mo? fouls, tis true, but peep out once an age, =} 

Duil fullen prifoners in the body’s cage 

Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years, 

‘Ufelefa, unfeen, as tumps in fepulchres ; 


‘And, clofe confin'd to their own palace, fleep. 
From thefe perhaps (ere nature bade her die) 


As into air the purer fpirits flow, 
“And feparate from their kindred dregs below ; 
So flew the foul to its congenial place, 


Nor Jeft one virtue tp redeem her races 
But thou, falfe guardian of a charge too good, 
"Thou, mean deferter of thy brother’s blood! 


See on thefe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Thefe cheeks now fading at the blaft of death ; 
Cold is that breaft which warm’d the world before, 
And thofe love-darting eyes mutt ro}{ no mere. 


” "Thus, if eternal juftice rules the ball, 


"Thos thall your wivea, and thus your children fall : 
On all the line a fudden vengeance waits, 
And frequent hearfes fhall beliege your gates; 
There paffengers fhall Qand, and pointing fay, 
(While the long funesals blacken all the way) 
Lo! thefe were they, whofe fouls the furies itee!’d, 
‘And curft with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
‘Thus unlamented pafs the proud away, 
‘The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day! 
So perith-all, whofe brea! ne’er Jearn’d to glow 
For others good, or.melt at others woe. 

‘What can atone (oh, ever injur’d fhade !} 
‘Thy fate unpity’d, aud thy rites unpaid? 


3 


No friend’s complaint, no kind doméftic tear 

Pleas'd wr pale ghoft, or grac’d thy mournful 
Her 2. ’ 

By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos’d, 

By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos’d, 

By foreign hatds thy humble grave adorn’d, 

By ftrangers honour’d, and by ftranger’s mourn’d! 

What though no. friends in fable weeds appear; 

Grieve for ag hour, perhaps, then mourn 2 years 

And bear about the mockery of woe 

To midnight dances, and the public fhow ? 

What though no weeping loves thy athes grace, 

Nor polifh’d marble emulate thy face? 

What though no facred earth allow thee room, 

Nor hallow'd citge be mutter’d o'er thy tomb ? 

Yet hall thy grave with rifiag flowers be drefa'd, 

And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaft : 

There fhall the morn her carlieft tears beftow, 

Yhere the firkt cofes of the yeat thall blow; 

While angels with their filver wings o’erfhade 

The ground now facred by thy relics made. 

So, peaceful refts, without g itone, a name, 

What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 

How lov'’d, how honour’d once, avails thee not, 

To whom related, or by whom begot; 

A heap of duft alone remains of thee, 

“Tis all chow art, and all the proud fhall be! 

Poets themfelves mutt fall, like thofe they fung, 

Deaf the prais’d ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 

Ev'n he, whofe foul now melts in mournful lays, 

Shall fhortly want the generous tear he pays ; 

Then from his clofing eyes thy form fhall part, 

And the luft pang shall tear thee from his heart, 

Life’s idle bufinefs at one gafp be d’er, 

The mufe forgot, and thou belev'd no more! 








PROLOGUE 
To 
MR. ADDISON'S TRAGEDY OF CATO. 


To wake the foul by tender ftrokes of art, 

To raife the genius, and to mend the heart ; 

To make mankind in confcious virtue bold, 
Live o'er each fcene, and be what they behold: 
For this the Tragic Mule firft trod the ftage, 
Commanding tears to ftream through every age; 
Tyrants no more their favage nature kept; 

And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept, 


POEMS 


Onur author shuns. by vulgar {prings to move 

The hero's glory, or the virgin’s love ; 

In pitying Love, we but our weaknefs fhow, 

And wild Ambition well deferves its woe. 

Here tears thall flow from a more generous caufe, 

Such tears.as patriots fhed for dying laws : 

He bids your breafts with ancient ardour rife, 

And calls forth Roman drops from Brisih eyes. 

Virtue confefs'd in human thspe he draws, 

What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was: 

No common object to your fight difplays, 

But what with pleafure heaven itfelf furveys, 

A brave man itrugeting in the ftorms of fare, 

And greatly falling with a falling ftate, 

While Cato gives his little fenate Jaws, 

What bofom beats not in his country’s caufe ? 

Who fees him act, but envies every deed? 

‘Who hears him groan, and does not with to bleed? 

Ev’n when proud Cxfar *midft triumphal cars, 

The fpoits of nations, and the pomp of wars, 

Ignobly vain, and impotently great, 

Shew'd Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in ftate ; 

As her dead father’s reverend image pat, 

The pomp was darken’d, and the day o’ercaft ; 

The triumph ceas'd, tears guth’d from every eye; 

The world’s great vitor pafs’d unhecded by ; 

Her Jaft good man dejected Rome ador’d, 

And honour’d Cafar's Icfs than Cato’s fword. 
Britons, attend : be worth like this approv'd, 

And fhow you have the virtue to be mov'd. 

With honeft fcorn the firft fam’d Cato view'd 

Rome learning arts from Greece, whom fhe fub- 

dued; 

Your fcene precarioufly Cubfifts too long 

On French tranflation, and Italian fong. 

Dare to have fenfe yourfelves; affert the lage, 

Be juftly warm'd with your own native rage : 

Such plays alone fhould win a Britifh ear, 

As Cato’s felf had not difdain'd to hear. 
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EPILOGUE 


To 


AIR, ROWE'S FANE SHORE. 


DESIGNED FOR MRS, OLDFIZLD. 


Teovictors this! the frail-one of our play 

Krom her own fex thiould mercy find to-lay ! 

Vou might have held the pretty head afide, 

Peep'd in your fans, been ferious, thus, and ery’d, 

The play mey pals--but that ftrange creature, 
Shore, 

T can’t—indeed now——T fo hate a whore '— 

Jutt asa blockhead rubs his thonghtlefs fkull, 

And thanks his ars he wag not bora a fool ; 

So from a fifter finner you fhall hear, 

“ How ftrangely you cxpofe yourfelf, my dear!” 

But Ict me die, ail raiilery apart, 

Our Sex are ttill forgiving at their hearts 

And, did not wicked cutiom fo contrive, 

We'd be the beil, gocd-natur'd things alive. 


gt 
‘There are, ‘tis true, who tell another tale, 
‘That virtuous ladies envy while they rail ; 
Such rage without betrays the fire within; 
In fome clofe corner of the foul, they fins 
Still hoarding up, mofl fcandaloufly nice, 
“Amdt their virtues a referve of vice. 
The godly dame, who flefbly failings damns, 
Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crants, 
Would you enjoy foft nights, and folid dinners: 
Faith, gallants, board with faints, and bed with 
finners. 
Well, if our author in the wife offends, © 
He has a hufband that will make amends : 
He draws himgentic, tender, and forgiving, , 
And fure fuch kind good creatures may. bediving,: 
In days of old they pardon’d breach of vows, 
Stern Cato's felf was no rclentlefs fpoufe st" 
Plu—Plutarch, what's his name, that. writes his’ 
life? “ eet? 
Tells ns, that Cato dearly lov'd his wife... 
Yet if a friend, a night or fo, dhould-need her; 
He'd recommend her as a {pecial brecder, 
To lend a wife, few here would ferupie makes: ° 
But, pray, which of you all would take her back 
Though with the ftoie chief.our ftage may ring, 
The ftoic hufband was the glorious thing. © 
The man had courage, was a fage, ‘ris true, ‘ 
And loy'd his coontry—but what’sthat.te you? _ 
Thofe ftrange examples ne’er were made to fit 
But the kind cuckold might inftru@ the citys, 
+ There many an honeft man may copy Cato, — 
Who ne'er faw naked fword, or look’d; t».Plato, 
1f, after all, you think it a difgrace, * 
That Edward’s mifs thus perks it in.your face 5 
To fee a piece of failing flefh and.hlood, 
In all the reft fo impudently good ; 
Faith let the modeft matrons of the town’ 
Come here in crowds,aud fare the Rrumpet dowgy 
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SAPPHO TO PHAON. 





Say, lovely youth, that doft my heart command, 
Can Phaon's eyes forget his Sappho's hand ? 
Muft then her name the wretched writer prove, 
To thy remetnbrance loft, as to thy love? - 

Af not the caufe that I new nitinibers choofe, 
‘The Jute negle‘ted, and the lyric: mufes.)-. "7 
Love tanght my tears in fadder rrotes fo Bw,” 
And tun’dany heart to elegies of woe, 

Uburn, f burn, as when through ripen’d corn 

By driving windsthefpreading flames are borne. 
Fhaon to Atna’s fcorching fields retires, 

While I confame with more than Aitna's fires! 
No more my foul a charm in mofic finds, | 
Mufic has charms alone for peacefal minds. 

Soft feenes ef folitude no’ more tan pleafe, 

Love enters there,and I’m my own difeafe: 

No more the Lefbian dames my peffion meve,: 
Once the dear objects of my guilry love; 

All other loves are loft im only thine, | 

Ah, youth ungratcful to a flame like mine! 
Whom would not all thofe blooming charms fure 

. -prife, + : 
‘Thofe heavenly looka, and dear deluding eyes? 
Dj 


p 


The harp and bow would you like Phoebus bear, 


A brighter Phobu’-Phaon might appear; 


Would you with ivy wreathe your fowing hair, 


Not Bacchus’ felf with Phaon-could compare : 
Vet Phoebus loe’d, arid Bacchos felt the fame, 


One Daphne wart’, and one the Cretan dame; 


Nymphs that'i verfe no more could rival me, 


Than cv'n*thofe gots contend in charms with 


thee. "" 
The mufcs teach’me all their fofteft lays, 


And 'thé wide worldrefounds with Sappho’s praife. 


Though 


eat Alczeus more fublimely fings, 


“And firtked with ‘older rage the founding ftrings, 


No lefs' renown attends the moving lyre, 
Which Venns tunes, ahd all her loves iedpire ; 
PS tae what nature has in charms deny’d, 

% well by wit’s more lafting flames fupply'd. 
‘Thowich thort my flature, yet iny name extends 
"vo heaven itfelf, and earth’s remoreft ends. 
Trown asf am, an Ethiopian dame 

Infpir'd young Perfeus with a generous flame: 
Tartles and doves of differing hues unite, 
And gloffy jet is pair’ with thining white. 
to No charms thou wilt thy heart eefign, 
Bur fach as merit, fuch as equal thine, 
_By nonc, alas! by none thot canft be mov’d! 
Phaon alone by Phaon mutt be lov'd! 

Yet once thy Sappho could thy carés employ, 
Once in her arms you centr'd all your joy = 
No time the dear remembrance can remove, 
For, oh! how vaft a memory has love! 

My mufic, then, you could for ever hear, 

Aid all my words were mufic to your car. 
You ftopp’d with kiffes my enchanting tongue, 
‘And found my kiffes (weeter than my fong. 

Xn all I pleas'd, but moft in what was heft ; 
And the laft joy was dearer than the reit. 


“Then witheach werd, each glance,each motion fir'd, 


“Zou Qik enjoy’d, and yet you fill defir’d, 
"Till all diffolving in the trance we lay, 
And in tamultucus raptures dy'd away. 
"The fair Sicitians now thy foul inflame ; 
‘Why was I born, ye gods’ # Lefbian dame? 
But ah, beware, Sicihan nymphs | nor boaft 
"That wandering heart which { fo lately loft ; 
Nor he with all chofe tempting words abus'd, 
‘Thofe tempting words were all to Sappho us’d. 
And you that rale Sicilia’s happy plains, 
Have pity, Venus, an your poet’s pains! 
Shull fortune. fill in one fad tenor run, 
And {till inereafe the woes fo foon begun ? 
Inur’d to forrow from my tender years, 
My parent's afies drank my early tears: 
My brother next, negledting wealth and fame, 
Sgnobly burn’d in a deftractive flame : 
«in infant daughter Jate my griefs increas’d, 
And all a mother’s cares diftraé my breaft. 
Alas, what more could fate itfclf impofe, 
But thee, the laft and greateft of my wocr? 
No more my robes in waving purple flow, 
Nor on my hand the fparkling diamonds glow; 
No more my locks in ringlets curl’d diffufe 
"The coftly fweetnefs of Arabian dews, 
Nor braids of gold the varied treffes bind, 
That fly diforde:’d with the wanton wind = 
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For whom fhould Sappho ufe fach arte as thefe ? 

He’s gone, whom only fhe defir'd to pleafe! 

Cupid’s light darts my tender bofom move, 

Still is there caufe for Sappho-ftill to love : 

So from my birth the fiffers fix’d my doom, 

And gave to Venus all my life te comes; 

Or, while my mufe in melting notes complains, 

My yielding heart keeps meafure to my ftrains. 

By charms like thine which all my foul have won, 

Who might not—ah ! who would not be undone? 

For thofe Aurora Cephalus might fcorn, 

And with frefh blushes paint the confcious morn = 

For thofe might Cynthia lengthen Phaon’s fleep, 

And bid Endymion nightly tend his fheep : 

Venus for thofe had rapt thee to the fkics, 

But Mars on thee might look with Venus’ eyes, 

O {carce a youth, yet fcarce a tender boy! 

O ufeful time for lovers to employ ! 

Pride of thy age, an glory of thy race, 

Come to thefe arms, and melt in this embrace! 

The vows you never will return, receive 3 

And take at leaft the love you will-not give. 

See, while I write, my words are loft in tears! 

The lefs my fenfe, the more my love appears. 

Sure ‘twas not much to bid one kind adieu 3 

(At leatt to feign was never hard to you!) . 

Farewell, my Lefbian love, you might have faid ; 

Or coldly thus, Farewell, oh Lefbian maid! 

No tear did you, no parting kifs receive, 

Nor knew I then how much I was to grieve. 

No lover’s gift your Sappho could confer, 

And wrongs and woes were all you left with her. 

No charge I gave you, and no charge could give, 

But this, Be mindful of our loves, and live. 

Now by the Nine, thofe powers ador’d by me, 

And Love, the god that ever waits on thee, 

When firft 1 heard (from whom 1 hardly knew) 

‘That you were fled, and all my jovs with you, 

Like fome fad Ratue, fpecchléfs, pale I ftood, 

Grief chili’ my breaft, and ftopp’d my freezing 
blood; 

No figh to rife, no tear had power to flow, 

Fix’d in a ftupid lethargy of woe: 

But when its way th’ impetuous paffion:found,- 

E rend my treffes, and my breaft | wound; 

rave, then weep; I curfe, and then complain ; 

Now fwell to rage, now. melt in tears again. 

Not fiercer pangs diftra@ the mournful dame, 

Whofe firft-born infant feeds the funeral flame. 

My fcornful brother with a fimile appears, 

Iniults my woes, and triumphs in my tears: 

Hishated image ever haunts my eyes; 

And why this grief? thy daughter lives, he cries. 

Stung with my love, and furious with defpair, 

All torn my garments, and my bofom bare, 

My woes, thy crimes, ! to the world proclaim; 

Such inconfiftent things are love and fhame: 

‘Tis thou att all my care and my delight, 

My daily longing, and my dream by night = 

OU night, more pleafing than the brighteft day, 

When fancy gives what abfence takes away, 

And, drefs’d in all its viflonary charms, ei 

Reftores my fair deferter to my arms! 

Then round your neck in wanton wreaths I twine; 

Then you, methinks, as fondly circle ming < 
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A thoufand tender words ! hear and fpeak; 

Athoufand melting kiffes give, and take : 

"Then fiercer joys; | blufh to mention thefe, 

‘Yet, while J bluth, confefs how much they pleafe. 

But when, with day, the {weet delufions fly, 

And all things wake to life and joy, but 1; 

As if once more forfaken, I complain, 

‘And clofe my eyes to dream of you again? 

"Then frantic rife, and like fome fury rove 

Through lonely plains, and through the filent 
grove; 

‘As if the filent grove, and lonely plains, 

That knew my pleafures, could relieve my pains. 

I view the grotto, once the fcene of love, 

"The recks around, the hanging roofs above, 

That charm’d me more, with native mofs o’er- 


grown, 
Than Phrygian marble, or the Parian ftone, 
I find the fhades that veil’d our joys before ; 
But, Phaon gone, thofe shades delight no more. 
Here the prefs'd herbs with bending tops betray 
Where oft entwin’d in amorous folds we lay; 
1 kife that éarth which once was prefa’d by you, 
And all with tears ghe withering herbs bedew. 
For thee the fading ‘trees appear to mourn, 
And birds defer their fonge till thy return : 
Night fhades the groves, and all in filence lic, 
All but the mournful Philomel and I: 
With mournful Philomel I join my ftrain, 
Of ereus fhe, of Phaon 1 complain. 
A {pring there is, whofe filver waters fhow, 
Clear as a glafs, the fhining fands below ; 
A flowery Lotos fpreads its arms above, 
Shades all the banks, and feems itfelf a grove; 
Eternal greens the mofly margin grace, 
‘Watch’d by the Sylvan genius of the place. 
Here as I lay. and fwell’d with tears the flood, 
Before my fight a watery virgin ftood : 
She ftood and cxy'd, “ Oyou that love in vain! 
*« Fly hence, and feek the fair Leucadian main. 
« There ftands a rock, from whofe impending fteep 
* Apollo’s fane furveys the rolling deep 5 
« There injur’d lovers, leaping fam above, 
“ Their flames extinguith, and forget to love. 
 Deucalion once with hopelefs fury burn’d, 
© jn vain he lov'd, relentlefs Pyrrha fcorn’d : 
“ But when from hence he plung’d into the main, 
“ Deucaliou feorn’d, and Pyrrha lov'd in vain, 
“ afte, Sappho, hafte, from high Leucadia throw 
“Thy wretched weight, nor dread the deeps be- 
low!” 
She {poke, and vanifh'd with the voice—I rife, 
And filent tears fall trickling feom my eyes. 
1 go, ye nymphs | thofe rocks and feas to prove; 
How much f fear, but ah, how much Tlove! 
I go, ye nymphs, where furious love infpires; 
Let female fears fubmit to female fires. 
‘To rocks and feas | fly from Phaon’s hate, 
And hope from feas and rocks a milder fate. 
Ye gentle gales, beneath my body blow, 
‘And foftly lay me on the waves below ! 
‘Aud thou, kind love, my finking tins fuftain, 
Spread rby foft wings, and wait me o'er the main, 
Nor Jet a lover’s death the guiltle&s Aeod pro- 
tangy 
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On Phoebus’ fhrine my harp I'll then beftow, 
‘And this infcription fhall be plac’d below. 
« Here the who fang, to-him that did infpire, 
“ Sappho to Phebus confecrates her lyre; 
“ What fuits with Sappho, Pharbus, fuitswith thee; 
« The gift, the giver, and the god agree.” 

By why, alas, relentlefs yous, ab, why 
To diftant {eas muft tender Sappho fly ? 
Thy charms than thofe may far more powerful be, 
And Pharbus’ felf islefsa godtome.  _ 
‘Ah canft thou doom me to the rocks and fea, 
O, far more faithicfs, and more hard than they 2. 
Ah! canft thou rather fee this tender breatt 
Dafh’d on thefe rocks than to thy befom prefs’ 
This breaft, which once, in vain' you lik’d fo wells 
Where the loves play’d, and where the mufesdwellZ: 
Alas’ the mufes now no.more infpire, 
Untun’d my lute, and filent js my lyre; 
My languid numbers have forgot to flow, - 
And fancy finks beneath a weight of woe. 
Ye Lefbian virgins, and-ye Lefbian dames, © 
Themes of my verfe, and objects of my flames, 
No more your groves with my glad fongs fhall ring, 
No more thefe hands fhali touch the trembling 

firing : 

My Phaon’s fled, and 1 thofe arts refign, 
(Wretch that Tam, to call that Phaon mine!) 
Return, fair youth, and bring along 
Joy to my foul, and vigour to my fing, 
‘Abfent from thee, the poet’s flame expires; 
But ah | how fiercely burn the lover's fires? 
Gods! can no prayers, no fighs, no numbers, mova: 
One favage heart, or teach it how to love ? re 
The winds my prayers, my fighs, my oumbers bear, 
The flying winds have loft them all in air! 
Oh when, alas: fhall more aufpicious gales 
Yo thefe fond eyes reftore thy welcome fails ? 
If you return—ah, why thefe long delays 
Poor Sappho dies while carclefs, Phaon ftays. 
O, Jaunch thy bark, nor fear the watery plain? 
Venus for thee fhall fmooth her native main. 
O, launch thy bark, fecure of profperous gales * 
Cupid for thee fhall fpread the {welling fails. 
If you will Ay—(yet ah! what caufe can be, 
Too crnel youth, that you Should fly from me 2} 
If not from Phaon, | muft hope for eafe, 
Ah, let me feek it from the raging feas + 
‘Yo raging feas unpity’d I’tl remove, 
And vither ceafe® live, or ceafe to love 





ELOISA TO ABELARD. 


Argument. 


Anecarp and Bloifa flourifhed in the twelfth cen« 
tury; they were two of the mokt diftinguifhed 
perfons of their age in learning and beauty, but. 
for nothing more famous than for their unfor~ 
tunate paflion. After along courfe of calamities, . 
they retired each to a feveral convent, and con= 
fecrated the remainder of their days to religion, 
It was many years after this feparation, that as 
letter of Abelard’s to a friend, which contained. 
the hiftory of his misfortunes, fell into the hands. 
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occafioned thofe celebrated letters (out-of which 
the following «is ‘partly extradted), which give 
fo lively a picture of the ftruggles of grace and 
ature, virtue nd paffion, 


Iw thefe deep folitudes and awiul cells, 

Where heaventy-penfive contemp}a:iun dwells, 
And eversmufiny melancholy reigns; ay 
‘What meane this tumult in a veftal’s veine? 
‘Why rove my thoughts beyond this lait retreat ? 

* Why feels my peait ite long-forgotten heat? 

Yet, yet Elove Brom Abciard it came, 
And Eloif4 yee mutt kifs the name, 

» Dear, fatal‘name ! rgft ever unreveal’d, 
‘Nor pats thefe ips in holy filence feal'd ; 
‘Hide it, my heart, within that clofle difguife, 

«Where, mix'd with God's, his lov'd idea fies: 

_ O write it not, my hand<thengme appears 
Already written—wath it out my tears ! 

Tn vain lof Eloifa weeps and prays, 

Her heart fiiil di@ates, and her hand obeys. 
Relentlefs walls! whofe darlfome’ round con- 
‘ tains ‘ 

Repentant fighe,and voluntary pains: 

- Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn: 
Ye grots'and caverns fhage’d with horrid thorn! 
Shrines! where their vigils pale-eyed virgins keep; 
And pitying faints, whofe ftgtucs learn to weep | 
2Phongh cold like you, unrtov’d and filent grown, 
T have not yet forgoe myfelf tr fone. 

AML is not heaven's while Abelard has part, 
. Bull rebel natore holds out half. my heart ; 
Nor prayers, nor fafts, ite ftubborn pulfe reftrain, 
Nor tears for ages taught to flow invain, : 
Soon as thy letters trembling Lunclofe, ' 
*Phat well-known name awakens ail sy woes. 
Oh, name for ever fad! forever deat ! 
“Still breath'd in fighs, {till wfher'd with a tear, 
¥ tremble too, where’er my own L find, 
Some dire misfortune follows clofe behind, 
Line afrer Jine.my gufhing cyes'o’erflow, 
(Led. through a fad variety of woe: 
Now warm in leve, now withering in my bloom, 
Loft in a convent’s folitary gloom ! - 
‘There ftern retigion’ quench’d th’ unwilling flame, 
‘There dy’d the beft af paffions, love and famte. 
: ¥et write, oh, write meé all; that | may join 
Griefs to thy griels, and echovdigl& to thing! 
«Nor foes nor fortune take this power away ; 
, Andis my Abelard lefs kidd than they? 
i: "Pears {lil are mine, and thofe I need not fpare, 
Gove bat demands what elfe were fhed in prayer ; 
No happier tatk thefe faded eyes purfue 5° 
‘Lo-read and weep ié all they now can do. 
Then fhare thy pain, allow that fat relief; 
#h, niore than fhare th, give me all thy grief. 
+. Sdeav'n firft taught letters fr fome-wretch’s aid, 
Same banith'd lover, or forric captive maid ; [f{pires, 
‘They live, they peak, they breathe what love in- 
‘Warm from the tonl; and faithful to its fires, 
‘The virgin’s with without her fess impart, 
Excufe the blufh, and pour-out ali the heart, 
Speed the foft intercourfe from foul to foul, 
And waft » figh from Indus to the pele. 
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of Eloifa. Thie awakering all her cenderrefs, 


Thou -know'ft how guitdels firft T met thy datne, 
When love approach’d me wnderfriendthip’s name; 
My faticy form’d thee of angelic kind, 

Some emanation of th’ all-beavteors mind. 

Thofe fmiling eyes. attempering every ray, 
Shone {weetly lambent wath celeftial day. 
Guiltlefs 1 gaz'd; heaven Hiten’d while you fung ; 
And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 
From lips like thofe what precept fail’d to move ? 
‘Poo foon'they taaght me ‘rwas no fin to love: 
Back through the paths of pleafing fenfe | ran, 
Nor with’d ani angel. whom J Jov’d a man, 


.Dim and remote the joys of faints i fee, 


Nor envy them that heaven [ lofe for thee. 

How oft, when prefs'd to marriage, haye I faid, 
Curfe on ali laws but thofe which love has made! 
Love, free as air, at fight of human tics, : 
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 
Let weath,‘Ict honour, wait the wedded dame, 
Augoft her deed, arid facred be her fame ; 

Before true paffion all thofe views remove ; 

Fame, wealth, and honour ! what-are hed to love 2 
The jealous Ged, when we profane his fires, 
Thole reftlefs pafltons in revenge infpires, 

And bids them make miftaken mortals grown, 
Who feek in love for aught bu: love alone. 
Should at my feet the world’s great mafter fall, 
Himtelf, his throne, his wortd, ?'dvfcorn them all 
Not Cafar’s emprefs would I deign to prove; 
No, make me mifrefs tothe man I love. 

If there be, yet ansther name more free, 

More jond than miftrefs;nrake me that to thee ! 

Oh, happy fate! when fuals each other draw, 

When Jove ig liberty, and bature law : 

All then is full, poffeffing and poflefs’d, 

No craving ‘void left aching in the breaft : 

Ev's thought meets thought, e’er from the lipe 
art, 

And each warm with {pings mutual from the b 

This ture ig blifs (if bifs on earth there be), 

And once thelot of Abelard and me. ; 

Alas, how chang’d ! what fudden horro.2 Pa 
A naked lover bound and bleeding lies! rs 
Where, where was Kloife ? her voice, hi hand, 
Her poniard had oppos'd the dire coi d. 
Barbarian, ftay ! that bloody ftroke :ftrain ; 

Lhe crime was common, common be the pain, 
I can ne more; by thame, by rage fuppreis'd, 
Let tears and burning bluthes fpeak the reft. 

Cant thou forget that fad, that folemn day, 
When victims at yon altar’s foot we lay? 

Canft thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell ? 
As with cold lips'| kifs’d the facred veil, 7 
‘Vhe thrines aif rembled, and the lamps grew pale: 
Heaven fearce believ'd the conquet it furvey’d, 
And Iaints with wonder heard the wows I made. 
Yet then, to thofe dread altars as I drew, 
Not on the crofs my cyes were fix’d; but you: 
Not grace, or zeal, fove only was my cull; 
Ac dil Hofe thy iove, I lofe my all. 
Come : with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe % 
Thofe ftill at leaf are left thee to beftow. 
Still on that breaft enamour’d let me lie, 
Still drink delicious peifon from thy eye, + 
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Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart he prefs’d; 
Give all thou canft—and let me dream thie reft. 
Ah, no! inftru& me other joys to prize, 
With other beauties charm my partial eyes, 
Fullin my view fet all the bright abode, 
And make my foul quit Abelard for God. 
Ah, think at leat thy flock deferves thy care ! 
_ Plants of thy hand, and children of thy prayer. 
from the falfe world in ¢arly youth they fled, 
By thee to mountains, wilds, and deferts led. 
You rais’d thefe hallow’d wails; the defert fmil’d, 
And paradife was open’d in the wild, 
No weeping orphan faw his father’s flores 
Our fhrines irradiate, gp: emblaze the floors ; 
No filver faints, by dying mifers given, 
Here bribe the rage of ijl-requitad heaven ; 
But fuch plain rpofs as piety could raife, 
And only yocal with the Maker's praife. 
In thefe lone walls (their days eternat bound) 
Thefe mofs-grown domes with fpiry turret, 
erown’d; 
Where awiul arches make a noon-day night, 
And the dim windows fhed a folemn light ; 
‘Thy cyes diffus’d a reconciling ray, “ 
And gleams of glory brighten'd all‘the day, 
Bat now no face divine contentment wears, . 
*Tis all blank fadnefg, or continual tears. 
See how the force of others prayers i try, 
(O pious fraud of amoroge charity ‘) 
But why fhouldd on others prayers depend ?. 
Come thou, my father, brother, hufband, friend { 
Ah, let thy handmaid, fifter, daughter, move, 
And all thofe tender names in one, thy love! 
"The darkfome pines that o’er yon rocks reclin’d 
Wave high, anid murmur to the hollow wind, 
The wandering ftreams that fhine betwegn the 
hills, . 
The grots that echo to the tinkling cills, 
‘The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 
"The lakes that quiver to the curling: breeze; 
No mote thefe fcenes my meditation aid, 
Or lull to reft the vifionary maid. 
But o'eg the twilight groves and duiky caves, 
Long-founding aifles, and intermingled graves, 
Biack melancholy fits, and round her throws 
A death-like filence, and a dread repofe ; 
Her gloomy prefence faddens all the fcene, 
Shades every flower, and darkens-every green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 
And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 
Yet here fer ever, ever mutt I ftay ; 
Sad proof how well a lover can obey! 
Death, only death, can break the lafting chain 5 
And here, ey’n then, fhall my cold duft remain ; 
Here all its frailties, all its flames refign, 
And wait till ’tie no fin to mix with thine. 
Ah, wretch! believ'd the fpoufe of God in 
vain, 
Confefa'd within the flave of fove and man. 
Affi me, heaven ! but whence arofe that prayer? 
Sprung it from piety, or from defpair ? 
Ev'n here, where frozen chaftity retirgs, 
Jove finda an altar for forbidden fires, 
1 ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 
1 mourn the fover, not lament the fauls; 
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I view my crime, but kindle at the view, _ 
Repent old pleafures, and folicit new.;-" 
Now turn’d to heaven, I weep my pak oflencey. 
Now think of thee, and curfe my innocence. .:° 
Of all affliction taught a loyer yet, 
’Tjs fure the hardeft {cience to forget ! . 
How fhall f lofe-the fin, yet keep the fenfe, 
And Jove th” offender, yet deteft th’ offence? 
How the dear object from the crime remove, 
Or how diltinguith penitence from love? 
Unequal talk! a paflion to refign; : 
For hearts fo touch'd, fo pierc’d, fp loft as minet’ 
E’er fach a foul regains its peacefy] fate,. 
How often mutt it fove, how often hate!. 
How often hope, defpair,refent, regret, 
Conceal, difdain-—do all things but forget't 
Bat let heaven feize it, all at once tis. fir 
Not touch’d, but. rapt; not weaken'd, but 
Oh, come ! oh, tench -me.ngtureto fubdri 
Renounce my love; my’ life, ty felfeeand fal, 
Fill ny fond heart with God alone, for he” “~ 
Alone can rival, can facteed to thee. Te 
How happy is the blamelefs veftal's lot ; 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot $ 
Eternal fun-thine of the {potle{s mind !- 
Each prayer accepted, and each with refign’d; 
Labour and reft that equal periods keep; 
“ Obedient flumbers that can wake and weepy: 
Defires compos’d,,afletions ever even 5. 
"fears that delight, “and fighs that waft to heaféeh 
Grace fhines around her with fereneh beams, 
And whifpering angels prompt her golden deegagy 
For her th’ unfading role of Eden Vloniney : 
And wings of feraphs fhed divine perfumds 5. 
For. her the {poufe prepares the bridal ring; 
For her white virgins hymenmals fing t 
To founds of heavenly harps the dics away, 
And melts in vifions of eternal day. 
Far other dreams my erring foul employ, . 
Far other raptures of unholy joy : ‘ 
When at the clofe of each fad, forrowing dayy: 
Fancy reftores what vengeance fnatch’d away, ! 
‘Then confcience fleeps, and leaving nature-freay 
All my loofe foul unbounded fprings to. thee, © 
O, curft, dear horrors of all-confcious night + 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight: 
Provoking demons.al! reftraing remove, 
and ftir within me every Source of love. 
I hear thee, view thee, gare o%e 
And round thy phantom glue 
1} wake :—no more f hear, no more’ 
‘The phantom flies me, as‘unkifid as 
T call aloud; it hears not, what I fay + 
I ftretch my empty arma; it-glides away, 
To dream once.more I clofe my willing eyess 
Ye fott illufions, dear deceits, arife! : 
Alas, no more ! methinks we wandering go 
‘Through dreary waftes, and weep each ather’s.qwot,* 
Where round fome mouldering tower pale ivy: 
creeps, arr 
And low-brow’d rocks hangnodding o’er the deeps. 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ikiew; 
Clonds interpofe, waves roar, and winds arife. 
I fhriek, fart up, the fame fad profpect find, 
j And wake to all the griefs I left behind, = > 
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For thee the fates, feverely kind, ordain 

A cool fufpenfe from pleafure and from pain; 

‘Thy life.a long dead calm of fix'd tepole ; 

Ko palfe that riots, and no blood that glows. 

Still as the (eas, e’er winds were taught to blow, 

Or moving {pirit bade the waters flow ; 

Soft asthe flumbers of a faint forgiven, 

An I mild as opening gleams of promis’d heaven. 
Cami, Ablard ! ie what halt thou-to dread? 

‘THe torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 

Nature ftands.check’d ; religion difapproves ; 

Fv'a' thou afk cold—yet Eloifa loves, o 

Ah, hopelefs, Jafting flames ' like thofe that burn 

‘To' light the dead, and warm th’ unfruitful urn, 
What {cencs appear where’er { turn my view ! 

‘The dear idea’. where I fly, purfue, 

“Rife in the grove, before the altar rife, 

Stain all my foul, dnd wanton in my cyes, 

I wafte the matin lamp in fighs for thee, 

‘Thy image fleals between my God and me, 

‘Thy voice t feem in every hymn to hear, 

‘With every bead 1 drop too foft a tear. 

‘When from the cenfer clouds of fragrance roll, 

And {welling organs lift the sifing foul, 

Osie thought of thee puts all the pemp to flight, 

Priefts, tapers, temples, fwim before my fight: 

In feas of flame my plunging foul is drown'd, 

White altars blaze, and angels tremble round, 

‘, ,While proftrate here in humble grief | lie, 
Kind, virtuous drops juft gathering in my eye, 
While, praying, trembling, in the duft I roll, 
And dawning grace is opening on my foul : 
Come, if thou dar’d, all charming as thop art! 
Oppofe thyfell to heaven,; difpate my heart ; 
Come, with one glance of thofe deluding eyes 
Blot out each bright idea of the tkies ; [tears ; 
Take back that -grace, thofe forrows, and thofe 
‘Take back my fruitlefs penitence and prayers’; 
Snatch me, ju mounting, from the bleft abode ; 
Aflift the fiends, and tear me from my God! 

No, fly me, fly me, far-as pole from pole; 
Rife Alps between us! and whole oceans ro}! i 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor thare one pang ‘of all J felt for thee, 

‘Thy oaths 1 quit, thy memory refign ; 
Forget, renounce me, hate whate’er was mine, 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks (cee yet I view ) 
Lov§ lov'd, ador’d ideas, all adieu ! : 
Q, grace ferene! O vitgie heavenly fair! 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care ! 
Freti-blooming ‘hoje, gay daughter of che fky.! 
And faith, our eatly immortality | : 
Enter, each mild, cach amicable guett ; 

beccive and wrap mie ib eternal reft ! 

“ See in her cell fad Bloifa fpread, 
Propt oft fome tomb, ancighbour of the dead. 








tn each low wind methinks a fpirit culls, 
And more than echoes talk along the walls. 
Here, as | watch’d the dying jJamparonnd, 

From yonder fluine 1 heard a hollow found, 
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“ Come, fifter, come '” (it faid, or feem’d to fay) 

“ Thy place is here, fad fifter, came av ay! 

“ Once like thyfelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 

“ Love's victim then, though now a fainted maid: 

“ But all is cali in this eternal fleep; 

© Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep: 

© Ev'n faperitition lofes every fear ; 

“ For God, not man, abfo)ves our frailties here.** 
IT come, I come ! prepare your rofeate bowers, 

Celeftial palms, and-everabiooming flowers, 

Thither, where finners may have reft, 1 20, 

Where fiames refin'd in breafts feraphic glow 

Thou, Abelard ! the lait fad office pay, 

And fmooth my paffage to the realms of day ; - 

Sce my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 

Suck my laft breath, end catch my flying foul! 

Ab, no—in facred veftments mayft thou ftand, 

The hallow’d taper trembling in thy hand, 

Prefent the crofs before my lifted cye, 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 

Ah then, thy once-lov'd Eloifa fee ! 

Tt will be then no crime to gaze on me. 

See from my check the tranfient rofes fy ! 

See the laft Sparkle languifh in‘my eye! 

Till every motion, pulfe, and breath be o'er ; 


| And yv'n my Abelard be lov'd.io more, 


O, death all cloquent ‘you only prove 


.| What duft we doat on, when 'tis man we love. 


Then too, when fate fhall thy fair frame deftroy, 
(That caufe of all my guile, and all my joy), 
Tn trance ecitatic may the pangs be drown’d, 
Bright clouds defcend, and angels’ watch thee 
‘ round, * 
From opening tkies may freaming glories fhine, 
And faints embrace thee with a love like mine ! 
May one kind grave unite each haplefs name, 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame! 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are over, 
When this rebellious heart fhall beat no more; 
If ever chance two wandering lovers brings 
To Paraclete’s white walls and filver fprings, 
O’er the pale marble fhail they join their heads, 
And drink the falling tears each other theds; 
‘Vhen fadly fay, with mutual pity tov’d, 
“ O. may we never love asthefe have lov'd!”” 
From the full choir, when loud hofannahs rife, 
And fwell the pomp of dreadful facrificc, 
Amid that fcene of fome relenting eye 
Glance on the ftone where our cold relics lie, 
Devotion’s feif thall fteal a thought from heaven, 
One bumau tear fhall drop, and be forgiven, 
And fure if fate fome future bard thal! join 
In fad fimilitude of gricfs to mine, 
Condemn'd whole years in abfence to deplore, 
And image charms he muft behold no more : 
Such if there be, who loves fo long, fo well; 
Let him our fad, our tender ftory tell! 
‘The well-fung woes will foothe my penfive ghoft ; 
He beft can paint ghem who fhall fecl them mof. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 





‘Tue following tranflations were fele@ed from many others done by the Author in his youth ; ‘Fos. 
the moft part indeed but a fort of exercifes, while he was improving himfelf in the languages, and 
carried by his early bent to poetry.to perform them rather in verfe than profe, Mr. ‘Dryden's ~ 
Fables came out about-that time, which occafioned the Tranflations from Chaucer. They were 
firft feparately printed id Mifcellaaies, by J. Tonfon and B. Lintot, and afterwards collected in : 
Quarto Edition of 1717. The Imitations of Englith Authors, which follow, were done'ay carlyy 






fome of them at fourteen or fifteen years old, # 
eS 

THE TEMPLE OF FAME, The Author of this thérefore chofe the fing. 

fort of exordium. ee 


Written inthe Vear 1711+ 





Tw that foft feafon, when defcending fhowers 
+ Call forth the greens, and wake the rifing flowers; 
ADVERTISEMENT. When epening buds falute the welcome day,’ 

‘Tur hint of the following picce was taken from And earth relenting feelsthe genial ray; 
Chaucer's Houfe of Fame. The defign is in a, As balmy fleep had charm’dmy cares to re! 
manner entirely altered, the defcriptions and moft And love itfelf waa banifh’d,from 
of the particular thoughts my own; yet I could’: (What time the morn myfterious, 
not fuffer it to be printed without this acknow- | While purer flumbers fpread their c 
ledgment. The reader who would compare this | A train of phantoms in wild ordet rofe, 
with Chaucer, may begin with his third book of _ And, join’d, this intelledtual feene‘compofe. re 
Fame, there being nothing in the two fir books | 1 food, methought, betwixt earth, feas, and 
that anfwers to their title + wherever any hint is tkies, ° 4 
taken from him, the paifage itlelf is fet down | The whole creation open to my eyes: 
in the marginal notes. : " 

‘The poem is introduced in the manner of the Pro= OO OOo 
vencal poets, whofe works were for the moft 
part vifions, or pieces of imagination, and con- : IMITATIONS. 











ftantly defcriptive. From thefe, Petrarch and | Ver,rz, &c.] Thele verfes are hinted from the fol. < 
. Chaucer frequently borrowed the idea of their towing of Chaucer, Book ii. 

poems. Sce the Trionfi of the former, anc the | Though beheld 1 fields and plains, 

Drcam, Flower, and the Leaf, &¢. of the latter. Now hills, and now mountains, 


& 


+558 

Jn air felf-balanc’d bung the globe below, 
“Where mountains rife, and circling oceans flow, 
Here naked rocks, and empty waftes were feen; 
‘There towery citjes, and the forefts green; 
Hore failing fletps delight the wandering eyes; 
"There trees and intermingled temples rife 
Now a clear {un the thining fcene difplays; 
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‘ 
For Fame, impatient of extremes, decays 

Not more by envy, than excefs of praife. 

Yet part no injuries of heaven could feel, 

Like cryftal faithful to the graving ftee! : 

The rock's high fummit, in the temple's fhade, 
Nor heat could melt, nor beating ftorm invade. 
Theif names infcrib’d unnumber'd ages patt 


athe tranfent land{cape now in clouds decays. 20 | From time’sfirft birth, with time itfelf thall laft; 50 


« Gler the wide profpet as I gaz’d around, 
Sudden J heard a wild promifcuous found, 
Like broken thunders that‘at diftance roar, _ 
(Or billows murtnuring on the hollow thore ? 
"Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 


Thefe ever new, nor fubjeG to decays, 
Spread, and grow brighter with the length of 
days, = 
So Zembla's rocks (the beauteous work of froft) 
Rife white in air, and glitter o’er the coait; 


‘Whofe towering fummit ambient clouds conceal’d, } Pale funs, unfelt, at diftance roil away, 


Bligh on 2 rock of ice the ftrudture lay, 

Steep its afcent, and flippery was the way ; 

"The wonderous rock like Parian marble fhone, 
gAnd feem’d, to diftant fight, of folid tone. 

Inferiptions here of various names I view’d, 

. The greater part by hoftiJe time fubdu’d ; 

; Yet wide was {pread their fame in ages paft; 
And poets once had promis’d they fhould laft. 
Some freth engrav’d appear'd of wits rcnown’d ; 
A look’d again, nor could theis trace be found. 
Critics 1 faw, that other names deface, 

qaend fix their own, with labour, in their place = 

“Their own, like others, foon their place refign’d, 
fie difappear'd, and left the firft behind. 4° 

“ er, was the work impair’d by ftorms alone, 

. But felt th’ approaches of too warm a fun; 
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IMITATIONS. 
Now valeis, and now forefies, 
And now uniteth great beftes, 
Now rivers, now citces, 
Now towns, now great trees, 
Now thippes fayling in the fee. 
Wer. 27. High on a rock of ice, &c.] Chaucer's 
: third book of Fame. 
It food upon fo high a rock, 
Higher ftandeth none in Spayne— 
‘What manner ftone this rock was, 
» or it was like a lymed glal, 
“But that it fhone full more clerc ; 
But of what’ congeled matere’ 
It was, f nifke redily ; 
But at the lat efpied I, 
And found that it was every dele, 
A rock of ice, and not of ftele. 
er. 3. Infcriptions hore, &e.) 
Though faw Lall-the hill y-grave 
‘With famous folkes games fele, 
‘That had beenin much wele 
And her fames wide y-blow ; 
But well usneth might I know, 
Any letters for to rede 
Their names.by, for out of drede 
They weren almoft off-thawen fo, 
‘That of the letters one or two 
‘Were molte away of every name, 
So unfamous wae woxe her jame; 
But men faid-what, may ever faft ? 
Ver. 41. Nor was the work impair'd, &e.] 
‘Though gan § in mync harte caft, 





And op th’ impaflive ice the lightnings play; 
Eternal Mows the growing mafs fupply, 

Tiil the bright mounrains prop th’ incumbent tky 
As Atlas fix'd, each hoary pile appears, 

The gather'd winter of a thoufand years. be 
On this foundation Fame’s high temple ftands ; 
Stupendous pile! not rear’d by morta] hands, 
Whate’er proud Rome or artful Greece beheld, 
Or elder Babylon, its frame excell’d. 

Four faces had the dome, and every face 

Of various fruure, but of equal grace! 
Four.brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 
“Salute the different quarters of the fky. 

Here fabled chiefein darker ages born, 

Or worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 
Who cities rais’d, of tam’d a, monftrous race, 
The walls in venerable order grace-: 

Heroes in animated marble frown, 

And legiflators feem to think in ftone. 

Weftward, a fumptuous frontifpiece appear’d, 

@n Dorig pillars of white marble rear’d, 
Crown’d with an architrave of antique mold, 
And fculpture rifing on the roughen’d gold. 
In thaggy fpoils here Thefeus was beheld, 
And Perfeus dreadful with Minerva’s fhield: 
There great Alcides, flooping with his toi!, 
Refts on his club, and holds th’ Hefperian {poil : 
Here Orpheus fings; trees moving to the found 
Start from their roots, and form a fhade around : 
Amphion there the loud creating lyre 

Strikes, and behold a fudden ‘Thebes afpire | 
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IMITATIONS. 
That they wore molte away for heate, 
And not away with ftormes beate. 
Ver. 45. Yet part no injuries, &c.] 
> For on that other fide f fey 
Of that hill which northward ley, 
How it was written full of names 
Of folke, that had afore great fames, 
OF old time, and yet they were 
As frefh as men had written hem there 
‘That felf day, or that houre 
That { on hem gan to poure; 
But well J wifte what it made; 
It was conferved with the thade 
{All the writing that I fye) 
Of the caftle that ftoode on high, 
And flood eke in fo cald a.place, 
That heat mighs it not deface. 


TRANSLATIONS 


Cythzron’s echoes anfwer to his call, 
And half the mountain rolls into a wall 
"Yhere might you fee the lengthening fpires afcend, 
‘The domes fwell ap, the widening arches bend, go 
The growing towers like exhalations rife, ae 
And the huge columns heave into the fkies, 

“ "Phe eaftern front was gloriqus to behold, 
‘With diamond flaming, and Barbaric gold.: 
‘Vhere Ninus fhone, who fpread th’ Affyrian fame, 
And the great founder of the Perfianmame? ~ 
‘There in long rpbea thé royal Magi ftand, 
Grave. Zoroafter waves the circling wand : 
‘The fage Chaldeans rob'd in whits appear’d, 
Aud Brachmans, deep in defert weods rever’d, 100 
‘Vhefe lopp'd the moon, and call’d ‘th? unbody’d 

thades 
To midnight banquets in the glimmering glades; 
Made vifionary fabrics round them rife, ~ 
And airy {pectres fim before their eyes; 
Of Talifmans and Sigils knew the power, 
And careful watch’d the planetary hour.’ 
Superior, and alone, Confucius ftoed, i 
Who taught that ufeful fcience to be good. 
But on the fontti; a long majeftic race 
Of Egypt's priefts the gilded niches grace,  Y10 
Who meafur'd earth, defcrib’d the flarry {pheres, 
And trac’d the long records of lunér yeers. * 
High on his car Sefoftriv fruck my view, 
‘Whom fcepter’d faves in'gelden harnefs drew : 
His hands a bow and pointed javelin held; 
VMis giant Jincbs are arm’d in chains of gold. 
Between the ftatues obelifks were plac’d, 
And the learn’d walls with hicroglyphjcs grac'd. 
Of Gothic ftru@ure was the northern fide, 

O’erwrought with ornamentsof barbarous pride.r20 
‘There huge Coloffus rofe, with trophies crown'd, 
And Runic characters were grav'd around. 
"There fate Zamolxis with erected eyes, 
And Odin here in mimic trances dies, 








‘There on rade iron columns, {mear’d with’ blood, 


‘The horrid forms of Scythian heroes ftood- 
Druids and Bards (their once loud harps unftrung) 
And youths that dy’d to be by poets fung- 
Vhefe and a thoufand more of doub:ful fame, 
‘To whom old fables gave a lafting name. 

Jn ranks adorn’d the ternple's outward face ; 
"phe wall in luftre and effect hike glafs, 
“Which, o’er each object cafting various dyes, 
Enlarges fome, and others nnutiplies : 

Nor void of emblem was the myftic wall, 
For thus romantic Fame increafes all. 

‘The temple thakes, the founding gates unfold, 
‘Wide vaults yppear, and roofs of fretted gold : 
Rais'd on a thoufand pillars wreath’d around 
‘With laurel-foliage, and with eagles crown’d: 140 
Of bright tranfparent beryl were the walls, 
"The ireezes gold, and gold the capitals : 
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IMITATIONS. 
Wer. 13%. The walls in luttre, &c.] 
Ic thone lighter than a glafs, 
And made well more than it was, 
Aj kind of thing Fame is. 
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39 
As heaven with ftars, the roof with jewels glows, 
And ever-tiving tamps depend in-rew3B 2 = * 
Full in ‘the paflage of each fpacious gate, © 
The fage hiftorians in white garments ‘wai? 
Grav'd, o'er their feats the form of time was fonng 
His (cythe révers’d, and both his pinions bawnd * 
Within flood heroes, who through loud alariit’. 
In bloody fields purfued renown in arme, oe. 
High ofa throne with trophies charg'd I view'd’ 
The youth that all things bur himfelf fabdu'dj 
His feet on feeptres and tiaras trod, 
And his horn'd head bely’d the Libyan god. 
"There Cafar, grac’d with both Minervie thoes’ 
Cefar, the world’s great mafter, ‘and his ‘owsi- 
Unmov’d, faperior ftill in every ftate, : 
‘And {carce-détefted in ‘his country’s fate, 2 
Bug chief were thof¢, who not for empire fought,. 
‘But with their roilsthei¢ people’sfafety bonptitizoy 
High o'er the reft Eparnitiondas feed 5°" " 
‘Timoleon, glorious in ‘his brother's bloud ; 
Bold Scipio, faviour of the Roman flate; ‘ 
Great in his triumphs, in retirement great ; 
And wife Aurelius, in whofe well-taught ‘mi: 
With bonndlefs power unbounded virtue join'd, 
His own ftri&t judge, and patron of mankind. 

Much fuffering heroes next their honours 
Thofe of lef noify, and lefs guilty fame; 
Fair virtue's filent train: fupreme of thefe 
Here ever fhines the godlike Socrates; —_ 
He whom ungratefa] Athens could expel,” 
Atal} times juft, but when he fign'd the fhell 
Here his ‘abode the martyr'd Phocion claims, 
With Agis, not the laft of Spartan names > 
Unconquer'd Cato fhews the wound hetore, 
And Brutus his ill genius meeta'no more. 

But in the centre of the hollew’d choir, 
Six pompous columns o’ér the reft afpire ; 
Around the firine itfelf df fame they ftand,. 180 
Hold the chief honours, and the fame command: 
High on the firft, the mighty Homer fhone; 
Eternal Adamagit compos’d his throne, 
Father of verfe ! in holy fillets drett, 
His filver beard wav'd gently o’er his breatt; 
Though blind, a puldnefs in his looks appears s 
In years he feem’d, but not imipair’d by years. 
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* IMITATION 5. at 
Ver. 179. Six pompous columns, &c.J” 
From the dees many a pillere,  “ 
Of metal that fhone not full clere, &c, 
Upon a pillere faw I'ftonde 
‘That was of lede and iron fine, 
Him of the fect Saturnine, 
The Ebraicke Jofephus the ald, &c. 
Upon an iron pillere ftsong, 
‘That painted was all ehdlong, 
With tigers’ blood in every place, 
‘The Tholofan that hight Stace, 
That bear of Thebes up the name,-éc. 
4 Ver. 182. 
Full wonder high on a pillere 
Of iron, he the great Omer, 
And with him Daresand Titus, &e.- 


fo 


"The wart of Troy were round the pillar feen : 
Here fierce Tydites wounils the.Cyprian queen; 
Here Heétor gioriousffsom Patroclua’ fall, 
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Here fmiling Loves and Bacchanals appear, 
The Julian far and great Auguftus here: 


1go | The doves that round the infant poet fpread . 23@ 


‘Here dragg'd in yiumph ronod the-frojan wall. | Myrtles and bays, hung hovering o'er his head. 


Motion .and life did every part i e, 
Bold was.the work, and prov’d the mafter’s fire ; 
A ftrong expreffion moft he feem’d t’ affedt, 
And here-and there difcios’d 2 brave neglect. 
* A gekjen:cohumn next ip rank appear'd. 
On which a dhtine of pureft gold was reaz’d ; 
Finifh’d che whole, and labour’d every part, 
Wich patient touches of unwearied art: 
"Phe Mantuan there in fober triumph fat, 
Compos'd his pofture, and his look fedate ; 
On Homer {till he fix'da reverend eye, 
Gavat without pride, ir modeft majefty. 
In living Sculpture on the fides were fpread 
‘The Latian wars, and haughty Tornus dead ; 
Eliza ftretcl'd upon the funeral pyre, 
Breas bending with hie agud fire = 
‘Troy flan'd in burning gold, and o’er the throne 
Aprtag end the man in golden cyphers fhone, 
‘Four fwans futtain a car ot filver bright, 210 
mh beads advanc’d, and pinions ftretch’d for 
"flight: * : 
Bere, like iome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 
And {eem'd to labour with th’ infpiring God. 
Acrots the harp a carclefs hand he flings, * 
And boldly finks into'the founding ftrings, 
"The figur’d games of Greece the column grace, 
Neprume and Jove furvey the rapid race, 
Che youths haug o'er their chariots as they run ; 
‘The fiery ftecds feem ftdrting from the ftone; ~ 
‘The champions in diftorted poftures threat; 220 
And all «ppear’a irregularly great. ag 
Here happy Horace tun’d th’ Aufonian lyre 
‘To (weeter feuds, and temper’d Pindar's fires 
Bleas'd with Algcaus’ manly rage t’ infufe 
The fufter fpirit .£ he Sapphic mufe. 
, The polift’d pillar different fculpcures grace ; 
A work outlafting monumental brafs. t 
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IMITATIONS, 
: Ver. 196 &e. 
‘There faw I ftand on a pillere 
‘That was of tinned iron cleere, 
The Latin poet Virgilye, « 
"That hath bore up of a great while 
‘The iame of pious Aineas : 

And next him on 4 pillere was 
Of copper, Venus? clerke Ovide, 
‘That hath fowen wondrous wide 
"The great god of tove’s fame— 

Tho faw t ona'piliere by 
Of iron wrought full Reraly, 

The great poet Dan Lucan, 

That un his fhoulders bore up then 
As hye as that J might fee, 

The fame of Julius and Pompee. 

And next him.on a pillere ftode 
Of fulphure, like’as he were wode, 
Dan Cliudian. fo the far to tell, 
‘That bare pp ali the fame of bell, &e. 


Here, ina fhrine that caft a dazzling light, 
State fix’d in thought the mighty Stagyrite 5 
His facred head.a radiant Zodiac crown'd, 
And various animals his fides furround; 
His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 
Superior worlds, and look ail:natuce through, 
With equal rays immortal Tally hone, 
The Boman roftra deck’d the conful’s throne: 
Gathering his flowing robe, he feem’d to ftand 240 
In ad to fpeak, and gracefal ftretch'd his hand. 
Behind, Rome’s genius waits with civic crowns, 
And the. great father of his country owns, 
Thefe maffy columns in a circle rife, 
O’er which 2 pompous dome invades the skies 3 
Scarce to the top I ftretch'd my aching fight, 
So large it {pread, and fwetl’d to fuch a height. 
Full in the midft proud Fame's imperial feat 
With jewels blaz'd, magnificiently great; 
The vivid emeraids there revive the eye, 
‘The flaming rubies thew their fanguine dye, 
Bright azure rays from lively fapphires ftream, 
And lucid amber cafts a golden gleam. 
With various-colour’d hight the pavement fhone, 
And all on fire appear’d the glowing throne ; 
The dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 
When on the goddefs firft I cat my fight, . 
Scarce feem’d her ftatue of a cubit's height; 
But fwell’d to larger fize, the mofe I gaz'd, 260 
Till to the roof her towering front the rais’d. 
With her, the Temple every moment grew, 
And ampler viftas open’d to my view : 
Upward the columns foot, the roofs afcend, 
And arehes widen, and lung aifles extend. 
Such was her form, as ancient bards have told, 
Wings raife her arms, and wings her feet infold; 
A thoufand bufy tongues the goddefs bears, 
‘Andthonfand open eyes, and thoufand liftening ears. 
Beneath, in order rang’d, the tuneful nine = 270 
(Her yirgin handmaids) ftill attend the fhrine : 


a5Q 


| With eyes on Fame for ever fix'd, they fing; 


For Fame they raife the voice, and tane the ftring, 
With time's firft birth began the heavenly lays. 
And laft, eternal, through the length/of days. 





IMITATIONS, 

Ver. 259. Scarce feem'd her itature, &c. 

Methought that the was fo lite, 

That the length of a cubite 

‘Was longer than fhe feemed be; 

But thus foone in a while fhe, 

Her felfe tho wonderly ftraight, 

That with her fect the the carth right, 

And with her head fhe touchyd heaven-— 
Ver. 270, Beneath, ip order rang’d, &c.) 

{ heard about her throne y-fung 

‘That all the palays walls rung, 

Sv fung the mighty mufe, fhe 

‘That cleped is Cailiope, 

And her feven fdsis tke- 


TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS. 


Around thefe wonders as ¥ caft a look, 
The trumpet founded, and the temple 
And all the nations, {ummon’d at the call, 
From different quarters fill the crowded hall : 
Of various tengucs the mingled founds were 
heard 5 7 a 
In various garbs promifcuous throngs appear’d ; 
Thick as the bees, that with the {pring renew 
‘Their flowery toils, and fip the fragrant dew, 
* When the wing’d colonies firft tempt the iky, 
O'er dutky fields and fhaded waters fly, 
Or, fettling, feize the fweets the bloffoms yield, 
Anda low murmur runs along the field. 
Millions of fuppliant crowds the fhrine attend, 
And all degrees before the goddefs bend ; 
The poor, th¢ rich, the valiant, ané the fage, 290 
And boafting youth, and narrative old age. 
Their pleas were different, thew requeit the fame ; 
For good and bad alike are fond of Fame. 
Some the difgrac’d, arid fome with honours crown’d; 
Unlike fucceffes equal merits found, 
"Thus her blind fitter, fickle Fortune, reigns, 
And undifcerning f{eatters crowns and chains. 
Firft at the fhrine che learned world appear, 
And tothe goddets thus prefer their prayer. 
Long have we fought t’ mitrué and pleafe man- 
kind, ‘ 300 
‘With ftudies pale, with midnight vigils blind; . 
But thank’d by few, rewarded yet by none, 
‘We here appeal to thy fuperior throne : 
On wit and learning the juft prize beftow, 
For Fame is all we muft expect below. 
‘The goddefs heard, and bade the mufes raife 
The golden trumpet of eternal praife : 
From pole to pole the winds diffufe the found, 
‘That fills the circuit of the world around ; 
Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud; 3170 
The notes at firft were rather {weet than leud : 
By juft degrees they every moment rife, 
Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the fkfes. 
At every breath were balmy odours fhed, 
Which itill grew fweeter, as they wider fpread ; 
Lefs fragrane-fcents th’ unfolding rofe exhales, 
Or {pices breathing-in Arabian gales. 





IMITATIONS. 

Ver, 276. Around thefe wonders, &c.] 
heard a noife approachen blive, 
That far'd as bees done in a hive, - 
Again her time of out. flying, 
Right fuch a manere murmuring, 
For all the world it feemed me, 
Tho gan t look about and fee 
‘That there came entering into th’ hall, 
A right great company withal ; 
And that of fundry regions, 
Of all kind of conditiuns, &c.— 

Ver. 294. Some the dilgrac’d, &e] 
Avd fome of them fhe granted fone, 
And fome the warned well ard fair, 
And fome the grantcd the contrair— 
Right-as her fifter. dame Fortune 
Js wont to ferve in commune, 


6s: 

Next thefe the good and juft, anawful train, -. 
Thos on their knees addrefs the facred fape. 
Since living virtue is with envy curs'd, © 
And the beft men are treated like the wort, 
Do thou, juft godde&, call eur its forth, © 
And give cach deed th’ exad intrinfic worth. 
Not with bare juttice shall your act be crows'd 
(Said Fame) but high above.defert renown’d’s:« 
Let fuller notes th’ applauding world amaze, ° 
And the lond clarion labour in your praife. 

This band difmifs’d, behold another crowd 
Preferr’d the fame requeft, and lowly bow’d; 
The conftant tenor of whofe well-fpent days 333° 
No lefs deferv’d a juft return of praife. ‘ 
But ftraight the direfol rump ol flander founds 5 
Through the big domethe doubling thunder boundss- 
Loud as the bur of cannon rends the fkies,.;.  * 
The dire report through every region flies, : 
Inevery ear inceflant ramours rang, 
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“And gathering feandals grew on every tongue, 


From the black trampet’s rufty concave. broke-, 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling fmoke.2-& 
The poifonous vapour blots the purple ikies, -340 
And withers all before it as it flies. a 
A troop came next, who crowns and armour 
wore, ged 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore: 





ry 
IMITATIONS, 
Ver, 318.. The good and juit, &c.} 
‘Tho came the third companye, 
And gan up tothe deesto hye, >, 
And down on knees they feli anone, 
Arid faiden : We been everichone 
Folke that han full truely’ ~ 
Deferved fame right-fully, 
And prayen you it might be knowe 
Right as it is, and forth blowe 
I grant, quoth fhe, for now we lift 
That your good works fhall be wift. 
And yet ye fhall have better loos, 
Right in defpite of all, your foos, 
‘Than worthy is. and that anone, 
Lettow (quoth fhe) thy trump gone— 
And certes all the breath that went 
Out of his trump’s mouth fmel’d 
As,men a pot of baumeheld |. 
Among a bafker full of rofes2— .. 
. 328, 338. Behold another crowd, ke 
From the black trumpet’s rufty, &e.] 
Therewithal there came anone 
Another huge companye 
Of gnod folke— : 
What did this Eolus, but he 
Took out his trump of brafa, 
‘That fouler than tie devil was: 
And gan his trump for to blowe, 
Asall the world fhould overthrowe; 
‘Throughou: every regione 
Went this fou} (rumpet’s foune 
Swift asa pelle: out of a gunne, 
When fire isin the powder ranne. 
And fuch a fmoke gan out wende, 
Out of the foul trumpet’s ende—ke. 


Ve 
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For thee (they ery'd) atnidit alarma and ftrife, 
‘We fail'd in tempefts down the ftream of life ; 
Forthee whole aztionsfill’d with fates and blood. 
‘And fwam to etpire through the purple flood. 
Thofe ills we dar’d, thy infpiration ows 5 
What virtue feem’d was done for thee alone. 
‘Ambitious fools! (the queen reply'd,.atd frown’d) 
Be alt your agts in dark oblivion drown’d; 354 
‘There ficep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 
Your ftataes moulder'd, afd your names unknown! 
‘A fudden cloud straight fnatch’d them from my 
fight; ; 
And. ey majeftic phantom funk in night. 

‘Thea came the fonalleft tribe I yet had feen 5 
Plain was their,drefs, and modeft was their mien. 
‘Great idol of mankind! we neither claim 
‘The praife of mecit, nor afpire to fame ! 

But, fafe in deferts from th’ applaufe of men, 360 
Would die unheard-of, as we liv’d unfeen. 
*Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from fight 
"Thofe ads of goodnefs which themfelves requite. 
O let us fti!) the fecret joy partake, 
To follow vittuc ew'n for virtue’s fake. 

wand live there men, who flight immortal fame? 
Who then with incenfe fhall adore our name? 
But, mortals! know, ’tis ftill our greateft pride, 
"To blaze thofe virtues which the good would hide. 
Rife! mules, rife ! add all your tuneful breath ; 370 
"Thefe muft not fleep in darksefs and in death, 
She faid . in air the trembling mufic floats, 
And on the winds triumphant fwell the notes ; 
So foft, though high, fo loud, and yet fo clear, 
Ey'n liftening angels fean from heaven to hear: 
To fartheft thores th’ ambrofial fpirit flies, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the fkies. 
Next thefe a youthful train their vows exprefs'd, 
With feathers crown'd, with gay embroidery 

drefe'd : 

Hither, they cry’d, dire& your eyes, and fee 380 
The men of pleafure, drefs, and gallantry ; 


Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and playss 
Sprightly our nights, polite are all our-days ; 
Courts we frequent, where *tis our pleafing care 
‘To pay due vifits, and addrefs the fair : 
In fad, *1i8 true, no nymph we could perfuade, 
But ftill in fancy vanquith’d every maid ; 
Of unknown’ duchefles lewd tales we tell, 
Yet, would the world believe us, all were well. 
‘The joy let others have, andwethe name, 389+ 
And what we want in pleafure, grant in fame. 
‘The queen affents, the trumpet rends the fkies, 
‘And at cach blatta lady's hohour dies. — [pref 
Pleas’d with the ftrange fuccefs, vaft numbers 
Around the fhrine; and made the fame requeft : 
‘What you (fhg cry’), unlearn’d inarts to pleafe, 
Staves to yourfelves, and even fatigued with cafe, 
Who lofe a length of undeferving days, 
Would you ufurp the lover’s dear-bought praife ? 
To juft contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall, 400 
The people’s fable, and the fcorn of all. 
Straight the black clarion fends a horrid found, 
Lond laughs burft out, and bitter feoffs fly round, 
Whifpers arc heard, with taunts reviling loud, 
Ana fcornful hiffes run through all the crowd. 
Latt, thofe who boaft of mighty mifchiefs done, 
Enflave their country, or ufurp a throne ; 
Gr who their glory’s dire foundation lay’d 
On fovereigns rvin’d, or on friends betray’d 5 
Calm, thinking villains, whom no faith could 
410 































fix, 
Of crooked counfels and dark politics 5 
OF thefe a gloomy tribe furround the throne, 
And beg to make th’ immortal treafons known. 
‘:aé trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 
With fparks that feem’d to fet the world on fire. 
At the dread found, pale mortals ftood aghaft, 
‘And ftartled nature trembled with the blaft. 
This having heard and feen, fone power un> 
known [the throne, 
Straight chang’d the feene, and {natch’d me {rors 





a 


IMITATIONS. 
In his golden clarioune, 
Through the world went the fonne, 
All fo kindly, and eke fo foft, 
‘That ther fame was blown aloft. 
Ver. 406. Laft, thofe who boaft of mighty, &c.] 
"Yho came another companye, 
That had: y-done the treachery, &e. 
Ver. 418. This having heard and feen. &e.J 
The {cene here changes from the Temple of Famie, 
to that of Rumour, which is almoft catirely Chau~ 
cer's. The particulars follow. 
‘Tho faw I ftonde in a valey, 

Under the caftle faft by 

Ahoufe, that Domus Dedali 

‘That Labyrinthus cleped is 

Nas made fo wonderly 1 wis, 

Ne half fo queintly y-wrought ! 

‘And evermo aa fwift as thought, 

‘This queint houfe about went, 

"That never more it till flent— 
, And eke this honfe hath of entrees, - 

As many as leaves are on trees 


IMITATIONS, . 
‘Ver. 356. Then came the {malleft, &o.] 

I faw anone the fifth route, 

"That to this lady gan loute, 

And downe on knees anone to fall, 

‘And to her they befoughten all, 

'To hiden their good works eke. 

And faid, they yeve not a Icke 

For no fame ne fuch renowne ; 

For they for contemplacyoune, 

‘And Goddes love had it wrought, 

Ne of fame would they ought. 
‘What, quoth fhe, and be ye wood? 

And ween ye for to do good, 

‘And for to have it of no fame? 

Mave ye defpite to have my name? 

Nay ye fhall lien everichone : 

Blow thy trump, and that anone 

{Quoth the) thou Eolus, | hote, 

And ring thefe folks works by rote, 

"That all the world may of it heare; 

And he gan blow their loos fo cleare, 


TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS. 


Before my view appear’d a ftructure fair, 470 
Its fite uncertain, if in earth or air; . 
With rapid motion turn’d the manfion round; 
With ceafelefs noife the ringing walls refound: 
Nort lefsin number were the {pacious doors, 

- "Than leaves on trees, or fands upon the fhores ; 
Which ftill unfolded ftand, by night, by day, 
Pervious to winds, and open every way. 

As flames by natare to the fies afcend, 

As weighty bodies to the centre tend, 

As to the fea returning rivers roll, 

And the touch'’d needle trembles to the pole; 

Hither as to their proper place, arife 

All various founds from earth, and feas, and ikies, 

Or fpoke aloud, or whifper’d in the ear 5 

Nor ever filence, reft, or peace, is here. 

As on the fmooth expanfe of cryftal lakes 

The finking ftone at firft a circle makes; 

"The trembling furface, by the motion ftirr’d, 

Spreads in a fecond circle, then a third; 

Wide, and more wide, the floating rings ad- 
vance, 440 

Fill all the watery plain, and to the margin dance : 

Thus every voice and found, when firft they break, 

On neighbouring ira foft impreffion make ; 

Another ambient circle then they move ; 

‘That, in its turn, impels the next above; 

Throvgh undulating air the founds are fent, 

And Spread o'er all the fluid element. 

There various news I heard of love and ftrife, 
Of peace and war, health, ficknefs, death, and life, 
Of lofs and gain, of famine and of ftore, 450 
Of ftorms at fea, and travels on the fhore, 

Of prodigies, and portents feen in air, 

Of fires and plagues, and ftars with blazing hair, 
Of turns of fortune, changes in the ftate, 

The falls of favourites, projects of the great, 

Of old mifmanagements, taxations new : 

All neither wholly falfe, nor wholly true. 
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IMITATIONS. 
Tu fummer, when they ben grene ; 
And in the roof yet men may fene 
A thoufand hoels and well mo 
‘No letten the forne out-go ; 
And by day in every tide, 
Ben all the doors open wide, 
And by vight each one unthet ; 
No porter ts there one to let, 
No manner tydings in to pace $ 
Ne never reli ig m that place. 
448. ‘There various news I heard, &c.] 
Of werres, of peace, of marriages, 
Of reft, of labour, of voyages, 
_ Of abode, uf dethe, and of life, 
Of love and hate, accord and ftrife, 
OF lofs, of lore, and of winnings, 
Of hele, of ficknefs, and lefiugs, 
Of divers tranfmutations, 
Of citates and eke of regions, 
Of truft, of dred, of jealoufy, 
Of wit, of winning, and of folly, 
OF good, or had government, 
Of fire, and of divers acctderst. 





Above, below, without, within, around, ; 
Confus’d, unnumber'd multitudes are foud, 
Who pafs, repafs, advance, and glide away’; 
Hofts rais'd by fear, and phantomeof a day: 
Aftrolegers, that future fates forefhew, 
Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few ; 
And priefts, and party zealots, numerous bands 
With home-bora lies, or tales from foreign lands¥ 
Each talk’d aloud, or in fome fecret place, 

And wild impatience ftar’d in every face, 

‘Fhe flying rumours gather’d as theyroll’d, + 
Scarce any tale was fooner heard than told s 

And all who told*it added fomething new, ot 








And all who heard it made enlargements too, 

In every ear it fpread, on every tongue it grew; 

Thus flying eaft and weft, and north and fonth,. ~ 

Newstravell'd withincreafe from mouth to mauth, 

So from a fpark, that kindled fir hy chante, * 

With gathering force the quickening flames ad=i' 
‘vance ; : tees OE 

Till to the clouds their curling heads. afpite, 

And towers and temples fink in fldads of fire. 

When thus ripe lies are to perfeGion fprung, 
Fult grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 48. 
Through thoufand vents, impatient, forth they” 
jow, : 

And rufh in millions on the world below, 

Fame fits aloft, and points them. out their courfe,: ‘ 

Their date determines, and prefcribes their force's: 

Some to remain, and fome to perith foon; 

Or wane and wax alternate like the moon, 

Around, a thoufand winged wonders fly, ; 

Borne by the trumpet’s blatt, and fcatter’d through" 
the fky. ‘ 

There, at one paflage, oft -you might furvey 
A lie and truth contending for the way ; 4go" 











IMITATIONS. , 
Ver. 458. Above, below, without, within, &c.J 
But fuch a grete congregation 
Of folke as t faw roame about, 
Some wi 





in, and fome, without, 
ot feen, ne hall be eft— 
And every wight that I faw, there 
Rowned everich in others ear 
A new tyding privily, 
Or clfe he told it openly 
Right thus, and faid, Knowft not thoa'‘- 
That is betide to-night now? 
No, quoth he, rell me what? 
And then he told him this and that, &c. 
‘Thus north and fouth 
Went every tyding from mouth to mouth. 
And that encreafing evermo, 
As fice is wont to quicken and go 
From a fparkle {prong amifs, 
‘Till all the citee brent up is. 
er. 489. Therc, at one paflage, &c.] ° 
And fometime | faw there at once, 
A lcifing and a fad footh faw 
‘That gonnen at adventure draw 
Ont of a window'forth to pace— 
And no man, be he ever fo wrothe, 
Shall have one of thefe two, but bothe, ke 








6 oe 
And long "twas doubtful, both fo clofely pent, 
‘Which firft thould iffue througli the narrow vent: 
At Jalt agreed, together out they fly, 

Infeparable roy, the truth and fie ; 


The ftri& companions are for ever join’d, . 
And this or that unmisx’d, no mortal e’er fhail 
find, 


‘While thus I ftood, intent to fee and hear, 
One came, methought, and whifper’d in my car: 
‘What could thus high thy rath ambition raife ? 
&xt thoy, fond youth, a candidate for praife? 500 

*Tis- true; faid Tj not void of hopes 1 came, 

For who fo.fond as youthful bards: of fame! 
But few, alas! the cafual bkfling boaft, 

So hard to gain, fo eafy to be loi. - 

‘How vain that fecond life in others breath, 
‘Th’ efate which wits inherit after death ! 

* Rlafe, health, and life, for this they mutt refign, 
(Unfure the tenure; but how ¢aft the fine!) 

‘The great man’s curfe, without the gains, endure, 
Be envy'd, wretchéd, and 'be flatter’d, poor; 510 
All hicklefs wits their enemies profett, 

And all fuccefsful, jealous friends at beft. 

Mor Pame t flight, not for her favours call ¢ 

She comes unlook’d-for, if the comes at all. 

But if the purchafe cofts fo dear a price 
AsfoothingTolly, or exalting vice : 

Oh! if the mufe muft flatter lawlefa fway, 

And follow ftill where fortune leads the way ; 
Or if no bafis bear my rifing name, 

. But the fall’n ruins of another's fame ; 520 
‘Then, teach me, heaven ! to fcorn the guilty bays, 
Drive from my breaft that wretched lutt of praife; 
‘Unblemith’d Jet me live, or die unknown : 

Oh, grant an honeft fame, or gYant me none! 


pa 
JANUARY AND MAY: 


ok, 
THE MERCHANT'S TALE. 


FROM CHAUCER. 


‘Tagre liv'’d in Lombardy, as authors write, 

In days of old, a wife and worthy knight; 

OF gentle manners, as of generous race, 

Bleft with much fenfe, more riches, and fome 

grace; ° 

‘Yet, led aftray by Venus’ foft delights, 

He {carce could rule fome idie appetices: 

For long age, let priefts fay what they could, 

‘Weak finful laymen were but flefh and blood. 
But in due time, when fixty years were o’er, - 

He vow'd to lead this vicious life no more : 

‘Whether pure holinefa infpir’d him forth to wed, 

Or dotage turn’d his brain, is hard to find ; 

But his high courage prick’d him forth to wed, 

And try the pleafures of a lawful bed. 

This was his nightly dream, his daily care, 

And to the heavenly powers his conftant prayer, 

Once sre he dy'd, to tafte the dlifstul life 

Of a kind hufband and a loving wife, 
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Thefe thoughts he fortify’d with reafons fill, 
(For none want reafons to confirm their will). 
Grave authors fay, and witty poets fing, 
That heneft wedlock is a glorious thing : 
But depth of judgment moft in him appears, 
Who wifely weds in his maturer years, 
Then let him choofe 2 damfel young and fair, 
To blefs his age, and bring a worthy heir; 
To foothe his cares, and, free from noife and ftrife, 
Condué him gently to the verge of life. 
Let finful bachelors their woes deplore, 
Full well they mefit all they feel; and more : 
Unaw'd by precepts huthan or divine, 
Like birds and beafts promifcaoufly they join: 
Nor know to make the prefent blefling laft, 
To hope the future, or efteem the paft : 
But vainly boaft:the joys they riever try’d, 
And find divulg’d the fecrets they would hide, 
The marry’d man may bear his yoke with eafe, 
Secure at once himfelP anid heaven to pleafe ; 
And pafs Kis inoffentive hours away, 
In blifs all night, and innocence all day: [mains, 
Though fortune change, his coriftant {poufe ree 
Augments his joys, or mitigates his pairis. 

But what fo pure, which envidus tongues will 

{pare ? 

Some wicked wits have libell'd all the fair. 
With matchlefs impudence they ftyle a wife 
The dear-bought curfe, and liwful plague of life ¢ 
A bofom-ferpent, a domeftic evil, 
A night invafion, and a mid-day devil. 
Let not the wife thefe landerous words regard, 
But curfe thé bones of every lying bard, 
All other goods by fortune’s hand are given, 
A wife is the peculiar gift of heaven. 
Vain fortnne’s favours, never at 2 flay, 
Like empty fhadows, pafs, and glide away; 
One fotid comfort, our eternal wife, 
Abundantly fupplies us all our life : 
This blefling lafts (if thofe who try fay true) 
As long as heart can wifh—and longer too. 

Our grandfire Adam, ere of Eve poffefa’d, 
Alone, and ev’n in paradife unblefe’d,  ” 

With mourtful looks the blifeful feenes furvey'd, 
And wander’d in the folitary fhade: 

The Maker faw, took pity, and beftow'd 
‘Woman, the aft, the Left referv'd of God. 

A wife! ah, gentle deities, can he 

That has a wife, e’er feel adverfity ? 

Would men but follow what the fex advife, 

Ali things would profper, all the world grow wile. 
'Twas by Rebecca’s aid that Jacob won 

His father’s bleffing from an elder fon : 
Abufive Nabal ow’d his forfeit life 

To the wife condu& of a prudent wife: 

Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews thew, 

Prelerv'd the Jews, and flew th’ Affyrian foe: 
At Hefter’s fuit, the perfecuting fword 

Was fheath’d, and Hrael liv’d to blefs the Lord. 

‘Thefe weighty motives, January the fage 
Matarely ponder’d in his riper age ; 

And, charm’d with virtuous joys and fober life, ~ 
Would try that Chriflian comfort, call’d a wife. 
Uis friends were fummon’d on a point fo nice, 
To pafs their judgment, and to give advice; 


Bat fix'd before, and well refolv'd was he; 
(Ad men'that afk advice are wontto be). 

+ My friends, he cry’ (and caft’s mpurnful took 
Around the room, and figh'd before he {poke} ; 
Beneath the weight of threefeore years 1 bend, _ 
And worn with cares,. and haftening to my end; 
How J have liv’d, alas! you kntow too well, 

In worldly follies, which I-blufh to cell; +, 
But gracious beaven has ope’d my cy¢s at aft, 
With due regret 1 view my vices paft, 
. And, as the precept of the church decrees, 
Will take a wife, anc liye in-holy cafe. © := 
But, fince by counfel all things fhauld. be done, - 
And many heads-ace avifer ftill than one; 
Choofe you for mé, who bett thall be content 
When my defire’s approv’d:by. your content. 
One caution yet isnecdénl to be told... 
To guide your ¢hoice; this wife. myft not be old: 
Theré goes a faying, and "twas threwdly Said 
Old fifn'ae table, but young fleth in bed. 
My foul abhors the caftelets, dry embrace 
Of a flale virgin with a winter face: i 
in that cold feafon love bot tréats his gueft - .; 
‘With bean-ftraw, and teugh forage at the beft. 
No crafty, widows fhall approach. my bed; 
Thofe are too wife for bachelors.ta wed; 
As fubtle clerks by many {chools are. made, . ° 
‘Twice narry’d dames are mifireftes o° th’ trade: 
But young and tender virgins, rul’d with eafe, 
We torm like wax, and mould them as we pleafe. 
Conceive me, Sirs, nor-take my fenfe anf; 
“Tis, what concerns my foul’s eteraal blifs = 
Since if { found no pleafure in my fpoufe, E 
As ficth iy frail, and who (God help me) knows? 
"Then thould 1 live in fewd adultery, — 
And fink downright to Satan when f die. 
Or were { gars’d with an unfruitfal bed, 
“The righteous end were loft, for which I wed 5 
To raife up feed to blefs the powers above, 
And not for pleafure only, or for love 
Fhink not J doats ‘tis. time to take a wife,, 
When vigorous blood forbids a chatter life ; 
Vhofe that are bleft with. {tore of grace divine, 
Muy live like faints, by heaven’s confent and mine, 
And fince t fpewk af wedlock, let me fay, 
(As thank my iturs, in madeft cruth 1 may) 
My lisibs are adlive, Rif P’m found at heart, 
Anda new v ings in every part. 
loft, though time has fhed 
“Lhefe reverend honours oa ny head ; J 
‘Thus trees are crown'd with bloffoms white as 
. tnow, 
The vital fap then rifing from below + 
O'd as Tam, my lutty limbs appear 
Like winter greens, that flourith all the year. 
Now, Sirs, you know to what | ftand inciin’d, 
Let every friend with freedom fpeak his mind, 

He faid; the reft in different parts divide ; 

‘Ths knotty point was urg’d on either fide + 

‘Marriage, the theme on which they all declaim'd, 

Some prais’d with wit,and fome with reafon blam’d; 
, what with proofs, objedtions, and replivs, 

h wondrous potitive, and wondrous wile, 

fell between his brozhers a debate, 

cali'd, and Jaftin that. 


























TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS, 


2&5 


Firft-to the knight Placebo thus begun ” 
(Mild were his looks, and pleafing was-his tone}: 
Such predence, Sir, in all your worde appears, .; 
As plainly proves. experience dwells with, ‘feared 
Yet you purfue fage Solomon’s advice : 
To work by counfel when affairs are. nite 
But, with the wife man’s leave, } muft proteff, 
So may my foul arrive at eafe and reft 
As ftill | hold four own advice the beft. - 

_ Sir, [have liv’d a courtier all my days, _ 
And ftudy’d mem, their manners, and Heir ways 
And have obferv’d this ufeful maxim fill, : 
Ta let my betters always have their will: 

Nay, if my lord affirm'd that black wus white, 
My word was this; Your honour’s iti the right. 
Th’ affaming wit, who decms hinifelf fo wife, 

As his miftakea patron to aq; me 
Let him not dace to yent hi 
A noble fool was never in a fade... 
This, Sir, affedts nat-you, whole every word... 
Is weigh'd with judgment, aad befits a lotd't 
Your will is mine ; and is (1 will maintain) 
Pleafing to God, and fhould be fo to man ! 

At leaft, your courage all the world mutt praife, 
Who dare to wed in your declining days, _ 
Indulge the vigour of yout mouating blood, _ 
And let grey fools be indolently good 

Who, paft all pleafure, damn the joys ,of fenfey 
With reverend dulnefs, and grave impotence. 

Justin, who filent fat, and heard the man, 
Thus, with a philofophic frowu, begat. 

A heathen author of the firtt degr 
(Who, though not faith, had fenfe as well: 
Bid’ us be, certain atte concerns to truft - 
Yo thofe of generous principles and jult. - 

The yenture's greater, UI! prefaine to fay, 
To give your perfon, than your goods away ; 
And therefore, Sir, as you régard your reit, 
Firft learn your tady’s qualities at leaft : : 
Whether fhe’s chafte or rampant, proud or civil, 
Meck as a faint, or haughty as the devil; 
Whether an eafy, fond, familiar fool, 
Or fuch a wit as no man e’er can rule. 
‘Lis trne, perfection none muft hope to find 
In all this world, much lefs in womankind ; 
But if her, virtues prove the larger thare, 
Biefs the kind fates, and think your fortune rare. 
Ab, gentle Sir, take wariing of 4 friend, , sy 
Who knows too well the ftate you: thus. cammendy 
And, fpite of all his praifes, muf declare, 
All he can find is bondage, coi, and. care, 
Heaven knows, | thed fuil many a private tear, , 
And figh in filence, left che world thould heay ! 
White all my friends applaud ply, Blifeful life, 
And {wear no mortal’s Rapier in a wife 5 
Demure and chafte as any veftalnun, 
‘The meckeft creature that beholds the fun 
Bat, by th’ immortal powers, I feel the pain, 
And he that ftaarts hus reafon to complain, - 
Ba what ye lift, for me; you mutt be fage,: 
And cautious fure; for wifdom is in'age: ._ 
But at thefe years, co venture on the fair; 
By him who made the ocean, earth, and airy 
To pleafe a wife, when her occafivns gall, 
Would bufy the mott vigorous of tvs dik 

& 
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* And truft me, Sir, the chafteft you can choofe - 
Will afk obfervance, and exact her dues. 
¥f what I {peak my noble lord offend, 
My tedjous fermon here is at an end. 
Tig well, ’tis:wond’rous well, the knight re- 


2 plies, 

‘Mott. worthy kinfman, faith you're mighty wife ! 
| We, Sirs, are fools, and muft refign the caufe 

"Ta heathenifh authors, proverbs, and old faws. 
He fpoke with fcorn, and turn’d another way :— 
‘What does my friend, my dear Placebo fay? 

T fay, quoth he, by heaven the man’s to blame, 

“T’o flander:wives, and wedlock’s holy name. 
vat this the council rofe, without delay ; 
Fach, in his own opinion, went his way 5 
‘With full confent, that, all difputes appeas’d, 
‘The koight thould matry, when and where he 
pleas'd. 

Who now but January exults with joy ? 

» "The charms of wedlock all his foul employ ; 
Bach nymph by turns his wavering mind polfeft, 
‘And reign’d the short-liv’d tyrant of. his breatt ; 
‘While fancy pidtur’d every lively part, 

And each bright image wander’d o'er his heart. 
Thus, in fome public forum fix’d on high, 

A mirror fhews the figurca moving by ; 

Still one by one, in fwitt fucceffion, pals 

"The gliding shadows o'er the polith’d glafs. 
"This lady’s charms the niceft could not blame. 
But vile fufpictons had, afpers’d her fame; 

"That was with fente, but uot with virtue bleft ; 

| And one had grace that wanted a'l the reft. 
sede long what nymph he fhould obey, 

¢ fix’d at laft upon the youthful May. 

‘Her faults he knew not, Love is always blind, 
But every charm revolv’d within his mind : 

» Her tender age, her for divinely fair, 
‘Her eafy. motion, her attractive air, 
Her fweet behaviour, her enchanting face, 
Her moving foftnels, and majeftic grace. 

Much in his prudence did our knight rejoice, 
And thought no mortal could difpute his choice : 
Once more in hafte he {ummon'd every friend, 
‘Ana told them ail, their pains were at an end. 
Heaven, that (faid he) inipir’d me firft to wed, 
Provides a conicrt worthy of my bed: 

Let none oppofe th’ e'eciicn, fines dn this 
Depends my quiet, and my furure blifs, 

A dame there isthe darling of my cyes, 
Young, beaurcous, artlels, innocent, and wife 5 
Chafte, though not rich; and, though uot nobly 
: born, 

Of honett parents. and may ferve my turn. 
Her will bwed, if. gracious Heaven fo pleafe, 
To pals my age-in fanctity and evfe; 

| And thank the powers, | may poflets alone 
The lovely prize, and fLure my bois with none : 
Wy a, my tends, this virgin cam precure, 

My joys are full, my happsiels is hurc 

One oply doubt rema.rs: Ful) oft P've heard, + 
By caiuitls grave, and deep dives averrd, 
*Phut ’tis toe much for human race to know 

» Eh. blils of heaven above, and earth below. 
Now jhould the nuptial plealures prove to great, 
"Ee match the bleilings of the fuvure diate, 
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Thofe endlefs joys were ill-exchang’d for thefe § 
Then clear this doubt, and fet my mind at eafe. 
This Juttin heard, nor cculd his fpleent controul, 
Touch’d to the quick, and tickled at the foul. 
Sir Knight, he cry’d, if this be all you dread, 
Heaven put it pat your doubt, whene’er you weds 
‘Andto my fervent prayers fo far conf€nt, 
‘That, ere the rites are o'er, you may repent ! 
Good Heaven, no doubt, the nuptial ftate approves, 
Since it chattifes still what beft it loves. 
Then be not, Sir, abandon'd to defpair ; + 
Seek, and perhaps you'll find among the fair, i 
One that may do your bufinefs to a hair; 
Not ev’n in with, your happinefs delay, 3 
But prove the feourge to lafh you on your way = 
Then to the ikies your mounting foul fhalk go, 
Swift as an arrow foaring from the bow ! 
Provided ftill you moderate your joy, 
Nor in your pleafures all-your might employ, 
Let reafon’s rule your ftrong defires abate, 
Nor pleafe too lavithly your gentle mate. 
Old wives there are, of judgment moft acute, 
Who folve thofe queftions beyond all difpute ; 
Confult with thofe, and be of better cheer; 
Marry, do penance, and difmifs your fear. 
So fuid, they refe, nor more the work delay’d 5 
The match was offer'd, the propofals made. 
‘The parents, you may think, would {von comply, 
‘Vhe old have intereft ever in their eye. 
Nor wasit hard to move the lady’s mind ; 
When fortune favours, fill the fair are kind, 
1 pafs cach previous fettlement and deed, 
Teo long for me to write, or you to read; 
Nor will with quaint impertinence difplay 
The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array. 
The time approach’d, to hutch the partics went, 
At once with carnal and devout intent + 
Forth came the prieft, and bade th’ obedient wife 
Like Sarah or Rebecca lead her life 5 
Then pray'd the powers the fruitful bed to blefs, 
And made all fure enough with holinefs. 
And now the palace gates are open’d wide, 
The gueits appear in order, fide by fide, ¢ 
And plac'd in tate the bridegroom andthe bride, 
The breathing flute’s foft notes are heard around, 
And rhe darill wampets mix their filver found; 
‘The vaulted roofs with echoing mufic ring, 
Thete touch the vocal flops, and thofe the trembe* 
ling ttrivg, 
Not thus Amphion tun’é the warbling lyre, 
Nor Joab the founding clarion could inspire, 
Nor fierce Pheodamas, whofe fprightly ftrain 
Could fell the foul to rage, and Gre the martial 
train. 
Bacchus himfelf, the nuptial feafl to grace, 
(So poets fing) was prefent on the place: 
Andé lovely Venus, goddels of delight, 
Shook high her fanting torch in ope fight, Q 
‘And dane'd around, and fmil’d on évery knight, 
Pleas'd her het fervant would bis courage try, 
| No lefs in wedlock, than in liberty. 
Full many an age old Hymen had rot fpy'd 
iso kind a bridegroom, er fo bright 2 bride, 
ong th ithrong 
joyous nuptial fung 5 - 
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Think nét your fofte numbes can difplay 
"The mafchlefs glories of this blifsful day + 
The joys are fuch, as far tranfcend your rage, 
‘When tender youth has wedded ‘ftpoping age. 

The beauteous dame fat Imiling at the board, 
And darted aisiorové glances at her lord. 

Not Hefter's felf, whofe charms the Hebrews fing; 

¥er look'#'fo lovely on her Perfian king : 

Bright as the rifing fun in fummer's day, 

And freth and blooming ab the mionth of May! 

‘The joyful knight furvey'd her by his fide, 

Nor cnvy’d Paris with the Spartan bride : 

Still as his mind revolv'd with valt delight 

‘Th’ entrancing raptutes of th’ approaching fight 

Refilefs he Sat, invoking everypower | 

‘Yo fpeed His blifs, and hafte the bappy hour. 

Meantime the vigorous dancers beat the ground, 

And fongs were fung, and flowing bowls werit 
round, 

AVith odoréus {pices they perfum'd the place, 

And mirth and pleafure thone in every face, 

Damian alone, of all. thé menial train, 

Sad in the inidft of triumphs, figh’d for pain; 
Damian alone, the Knight's obfequious Squire, 
Confum’d at heart, aud fed 2 fecret fire. 

His lovely miftrefs ali his foul polfeta’d ; 

He took'd, he languifh’d, and could take no reft : 
His tak perform'd, he fadly went his way, , 
Fell of his bed, and foth'd the Hphe of day. 
There lut hitn lie, till his retenting dame 

‘Weep in her turn, and wafte in equal flame. 

‘The weary fun, as leatned poets write, 
Forfook th’ horizon, ahd roll’d down the light 5 
While glittering lars his abfent beams fupply, 
And night’s datk mantle overfptead the fy. 
‘Then rofé the guefts; ahd, as the time requir’d, 
Each paid his thanks, and decently retired. (drefs, 

The foe once gone, our knight prepar’d vt’ un- 
So keen he was, and eager to poffets : 

But firft thought fit th’ affiflance to receive, 
‘Which grave phyfictans fcruple hot to give 
Satyrion near, with hot Eringas ftood, 
Cantharides, to fire che lazy blood, 

Whofe ufe old bards defcribe in lufcious rhymes, 
And critics learn’d explain tb modern times, 

By this the fheets were fpread, the bride un- 

drefs'd, 


" ‘The room: was {pribkled, and the bed was blefs'd. 


What next enfued befeems me not to fay; 

*Yis fung, he labour'd ei} the dawning day, 
‘Then brifkly fprang from bed, with heart fo light, 
Asall were nothing he bad done by night ; t 
And fipp'd his cordial as he fat upright. 

He kifs'd his balmy fpoufe with wanton play, 
‘And feebly fung a lutty roundely : 

Then on the couch his weary limbs he caft; 

For every labour muft have ret at lait. 

But anxious cares the penfive Squire opptefs'd, 
Slecp fled his eyes, and peace forfook his breaft : 
“The raging flames that in his bofom dwell, 

We wanted art te hide, and means to tell; 
Yet hoping time th’ occafion might betray, 
Compos'd a fonnet to the lovely May ; 
Which, writ and folded with the niceft art, 
He wrupp'd in Gk, and aid upon his heart. 


at 


When now the fourth revolving day was run; 
(Twas June, and Cancet had receiv’d the fun) 
Forth from her chamber came the beauteous bride ;” 
The good old Knight thov’d flowly by herafide. 
High mats was fung; they feafted in the hall; 
The fervants round ficod ready at their eal]. 
The Squire alone was abfent {rom the board, 
And much his ficknefs griev’d his worthy lord. 
Who pray’d his fpoufe, attended with her traing 
To vilit Damian, and divert his pain.- |” 

Th’ obliging dames obéy’d with one confent; 
They lefe the hall, and to his lodging went. 
The female tribe furround him as he lay, 
And clofe befide him fat the gentle May : 
Where, as the try’d his pulfe, he foftly drew ... 
A heaving figh, and caft a mournful view! 
Then gave his biil, and brib'd the powers diving; 
With fecret vows, to favorir his defign: 

Who ftudies now but difeoatented May? 
On her foft couch tineafily fhe lay - 
The lumpith hufband fnor'd away the night, 
Till coughs awak’d him neat the morning light. 
What then he did, Pll not préfumeto tell, 
Nor if fKe thought herfelf in heaven or hell: 
Honeft and dull in nuptial bed they lay, 
Till che belt toll’d, and all arofe to pray. 

Were it by fotceful deftiny decreed, 

Or did from chance, or nature's power proceed 
Or that fotne ftat, with afpee kind to love, 

Shed its fele@ted influence from above’; 
Whatever was the caufe, the tender-dame 

Felt the firft motiens of an infant flame ; . 
Receiv’d th’ impreffions of the love-fick Squires: . 
And watted in the foft infedtious fire. 

Ye fair, draw near, let May's example move 
Your gentle minds to pity thofe who love! | 
Had fome fierce tyrafit in-her ftead been found, 
‘Vhe poor adorer fure had hang’d, or drown’dt - 
But the, your fex’s mirfor, free from pride, 

Was much too meek to prove a homitide. 

But to tuy tale: Soine fages have defin’d 
Pleafure the evereign blifs of human kind : . 
Our knight (who fludy’d much, we may fuppoke} 
Deriv'd his high phiofophy from thofe : 

For, like a prince, he bore the vaft expence 

Of lavifh pomp, and proud magnificence = 

His houfe was ftately, hie retinue gay; 

Large was his train, and cous his array. 

His fpacious garden, made to yield to none, 

Was compaf.'d round with walls of folid ftane 3 
Priapus could not half defcribe the grace > 
(Thongh god of gardens) of this charming place & 
A place to tite the rumbling wits of France 

In long defcriptions, and excced romance ; 
Enough to fhame the gentleft bard that fings 

Of painted meedows, and of purling fprings. 

Full in the centre of the fowety gtound, 

A ctyftal fountain fptead‘its ftreams around, 
The fruitful banks with verdant laurels crown’d + 
About this {pring (if ancient fame fay true) 
The dapper elves their moonlight fports purfuc + 
Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, 
In circling dances gambol’d on the greeit, 
While tuoeful {prices a merry concert made, 
And airy mufic warbled through the fhade. 
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Hither the noble knight would oft repair, 
{tis fcene of pleafure, and peculiar care) 
For this he held it dear. and always bore 
"The filver key that lock’d the garden-deor-. 
Yo this {weet place, in furomer'’s fultry heat, 
He us'd from noife and bufinefs to retreat ; 
And here in dalliance fpend the live-long day,” 
* Solus cum fola,” with his fprightly May : 
For whate’er work was undifeharg’d a-bed, 
‘The dutgous knight in this fair garden {ped. 
But, ah! what mortal lives of blifs fecure 2. 
How there a fpacg our worldly joys endurc! 
© Fortune, fair, like all thy treacherous kind, 
But faithlefs til, and wavering as the wind ! 
© painted moniter, form’d mankind to cheat 
With pleafing poifon, and with foft deceit ! 
‘This rich, this amorous venerable knight, 
midi his este, his folace and delight, 
Suruck blind by thee, refigns his days to grief, 
Aad calls on death, the wretch’s lat relief, 
The rage of jealoufy then feiz'd his mind, 
For, much he fear’d the faith of ‘woman-kind. 
His wife, not fuffer’d from his fide to ftray, 
‘Was captive kept, he watch’d her night and ion? 
+ Abridg’d her‘pleafures, and confin’d her fway. 
Full oft in tears did haplefs May complain, 
And figh'd full oft; but figh’d and wept in vain : 
She lock’d on Damian with a Jover’s eye; . 
Far, oh, "twas fix'd, the mutt poffefs or die ! 
Nor lefs impatience vex'd her amorous Squire, 
"Wild with detay, and burning with defire. 
Watch’d as fhe was, yet could he not refrain 
By fecrct writing to difclofe his pain : 
‘The dame by figns reveal'd her kind intent, 
‘Tiikboth were confcious what each other meant. 
Ab, gentle knight, what could thy eyes avail, 
“Though they could fee as far as fhips can fail ? 
* Tis better, fure, when blind, deceiv’d to be, 
Than be deluded when a man can fee! 
Argus himlelf, fo cautious and fo wife, 
‘Was over-watch’d, for all hishundred eycs ; 
So many an honeft hofband may, ’t', snown, 
ifcly, never thinks the cafe his own. 
& e'danze at laft, by diligence and care, 
Brocur’d the key her knight was wont to bear ; 
Ske? took the wards in wax before the firc, 
Ada gave th’ imprefiion to the trufty Squire. 
By means of this, ome wonder fhall appear, 
‘Which, in due place and feafon, you may hear. 
Well fung lweet Ovid, in the days of yore, 
‘What flight is that, which love will not explore? 
And Fyramus and Thifbe plainly fiow 
‘The feats true lovers, when they lift,can do: 
"Though watch'd and captive, yet in {pite of all, 
‘They found the art of kifling through a wall. 
But now no longer from our tale to ftray ; i 








Tt happ'd, that once upon 2 fummer’s day, 
Ourreverend knight was urg’d to amorous pley; 
He rais’d his fpoufe ere Matin be!l was cung, 
And thus his morning canticle he fung. 

Awake, niy love, diiciofe thy radiant eyes ; 
Atife, my wife, my beauteous lady; rife ! 
Hear ‘how the doves with penfive notes com- 
. plain, e 
And iw foft murniurs tell the trees theix pain : 
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The winter’s paft; the clouds and tempeffs fly ; 
‘The fun adorns the fields, and brightens ali the tky. 
Fair without {pot, whole every charming part 
My befom wounds, and captivates my heart; 
Come, and in mutual pleafure let's engage, 
Joy of my life, and comfort of my age. 

This heard, to Damian flraight a fign fhe made, 


| To hafte before ; the gentle Squire obey’d : 


Secret, and undefery'd, he touk his way, 
And ambubh’d clofe behind an arbour lay, 

It was not long ere January came, 
And hand in hand with him his lovely dame ; 
Blind as he was, not doubting all was fure, 
He turn’d the key, and made the gate fecure. 

Here let ‘us walk, he faid, obferv'd by none, 
Confcious of pleafures to the world unknown 
So may my foul have joy, as thou, my wife, 
Art far the dearett folace of my life; 
And rather would I choofe, by Heaven above, 
To die this infant, than to lofe thy love. 
Reflect what truth was in my paffion fhown, 
When unendow'd J took shee for my own, i 
And fought no treafure but thy heart alone. 
Old as Iam, and now depriv’d of fight, 
Whilft thou art faithful to thy own true knighc, 
Nor age nor blindnefs rob me of delight. 
Each other lofs with patience I can bear, 
The lofs of thee is what I only fear, 

Confider then, my lady, and my wife, 
‘The folid comforts of a virtuous life. 


- As, firft, the love of Chritt himfelf you gain; 


Next, your own honour undefil’d maintain ; 

And laftly, that which fure your mind muft move, 

My whole cftate fhall gratify your love ; 

Make your own terms, and e’er to-morrow’s fun 

Difplays his light, by Heaven, it fhall be done. 

t feal the contraél with a holy kifs, 

And will perform, by this—my dear, and this— 

Have comfort, fponfe, nor think thy Lord unkind; 

* Vis love, not jealoufy, that fires my mind. 

For when thy charms my fobcr thoughts engage, 

And join’d to them my own unequal age, 

From thy dear fide have no power to part, 

Such fecret tranfports warm my melting heart. 

For who, that once poffefe’d thofe heavenly charms, 

Could live ene moment.abfent from thy arms ? 
He ceas’d, and May with modeft grace reply’d 

(Weak was her voice, as while the fpoke fhe 

cry’d) = 

Heaven knows (with that a tender figh the drew) 

T have a foul to fave as well as you; 

ard, what no lefs you to my charge commend, 

My deareft honour, will to death defend. 

‘Vo you in holy church [ gave my hand, 

And join’d my heart in wedlock’s facred band: 

Yer, after this, if you diftruft my care, 

Then hear, my lord, and witnefs what I fwear. 
Firlt, may the yawning earth her bofom rend, 

And let me hence to hell alive defeend; 

Or die the death I dread no fefs than hell, 

Sew'd in a fack, und plung’d into a weil; 

Ere F my fame by one lewd a€ difgrace 

Or once renounce the honour of my race 

For know, Sir Kuight, of gentle blood {came ; 

T jothe a whore, aud Qartle at the name, 
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But jealous men on their own crimes refleat, 
And lear from hence their ladies'to fufpect : 
Elfe why thefe needlefs cautions, Sir, to me? 
Thefe doubts and fears of female coaftancy ! 
‘This chime fill rings in every lady's ear, 
‘The only fteain a wife mut hope to hear. 

Thus while the fpoke, a fidelong glance the caft, 
Where Damian, knecling, worlhipp’d as the paft. 
She faw him watch'the motions of her eye, * 
And fingled out a petir-tree planted nigh: ~ 
Twas charg’d with fruit that made a goodly 

fhow, 
And hung with dangling pears was every bough, 
Thither th’ obfequious Squire addrefs’d his pace, 
And, climbing, in the fummit took his place ; 
The knight and lady walk’d beneath in view, 
Where let us leave them, and our tale purfue. 

“Twas new the feafon when the gloridus fun 
His heavenly progrefs through the twins had run; 
And Jove, exalted, his mild influence yields, 

Yo glad the glebe, and paint the flowery fields, 
Clear was the day, and Phebus, rifing ‘bright, 
Hed ftreak'd the azure firmament with light; 
Hepiere’dthe glittering cloydawith golden freams, 
And warm’d che womb of carth with gepialbeams, 
It fo befel, in tha fair morning-tide, ; 








‘The fairies {ported on the garden fide, 
And in the midf their monarch ‘and his bride. 
So featly tripp’d the light-foot ladies round, 
‘The knights fo nimbly o'er the greenfword 
bound, roud. 
‘That fearce they bent the flowers, or touch'd the. 
The dances ended, all-the fairy train 
For pinks and daifies fearch'd the flowery plain ; 
While, on a bank reclin’d of rifing green, 
Thus, with a frown, the king befpakd his queen. 
’ Lis too apparent, argae what you can, 
The treachery you women ufe to:man : 
A thoufand authors have this truth made one, 
And fad experience: leaves no room for doubt, 
Heaven reft thy {pirit, noble Solomon, 
A wifer monarch never faw the fun; 
Ail wealth, ali honours, the fupreme degree 
Of earthly bls, was well beftow’d on thee! 
For ligely hait rhou faids Of all mankind, 
One only juft and righteous hope to find: 
But fhouldft thou fearch the fpacious world around, 
Yet one good woman is not to be found. 
‘Thus fays the king, who knew your wickednefs: 
The fon of Sirach teftifies no lefs, 
So may fome wildfire om your bodies fall, 
Or fome devouring plague confume you all. 
As well you view the lecher in the tree, 
And well this honourable knight you fee : 
Bur fince he’s blind and old (a helplefs cafe), 
fis Squire fhall cuckold him before your face. 
Now, by my own dread majefty | fwear, 
And by this awfa) (ceptre which I bear, 
No impious wretch firail *[cape unpunith’d long, © 
That in my prefence offers fuch a wrong. 





I will this inftant undeceive the knight, 
“And in the very a@ reftore his fight; 

And fet the flrampet here in open view, 

-\ warning to thefe ladies, and to you, 

And all the faithlefs fex, for ever to be true. 


} How conftant, chafte, and virtuous, women are 
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And ‘will you fo, reply'd the queen, indeed? 

Now, by my mother’s foul it is decreed, 

She fhall not want an anfwer at her need. 

For her, and for her daughters, Vl engage, 

And all the fex in each fucceeding age! 

“Art Shall be theirs, to varnifh an offence, 

And fortify their crimie with confidence. 

Nay, were they taken in a flrié embrace, 

Seen with both eyes, and pinion’d on the place; - 

All they“thall need is to. proteft and fwear, ._ 

Breathe a foft figh; and drop a tender tear; 

‘Vill their wife hufbands, guil'd by arts like, thele, 

Grow gentle, tra@table, and tame as geefe. | 
What though this flanderous Jew, this Solomon, 

Call’d women fools, and knew dull many @ ones, 


The wifer wits of later times declare, 7. ay 


Witnefs the martyrs, who refign’d their breath, “* 
Serene in tormeats, unconcern’d in death ; 
And witnefs nexe what Roman authors tell, 
How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. : 
But, fince the facred leaves to all are free, 
And men interpret texts, why fhould pot we? 
By this no more was meant, than to have fhown,3,, 
That fovereign goodne!s dwells in him alone 
Who only is, and is but only One. 
But grant the worft; shaii women then be weigh’ 
By every word, that Solomon has fad? © 
What though this king (as ancjent ftory boalfs) 
Buile a fair temple to the Lord of Holts; > * 
He ceas'd at laft his Maker to adore, 
And did as much for idol gods, or more. - 
Beware what lavith praifes you confer 
On a rank lecher and idolater; ©. * 
Whofe reign, indulgent God, fays hol, writ, 
Did bur for David's righteous fake permit ;.’ 
David, the monarch after heaven's own mind, . 
Who Jovid our fex, and honour’d all our kind.” 
Weil, Pm a woman, and as fuch omg {pgaky, , 
Silence would {well me, and my heart wojtld brettha= 
Know then, t fcorn your dull audsérities, :”, 
Your idle wits, and all their learncd lies. _ 
By heaven, thofe authors are our fx"s foés, 
Whom, in our right, | mutt.and will oppofe. ' 
Nay (quoth the king) dear madam, be nag, 
wroth : ng oars 
J yield it up; but (Wee T gave my-aath, | 
That this much-injur’d kaight again thoyld fee.” 
it muft be donc—t am a king, faid hi e 
And one, whole faith has ever facred beet, 
And fo has mine (fhe faid)—l'am a queén ;, 
Her anfwer fhe fhall have, T undertakes” 
And thus an end of alt difpute I make. 
Try when you lift; and yoy hail find, my. lord, 
It is not in our fexto break cor word. e 
We leave them here in this heroic ftraia, 
And to the knight our flory turns again; 
Who in the garden, with his lovely May, 
Sung merrier than the cuckav or the jay : 
This was his fong ; “ Oh kind and conftant bay 
“ Conftant and kind ll ever prove to thee,” 
‘Thas finging as he went, at jait he ‘drew 
By eafy fteps, to where the pear-tree grew 3 
The longing dame look’d up, and fpy'd her love 
Full fairly perch’d among + boughs above, . 
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ci 
_ She ftopp’d, and fighting: Oh good gods! the 


esy’d, 

What pangs, what fudden thoots, diftend my fide! 

Of for that tempting fruit, fo fret, fo green; 

Help, for the love of heaven’s immortal Queen ! 

Help, deareft lord, and fave at once the life 

*“Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife ! 
Sore figh'd the knight to hear his lady's cry, 

But could not climb, and had no fervant nigh = 

Old as he was. and void of eye-fight too, 

What could, alas! a helplefs hufband do? 

And matt I fanguifh then, the faid, and die, 

> Yet wiew the lovely fruit before my eye? 
Avleaft, kind Sir, for charity’s Sweet fake, 
Vouchfafe the trunk between your arms to take; 

- Then from your back 1 might afcend the tree; 
Do you but ftoop, and leave the reft to me, 
With all my foul, he thus reply'd again, 

. I'd fpend my deareft blood to eafe thy pain. 
‘With that, his back againit the trunk he bent, 
She {eciz’d a twig, and up the tree fhe went, 

Now prove your patience, gentle ladies all ! 

Nor let on me your Feary anger fall: 

*Tis truth J tell, though not in phrafe refin'd ; 

‘Though blunt my tale, yet hone is my mind, 

‘What feats the lady in the tree might do, 

1 pafs, a8 gambols never known to you; 

But fure it wasa merrier fit, the fwore, 

‘Than in her life the ever felt before. 

In that nice moment, fo! the wondering 
knight 

Look'd out, and flood reftor'd to fudden fight. 
“Straight on the tree his eager éyes he bent, 

"As one whofe thoughts were on his fpoufe intent; 
Bat when be faw his bofom-wife fo drefs'd, 

Bis rape was fuch as cannot be exprefs’d ; 
~~, Not frantic mothers when their infants die, 

With louder clamours rend the vaulted fy : 

He cry'd, he roar’d, he ftorm'd, he tore his hair ; 
«Death! hell! and furies ! what doft thou do there? 
“What ails my lord? the trembling dame re- 

hyd; 
T thong ¢ your patience had heen better try'd : 

- Ye this your loye, he and unkind, 

This my reward for having cur’d the blind ? 
“Why was J sanghe make.@y hufband fee, 

By ftruggting with a man upop a tree? 

Did I for this the power of magic prove? 
Unhappy wife, whole crime was ton much love! 

If this be ftruggling, by this holy |:he, 
°Tis ftruggling with a vengeance (quoth the 
: knight): 

So Heaven preferve the fight it has reftor’d; 

As with thefe cyes 1 plainly faw thee whor'd; 

‘Whor’d by my flave—perfidious wretch! may 
hell 

. As furely feize thee, as 1 faw too well! 

Guard me, good argels! cry’d the gentle May, 
Pray heaven, this magic work the proper way ! 
atlas, my Jove | "tis certain, could you fee, 

You ne'er bad we'd thefe killing words to me: 
Sa help me, fates, as "tis no perfect fight, 
But fome faint glimmering of.a doubtful light. 

What I have faid (quoth he) I muft maintain, 





For by th’ immortal ne it feem’d tco plain | 


THE WORKS OF POPE. 


By all thole powers, fome frenzy feiz’d your 
~ mind 


(Reply’d the vame): srethefe thethanks 1 find? 

Wretch thac 4 ath, that c’er I was fo kind! 

She faid; a rifng figh egprefs'd her woe, 

The ready tears apace began to flaw, 

And, as they fell, fhe wip’d from cither eye 

The drops (far women, when they lift, can cry), 
The knight was touch’d, and in his looks ap- 

ard : 

Signs of remorfe, while thus his fpoufe he cheer’d: 

Madam, ’tis patt, and my fhort anger o'er; 

Come down, aud yex-your tender heart no more ¢ 

Excufe me, dear, if aught amifs was faid, 

For, on my foul, amends fhali foon be made: 

Let my repentance your forgivenefs draw, 

By heaven, | fwore but what I thought I faw. 
Ah, my low’d tord! ’twaa much unkind (the 

ery’d) 


"| On bare fufpicion thus to treat your bride, 


But, till your fight's eftablith’d, for a while, 

Imperfed objedts may your fenfe beguile. 

Thus when from fleep we firft our eyes difplay, 

The balls are wounded with the piercing ray, 

And dufky vapours rife, and intercept the day. 

So, juft recovering from the fhades of night, 

Your fwimming eyes are drunk with fudden 
light, {your fight : ¢ 

Strange phantoms dance around, and fkim before 

‘Then, Sir, be cautious, ner too rafhly deem; 

Heaven knows how feldom things are what they 
feem! 

Confult your reafon, and you foon fhall find 

*Y was you were jealous, not your wife unkind = 

Jove ne'er fpoke oracle more trve than this, 

None judge fo wrong as thofe who think amifs, 

With that fhe leap'd into her lord’s embrace, 

With well-diffembied virtue in her face, 

He hugg’d her clofe, and kife’d her o'er and o'er, 

Difturb'd with doubts and jealoufies no more : 

Both, pleas’d and blefe’d, renew'd their mutual 
vows, 

A fevitful wife, and a believing fpoufe. 

Thus ends our tale; whofe moral next to make, 

Let ali wife hufbands hence example take; 

And pray, to crown the pleafore of their lives, 

To be fo well deluded by their wives. 





THE WIFE OF BATH, 
HER PROLOGVE. 


FROM CHAUCER. 


Beyopn.the woes of matrimonial life, 

And hear with reverence an experitnc'd wife! 

To dear-bought wifdom give the credit due, 

And think, for once, a woman tells you true, 

In all thefe trials J have borne a part, 

{ was myfelf the fcourge thatcaus’d the {mart ; 

For, fince fifteen, in triumph have I led 

Five captive hufbands from the church to bed. 
Chrift faw a wedding once, the fcripture fays, 

And faw but one, tis thought, in all his days; 


TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS. 5 


‘Whence fome infer, whofe confcience is too nice, Hark, old Sir Paul! (‘twas thus T us'd to fay) 
No pious Chriftian ought to marry twice. ‘Whence is our neighbour's wife fo rich afd gay ? 
But let them read, and folve me, if ghey can, Treated, carefs'd, where’er fhe’s pleas'd to roam—» 
‘The wards addrefe'd to the Samaritan : _| 1 fit in tatters, and immur’d at home, — 
Five times in lawful wedlock fhe was join’d; Why to her honfe deft thon fo oft repair? 
‘And [ure the certaia ftint was ne’er defin'd. Art thou fo amorous? -and is the fo fair? 
“ Increafe and miltiply,” was heaven's com- | If { but feea coufin or a friend, F 
mand, Le : Lord! haw you fwell, and rage like any fiend? 
And that’s a text ¥ clearly underftand. But you reel home, a drunken beaftly bear, 
‘This too, “ Let men their fires and mothers leave, ‘Then preach till midnight in your ety chair 5 
J€ry, wives are faife, and every woman evil, 


And to their dearer wives for ever cleave.” 

More wives than one by Solomon were try'd, And give up all that ’s female to the devil.’ 

Or elfe the wifett of mankind’s bely‘d. | f poor (you fay) the drains her hufband’s puctes 

I've had myfelf full many s merry fit; If rich, the keeps her prieft, or fomething worfe 5 

And truftin heaven, I may have many yet, If highly born, intolerably vain, he 

For when my tranfitory {poufe, unkind, Vapours and pride by turns poffels her brain, 

Shall die, and leave his wocful wife behind, Now gayly mad, now feurly fptenetic; 5 

1’ll take the next good Chriftian 1 can find, Freakith when well, and fretful when the*s fick. 
Pan], knowing one could never ferve our turn, If fair, then chafte the cannot long abide, € 

Declar'd "twas better far to wed than burn. By prefling youth attack’d on every fide 

"Vhere's danger in affembling fire and tow; | If foul, ber wealth the lufty lover lures, 

1 grant them that, and ‘what it means you know. - Or elfe her wit fome fool-gallant procures, 

‘The fame apoftle too has elfewhere own'd, 4 Or elfe the dances with becoming grace,- 

No precept for virginity ke found: Or fhape excufes the defedts of face,” 

Tis but a counfel—and we women ftill | There fwims no goafe fo grey, but, foort of late, 

Take which we like. the counfel, or our will 4 She finds fome honeft gander for her mate. "> ~ 
envy not their blifs, if he or the | Horfes (thou fay’) aiid ales meh may try, 

Think fit to live in perfe& chattity; And ring fafpeted veflels'ere they Way’: 

Pure Jet them be, and free from taint of vice; | But wives, 2 random choicé, antry’d they takes - 

I, for a few flight {pots, am nat fa nice. | ‘They dream in courtihip, but in wedlock wakes: 

Heaven calls ua diffcrent ways, on thefe beftows "Then, nor till thet, the veil's removed away, 

One proper gift, another grants to thofe + And all. the woman glares in' opén day. ‘ 

Not every man’s obliged to fell his ftore, ‘You tell me, to preferve yout wife’s geod grace, 

And give up all his fubftance to the poor ; | Yoar eyes muft always Janguith on my face, 

Suth as are perfeét may, C can't deny ; _ Your tongue with conftans Hatteries Feed my ‘ear, 

But, by your leaves, divines, fo am not 1. And tag each fentence with, My life: my dene t 
Full many a faint, fince fir the world began, | If. by ftrange chance, a modeft bloth be rais’d,: 

Liv’d an unfpotted maid, in fpite of man : Be fure my fine complezion muft be praig'd. ° 

Let fuch (a-God’s name) with fine wheat befed, | My garments always muft be new and gay, 

And let us honeft wives cat barley bread. | And featte Ril kept upon my wedding day. 

For me, I'll keep the poft aflign’d by heaven, | ‘Thea moft my aurfe be. pleus'd, and favor 

And ufe the copious talent it has given + ‘ waid ; Bee a 

Let my good fpoufe pay tribute, do me right, 

And keep an equal reckoning every night. 

His proper body is not his, but mine ; 

For fo faid Paul, and Paul ’s a found divine, 
Know then, of thofe five hufbands t’have had, 

Three were jutt tolerable, two were bad. 

"She three were old, but rich and fond befide, 

Ani tuil’d moft piteoufly to pleafe their bride = 

But fince their wealth (the beft they had) was 

mine, 

The reft, without much lofs, I could refign. 

Sure to be lov'd, f took no pains to pleafe, 

Yet had more pleafure far than they had eafe. 
Préfents flow'd in apace: with thowers of gold, 

‘They made their court, like Jupiter of old. 

171 but finil’d, a fedden youth they found, 

And a new palfy feiz’d them when I frown’d, © 
Ye fovercign wives! give ear and, underftand, 

"Thus fhall ye fpeak, and exercife command, 

For never wasit given to mortal man, 

‘To lie fo boldly as we women can: [eyes, 

Forfwear the fa@, though feen with both his 

“Aud’call your maids to witne!s how he lies. 

















































And endlefs treats, and endiefs vifits paid, 

} Toa long train af kindred, friends, allies. 

| atl this thow fay’ft, and all thou fay"tt are lies. 
On Jenkin too you cat 4 fquinting eye: 

What! can your*prentice raife yout jeslow 

Frefh are his ruddy cheeks, his forehead fair, | 

‘And like the burnith'd gold his curling hair. . 

But eléar thy wrinkled brow, and quit thy forrow, 

Wd {corn your "prentice, fhould you die to-mor- 





row. 

‘Why are'thy chefts all lock’ ? ‘on what defign? 
Are not thy worldly goods and treafere mine, c 
Sir, Ueno fool; nor fhall you, by St. John, 
Have goods and body to yourfelf alone. 

One you fhall quit, in fpite of both your eyes— 

LT heed not, 1, the bolts, and locks and {pies. 

| If you-had wit, you'd fay, * Go where you will, 

* Dear fpoufe, { credit not the tales they cell: 

4 & Take all the freedoms of a martied lites 

“ T know thee fot a virtuous, faithful wife.” 
Eotd! when you have enough, what need you 


_ care : 
| How wieccily foever others fare? 
. EB ii} 


e 
‘Though all the day J give and take delight, 
Doubt not, fufficient will be left at night... 
‘Fis but.a juft and rational defire, : 

‘To lighta taper'ata neighbour's fire, -- «-. 

There ’s danger too, you think, in rich array,; 

And none can fong he modeft that are gay.: 
“Che tat, if you but finge her tabby fkin,.. . 
“the chimney keeps, and fits content withing ‘ 
but once grown ficck, will from her corner run, 
Sport with hee tail, and. wanton in the fun; :-: 
She licks her iair-round face, and frifks abroad, 
‘Yo thew her fur,.and to be-catterwaw'd. » | 

+ Lo thus, my friends, Twrought to my. defires 
"Thefe three right ancient venerable firess. > 
I told them, thus you fay, and thus you do, 









“nd told them fulfe, but Jenkin fwore twas true... 


1, like a dog, could bite as well.as whine, | 1+ 


And firft cemplain’d,whene’er the. guilt was 
3 ‘ : ae 


mine. a ‘ ina 
. 7 tax’d them oft with wenching and amours. 





‘When their weak legs fearce-drage'd them. out of 


doors; . . Boo i ayer 
“And fwore.the ramb'es that I tok by night,... 
‘Wefe all to fpy.what damfels thuy bedight. 
“hat colour brought me many.hours of mirth; 
For all this wit ia given us from our birth. a 
Heaven gave to women the peculiar grace, _ 
{Vo fpin, to weep, and cully human race. |. 
By thie nice conduét, and this prudent courfé, 
By morrouring, wheediing, ftratagem, and force, 
Till prevail’d, and would be in the right, ... -- 
Or'curtainsleGtures made a reftlefs night... 
Af ance my hufband’s asns was o'er my Lid 
What! fo familiar with your fpoufe? [ er 
} levied firft a tax upon hisneed: . _ | 4 
‘Vhen let him—'twas a nicety indeed! 
Let all mankind this certain maxim hold, 
Marry who will, our fex isto be fold... ..'. 
‘With empty hands no taffels you can lore, 
But fylfome love for gain we can endure ; 








Foz gold we love the impotent and old,, |. «J 
‘~ud heave, and pant, and kils,"and_ cling, for 
«gold, eee Peres 
‘Yet with embraces, curfes oft I mix fe 





‘Then’ kifsid.again, and chid, and-rail’d betwixt. 
Well, Lnay make my will in peace, and dic. « ; 
For not one word in man’s arrears am I, 





‘To drop a dear.dripute lL wasunable, ... . , 
Fv’n though the Pope himfelf had fat at table. 


Bat when my point was gain’d, then thus | fpoke: 


*«.Billy, ory dear, how flecpifhly-you look!. ,. 


* Apyroach, my fpoufe, and let me kifs thy cheek; | 


Thou fhouldit be always: thus, - refign’d.and | 
4 Or where infhrin’d the gicat Darius lay; -. 


PR pee Ly ips as pee se eb 
“ Of Job's great’patience fince fo oft you preach, 


“ Well thould you practife, who, fo. well camteash, 


‘Tia difficult to do, Umuft alow, 3 0s, 
‘ But J, my dearedt, will infirud you how.” , 
* Great is the bieTirg of a prudent wife, 
‘ Who pte a period to domeltic ftrife.  .* - 
* One of us two muff rule, and one obey; - 

* And fince in man right.scadon bears etwas § 
* Letthat frail ching, wesk woman,have her way. 
The wives of all my family have ruld : 


* Pheir tender nufbasge, aud their pallions cool'd. 


* Would f vouchfafe to fell what nature gaves * 


4A very woman, and a very wife,” —-. 














‘THE WORKS. OF POPE. 
“t Fy, "tis anmanly thus te figh and 


: BBC STORP stone 
“ What ! “would you ‘have me to yoorfelf a 

“ Why takg me, love! take ail and every pat ! © 
“ Flere ’s your-revenge !."you love it at your He. 










“ You little think what cuftom I could.have, mis 

“ Bor fee! y 
“i ham a 
“What means my dear--indeed—you™ are 
Thus with my firft three lords 1 patt my Ii 
ae 





What fams from thefe old fpouifec I could raile, 


+ Procur’d young hnbands in my riper days.“ 


Though patt my bloom, not yet decay’d was 1,” 
Wantea atid wild, and chatter’d like a pies }* 
In couhtry dances fill 1 bore the bell; | ~ 

And fung as {weet as evening Philomel. *.°.? . 
To clear iny quailpipe, and refreth my foul, 
Full oft Vdrain'd the {picy nut brown bowls. 
Rich lufcious wines, that youthful blood improve, ~’ 
And warm the {welling veins to feats of love's 
Fog ’tis as ure, as cold erigendets hail, “.. 
A liquorifi mouth. muf have a lecherons tail. *: 











| Wine Jets no lover unrewarded go, 


As all true gamefters bf experience know. 

Bur oh, good gods! whene’er a thought Ucait =.” 
On all the joys of youth and beauty pait, * ..* «/ 
To find in pleafures 1 have had my pare, -°, 

Still warms me to the bottom of my heart.’ 

This wicked world was once my dear delight; 

Now all my conquetts, all my charms, good night ae 
The flour confum'd the beft that now [cdn, 't ” 
Ise’n to. make my market of the bran. + s 
, My fourth dear fpoufe was not exceeding true; 
He kept, ’twasthought, a private mils or twos! 
But all that feore I paid—as: how? you'll fay, 
Not with my body, ina filthy way: : 
Bat ¥ fo drefe'd; and dané’d, and drank, and dit 
And view'd a friend with eyes fo very Kind, «: 
As flung his heart, and made his marrow fry. 
With burning rage, and frantic jealouly. * 
His Youl, 1 hope, enjoys eternal glory, . 
For here on earth | was his purgatoty. 
Oft, ‘when his thoe the moft feverely wrung, 
He put on carclefs airs, ‘and fat and fung. .” 
How fore I gall’d him, only heaven could know. 
And he that felt, and I that caus’d the woea..... 
He dy'd, when Jat from pilgrimage I came, 
With other goflips, from Jerufalem ; "5," 
And now lies buried underneath arbod, 

Fair to be feen, and rear'd of honett wood = 

A tomb indeed, with fewér feulptures grac’d 
Than that Maufolus' pious widow plac’d, +’ 











But coft on graves is mer¢ly thrown away... 

The pit fili’d up, with turf we cover’d o'er 

So bieft the goad man’s foul, fay no more; - 
Now for my filth lov'd lord, the laft and beit; 

(Kind heawep afford bim everlafting ref!) -" >“? 

Full hearty was his love; and I can fhow 

The tokens on my ribs in black and:blueg. - 

Yet, with a knack, my heatt he could have won, . 





4 While yet the fmart was fhuoting in the bone: 


How quaint an appetite in, women reigns! on 
Free gifts we icorn, and love what cofts us paing 3 - 


TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS. 


Let men ayoid us, and on them we leaps 
A glutted sharket makes provifion cheap. 

In pure good will I took this jovial fpark, 
Of Oxford he, a moft egregious clerk. * 
He boarded with a widow in the town, 
‘A trutty goffip, one dame Allifon. 
Full well the feereta of mry foul the knew, 
Better than e’er our parifi-ptieft could do. 
Yo her | told whatever could befall : 
Had but my hufbend pifvd again a wall, 
Or done a thing that: might have caft his life, 
She—und ny nicceésmand one more worthy wife, 
Had known ital: what moft he would conceal, 
To thefe I made no fcruple to teveal. 7 
Oft has he blufh’d from ear to ear for fhame, 
‘That cer he tdld a fecret to bie danse: 

it fo befel, in holy time of Lent, 
That oft a day E to this goflip went 
(My hufband, thank my flars, was out of town); 
From houle to houfe-we tambled up anddown, 
"This clerk, myfelf, and my good neighbour Alfe, 
‘Po fee, be feen;-to tell, and gather tales. . 
Vifits to every church we daily paid, 
And march’d in every holy mafqucrade, 
The ftations duly and the vigils kept; 
Not much we fafted, but fcarce ever flept. 
At fermons too ! fhone in fcarlet ga 
The wating moths ne’er fpoil’d m array; 
The caufe was this, [ wore it every day. 

* Twas when freth May her early Bloflom yields, 
‘This clerk and { were walking in the fields, 
‘We grew fo intimate, ! can’e tell how, 
J pawn'd my honour, and engag’d my vow, 
XE c’er 1 laid my hufband in his urn, 
“That he, and only he, fhoald ferve nty turn. 
‘We ftraight ftruck bands, the bargain was agreed ; 
I ftill have thifts againft a time of need : 
"The moufe that ‘always truiks to obe poor hole, * 
Can never be'a moufe of any foul. 

1 vow'd, J fearce could fleep fince firft 1 knew 

him, ' 

And durtt be fworn he had bewitch'd me to him ; 
Mf e'er I fleps, f dream’d of him alone, } 





‘And dreams foretel, as learned men have fhown. 

All this Tfaid ; but dreams, firs, F had none > 

1 follow'd but my crafty crony’s lore, 

Who bid me tell this lie—and twenty more. 
‘Thus day by day, and month by month we paft; 

It pleay’d the Lord to take my fpoufe at laft. 

I tore my gown, | foil’ my locks with duft, 

‘Avid beat my brea(ts, as wretched. widowe—muft. 

Before my face my handkerchief 1 fpread, 

To hide the flood of tears I did—not fhed 

"The good man’s coffin to the church was Rorne; 

Around, the neighbours, and my clerk too, mourn. 

But as he march’d, good gods! he fhow'd a pair 

Of legs and feet, fc clean, fo trong, fo fair! 

Of twenty winters age he feem’d to be; 

1 (to fay truth) was. twenty more than he > 

But vigorous fill, a lively buxom dame ;~ 

And had a wondefous gift te quench a fame. 

“+ conjuror once, that deeply could divine, 

Afiur’d me, Mars in Taurus was my Sgn. 

aAs the ftars order’d, fach my life has been ¢ 

Ajax, ala?, that ever love was fin! 








Fair Venus gave me fire and fprightly grace, 
And Mars affurance and a danntlefs face. ~ 


‘By virtue of this powerful conftellatian; 


T fojlow'd always ny own incline 

But to my tale ; “A month fcarce pafa'd away, 
‘With dance and fing we kept the nuptial day.’ 
All | poffefe’d I gave'to his command, * a 
My goods and chaitels, money, houfe, and Jand ¢ 
But oft repented, and repent ic still 7 tan oh 
He pgov'd a rebel to my foverign will: - 

Nay once, by heaven, he ftruck me on the faces 
Hear but the fat, and judge yourfelves the cafes 

Stubbora-as any Hionefs was Ty 0” ane 
And koew' full well fo raife my voice on hight 
As true a rambler as. was before, pre BS 
And would be fo, in fpite of all he fwore. 

He againft this right fagely would advife, 

And old examples fet before'my eyes, * 
Tell how the Reman matron led their 
Of Gracchts’ mother, and Duiliue wife 
And clofe the fermon; as befeem'd his wit 
With fome grave fentence out of holy writ 
Oft would he fay, who builds his houfé on fands, 
Pricks hia blind harfe acrofs the fallow lands ; 

Or lets his wife abroad with pilgrims roam,’ 
Deferyes 2 fool’s cap, and long ears at home: 
All this avail'd not; for whoe’erhebe 9: ” 
That tells my faults, hate him mortally 5 
And fo do numbers more, I boldly fay, 

Men, women, clergy, regular, and lay. ~ 

My fpoufe (who was, you know, to learf 
i bred) : 
A certain treatife oft at evening read,” ty 
Where divera authors (whom thé devil confound, 
For all their fies), were in one ¥oluttie bound, 
Valerius, whole: and of St. Jerome, part ; 
Chryfippus and Tertullian, Ovid's art,” 

Solomon's Proverbs, Eloife’s loves 5. a 
And many more than fure the church approves,’ 
More legends wete there here of wicked wivets, 
Than good in ail the Bible ‘and faints lived.’ 

Who drew the'lion vanquith’d? "T'was aman. 
But could we women write as {cholarscatt, » Tnefa, 
Men fhould ftand mark'd with far moré wicked. 
Than all the fonsof Adam could redréfs, 

Love, feldom haunts the brea wheré learning lite, 
And Venus fets e’er Mercury can rife.” i 
Thofe play the fcholata, rho cache Slay the 
And ufe that weapon’ whith they fave, eh 
When old, and patt the relly of delight, 
Then down they fit, and'in their détage write, 
That not one woman keeps her marriage vow. 
(This by the way, but to my purpofe now). 

{t chanc’d my hufband, on a winters night, 
Read in his book, aloud, with Strange, delight, ’ 
How ‘the firlt female (as the Scriptures fhow) 
Brought her own fpoufe, and all his race, to wots” 
How Samfon fell; and he whom Dejantire 
Wrapp’d in th’ envenom'd fhirt, and fet on fire, . 
How curs'd Etyphile her lord betray'd,*. - oA 
And the dire ambufh Clytemnettra laid. 

Bue what moft pleas'd him wasthe @retan dame, 
And hufband-bull—oh, monftrous: fie for fhame? 

He had by heart the-whole detail of wos ° 

Xantippe made her good man undergo; 



















ya : 
How oft fhe fcolded in a day, he knew, 
How many pils-pots on the fage the threw; 
‘Who took it patiently, and wip’d his head; 
** Rain follows thunder” that was all he faid. 
He read, how Arius to his friend complain'd, 
A fatal tree was growing in his fand, 
On which thice wives fagceflively had twin'’d 
Afliding noofe, and waver'd in the wind.’ 
Where grows this plant (ceply'd the frieng), ob, 
te Where? : 
’ For better fruit did never orchard bear. 
. Give me fome flip of this mof blifeful tree, 
And in.my gatden planted thall it be. [prove, 
*_ "Then: how two wives their lords’ deftruction 
Through hatred one,andone through too much love; 
' "That for her hufband mig’d a Parone draught, 
And thie for luft an amorous philtre bought : 
‘The nimble juice foon feia’d his giddy head, 
Frantic at night, and in the morning dead. 
How fome with {words their feeping lords have 
lain, 
And fome have hemmer’d nails into their brain, 
And {ome have drench'd them witha deadly potion; 
All this he read, and read with great devotion. 
Long time I heard, and fweill'd, and bjuth’d, 
and frown'd : 
Bot when no end of thefe vile tales I found, 
‘When ftill he read, and Jaugh’d, and read again, 
And half the night was thus confum'd in vain ; 


‘Provok’d to vengeance, three large leaves 1 tore, 


And with one buffet fell’d him on the floor. 

‘With that my hufband in a fury rofe, 

And down he fertled me with hearty blows, 

‘L groan'd, and lay extended on my fide ; 

Oh! thou haft fain mé for my wealth (1 ery’d), 

Yet I forgive thee—take my lait embrace 

‘He wept, kind foul! and flodp'd to kifs my face, 

1 wok him fuch a box as turn’d him blue, 

“Then figh’d and cry’d, adiew, my dear, adieu! 
‘But after many a hearty fruggle paft, 

I condefcended to be pleas’d at lag. 

Soon as he faid, my miftrefs and my wife, 

Do-what you lift, the term of all your lifes 

¥ took to heart the merits of the caufe, 

And ftood content to rule by wholefame laws 5 

Receiv'd the reins of abfolute command, __ 

‘With all the government 9f houfe and land, 

And empire o'er his tongye, and o’er bis hand. 

As for the volume that revil’d the dames, 

*T'was torn to fragments, and condem’d to flames. 
Now heaven on ail my fufbands gone beftow 

Pleafures above, for tortures felt below : 

‘That reft they with’d for, grant them in the grave, 

And blefs thofe fouls ‘my conduct help'd to fave! 

(or 
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STATIUS HIS THEBAIS 
Tranflated in the Year 1703. 


THE ARGUMENT, 4 : 


; Oxorps King of Thebes, having by mifiake flain 


his father Laius,and married his mother Jocata, 


TME WORKS OF POPE. 


put out his own eyes, and refigned the realm te 
his fons, Etéocles and Polynices. Being neglecst~ 
ed by them, he makes his prayer to the fury 
Tifiphone, to fow debate betwixt the brothers. 
‘They agree at laft to reign fingly, each a year 
by tarns, and the firft lot is obtained by Eteo- 
cles. Jupiter, in a council of the gods, declares 
his refolution of punithing the Thebans, and 
Argives alfo, by means of a marriage betwixt 
Polynices and one of the daughters of Adraftus 
King of Argos. Juno oppofes, but to no effedt ; 
and Mercury is fenton a meflage to the Shades, 
to the ghoft of Laius, who isto appear to Eteo- 
cles, and provoke him to break the agreement: 
Polynices in. the mean time departs from Thebes 
by night, is overtaken by a ftorm, and arrives 
at Argos; where he. mects with Tydcus, who 
had fied from Calydon, having killed his brother, 
Adraflus entertains them, having received an 
oracle from Apollo, that his daughters should be 

. married to a boar and a lion, which he under- 
ftands to be meant of thefe ttrangers, by whom. 
the hides of thofe beafts were worn, and wha 
arrived at the time when he kept an annual feaft 
in honour of that god. The rife of this folem- 
nity he relates to his guefts, the loves of Phoebus 
and Pfamathe, gnd the ftory of Chorecbus. He 
inquires, and is made acquainted with their de~ 
{cent and quality. The factifice is renewed, and 
the book cuncludes with a.hymn to Apollo. 

{The tranfator hopes he need not apologife for his 
choice of this piece, which was made almoft in 
his childhood; but, finding the verfion better 
than he expeéted, he gave it fome correGion a 
few years afterwards] 


FRATERNAL rage, the puilty Thebes alarms, 
The alternate reign deftroy’d by impious arms, 


Demand our fong ; a facred fury fires 

My ravith'd breaft, and all the mufe infpires. 

O, goddefs, fay, thal] } dedute my rhymes 

From the dire nation in its early times, 

Europa’s rape, Angenor's flern decree, 

And Cadmays fearching round the fpacious fea? 

How with the ferpent’s teeth he fow'd the foil, 

And reap’d an iron harvedt of his toil ? 

Or how from joining ftonea the city fprung, 

While to his harp divine Amphion fung? 

Or fhall I Juno's hate to Thebes refound, 

Whole fatal rage th’ unhappy monarch found ? 

The fire againft the fon his arrows drew, 

O’er the wide fields the furious mother flew, 

And while her arms a fecond hope contain, 

Sprung from the rocks, and plung’d into the main. 
But wave whate’er to. Cadmus may belong, 

And fix, O, mufe} the barrier of thy fong 

At Ocdipus—from his difafters trace z 

The long confufions of his guilty race : 

Nor yet attempt to ftretch thy bolder wing, 

And mighty Czfar’s conquering eagles fing ; 

How twice he tam’d proud Ifter’s rapid flood, + 

While Dacian mountains ftream’d with barbarous 

blood; © : 
Twice taught the Rhine beneath his laws to roll, 
And iiretch’d his empire to the frozen pole 5 


“TRANSLATIONS AND LIMITATIONS — 35 


“Or long hefore, with early valour, trove. |; When by the fon the trembliug father dy‘d,. 
“An youthful arms t affert the caufe of Jove.” Where the three roads the Phocian fields divide ¢ 
And thou, great heir of all thy fathes’s fame, ~ If ¥ the Sphynx’s riddles durft explain, ~ = 





Increafe of glory tothe Latin name! es Taught by thyfelf to win the promis’d reign: ** 
O, blefs thy Rome with an eternal reign, ©”, Hf wretched 1, by baleful furies led; ~ ae 
‘Nor let defiring worlds entreatin vain. With monftrous mixture ftain’d my mother’s bed, 
What though the ftars contragt their heayenly | For hell and thee begot an impious brood, . 
oo Nfpace, 8, "| And with fall Jatt thofe horrid joys renew'dg “2 
And crowd their thining ranks to yield thee place; {| Theo felf-condemnn’d to fhades of endlefs night,” 
“Though all the fkies, ambitious of thy fway, ’Forc'd from thefe orbs the bleeding balls of fight: 
‘Confpire to court thee from our world away ; O, hear, and aid the vengeance I require, 


‘Though Phebus longs to mix his rays with thine, | 
And in thy.glories nore ferenely fhive; eat 
“Though Jove himfelf no lefs content would be” 

To part his throne, and fhate his heaven with thee ; 
Yer flay, great Cwfar! and vouchfafe to reign 
,O'er the wide earth, and o’er the watery main; 

+ Refign to Jove his empire of the fkies, | 

| And peopic heaven with Roman deities. 

The time will come, when a diviner flame | 
Shall warm nay breaft to fing of Cefar's fame: 
Meanwhile permit, that my preluding mufe 

“Jn Theban wars an humbler theme may choofe i 
*) Of furious hate furviving death, the fings, 
tA fatal throne to two contending kings, © 

And funeral flames, that parting wide ip aig 
Exprefs the difcord of the fouls they bear : 
Of towns difpcopled, and the wandering ghofts 
Of kings unbury’d in the wafted coatts; ; 
, When Dirce’s fountain bluth'd with Grecian blood, 
.. And Thetis, near Ifmenos’ fwelling flood, 
With dread beheld the rolling furges fweep, 

., Inheaps, his flaughter'd fons into the deep. 

What hero, Clio! wilt thon firft relate ? 

‘The rage of Tydeus, or the prophet's fate? 
Or how, with hills of flain on every fide, 

_Hippomedon repell’d the hoftile tide? : 
“Or how the youth, with every grace adorn’d, 

* Untimely fell, to be for ever mourn'd ? i ok 
Then to fierce Capaneus thy verfe extend, | 
And fing with horror his prodigious end. 

_ Now wretched Oedipus, depriv’d of fight, 
Lcd a long death in everlafting night; 
But, while he dwells where not a cheerful ray” 
Can pierce the darknels, and abhors the day, 
‘The clear reflecting mind prefents his fin ~ 
Jn frightful views, and makes it day within ;” 
Returning thoughts in endlefs circles roll, ‘ 
And thoufand furies haunt his guilty foul; 
‘The wretch then lifted to th’ unpitying fkies 
‘Phofe empty orbs from whence he tore his eyes, 
Whofe wounds, yet frefh, with bloody hands he 

ftrook, aa i 

While from his breaft thefe dreadful actentsbroke + 

Ye gods! that o’er the gloomy regions reign, 
Where guilty fpirits feel eternal pains | 
‘Thou, fable Styx! whofe livid ftreams are roll’d 

“Through dreary coafts, which I, though blind, be- 

oe hold: i ts 
Tifiphone, that oft has heard my prayer, __ | 

Afi, if Ogdipus deferve thy care : i 
Af you receiv'd me fram Jocafta’s womb, ” 
And nurs'dthe hope of mifchiefs yet to come 
E leaving Polybus, I took my way & 
Fo Cyrpha's temple, on al day, 


¥f worthy thee, and what thou mightit infpire 
My fons their gid unhappy fire de:pife, 

spoil'd of his kingdom, and depriv'd of eyes 
Guidelefs I wander, uaregarded mourn, 
While thefe exalt their {ceprres o'er my urn 
"| ‘Thefe fons, ye gode! who, with flagitious pride, 
y Infult’my darknefs, and my groans deride, 

Art thou a father, unregarding Jove? : 

And fleeps thy thunder in the realms above 2)! 
Thou fury, then, fome lafting curfe eniail, 

Which o’er their children’s children fhall prevail & 
Place on their heads that crown diftain’d with gore, 
Which thofe dire hands from my ilain father tore . 
Go, and a parent's heavy curfes bears, 95” 



























































: Break all the bonds of nature, and prepare ”” 
‘Their kindréd fouls to mutual hate and war. 
Give them to dare, what I might with to fee, 
Blind as Cain, fome glorious villany{ 9” 
Soon fhglt thou find, if thou but arm theif hinds, 
‘Their ready guilt preventing thy commands : , 
Sould"h thou fome great, proportion’d mifchief 
rane, 
They'd prove the fatherfrom whofeloinsthey came. 
The Fury heard, while on Cocytus’ bring 
Her {nakes unty’d fulphureous waters drink; |: 
But a the formate roll’d her eyes around, —* 
Andfiiatch’d the Narting ferpentsfrom the gr 
Not half fo fwiftly fhouts along aia nd, 
‘The gliding lightning, or defcending ftar. [fight, 
Through crowds of airy thades the wing'd hey 
And dark dominions of the filent night ; 
“| Swift as the pafs'd, the flitting ghofts withdrew, 
And the pale fpectres trembijed at her view : 
‘To th’ iron gates of Tanarus fhe flies, 
There Spreads her dufky pinions to the tkics. 
The day'bebeld, and, fickening at the fight, 
Veil'd her fair glories in the hades of mighty 
Affrighted Atlas, on the diflant fhore, i 
T: emt, and fhook the heavens and gods he 
Ore. * 
Now from beneath Malea’s airy height ~° - 
Aloft the {prung, and fteer’d to Thebes her flights 
With eager {peed the well-known journey took, - 
Nor here regrets the hell the late forfouk. 
A hundred foakes her gloomy vifage thade, 
A hundred ferpents guard her horrid head, # 
In her funk eye-bails dreadful meteors glow : 
Such rays from Phoche’s bloody circles How, -° 
When, labouring with ftrong charms, fhe thoots 
from high . 
A fiery gleam, and reddens all the iky. oS 
Blood itain’d her cheeks, and from her mouth 
: there came 


ue fee ning. poifors, and a length of fame, : ; 
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* 


Front every blaft of her contagious breath, 

Famine pat drought pfaceed, and plagues, and 
death. 

A robe obfcene was o’er her fhoulders thrown, * 

A drefs by fates and furies worn atone. 
’ She tofe’d her meagre arms; her better hand 

In waving circles whirl'da faneral brand : 
A ferpent from her left was feento rear 
His Haming creft, and lath the yielding air. 

But wher the Fury took her ftand on high, 

Where vaft Cithzeron’s top falutes the fky, 
A hifs from all the fhaky tire went round; 
‘The dreadful fignal all the rocks rebound, 
And through th’ Achaian cities fend the found. 
ete, with high Parnaffus, heard the voice; 
Eurotas’ banks remurmur’d to the noife; 
‘Again Leacothoé thook at thefe alarms, 
And prefs’d Palemow clofut in her arms. 
Headlong from thence the glowing Fury {prings, 
And o’er the Thehan palace {preads her wings, 
Once more invades the guilty dome, and fhrouds 
‘Vas bright pavilions in a veil of clouds. 
‘Straight with the rage of all their race poffefs'd, 
Brung to the foul, the brothers {tart from ret, 
And alk their furies wake within their breaft, 
‘Their tortur’d minds repining Envy tears, 
sAnd Hate, engender'd by fufpicious fears ; 
‘And facred thirft of fway; and all the ties 
Of nature broke ; and royal perjuries; 
“And impotent Defire to reign alone, 
‘That {corns the dull reverfion of a throtie; 
Eech would the fweets of fovereign rule devour, 
‘While Difcord waits dpon divided power. 
‘As ftubborn fteers by brawny ploughmen broke, 
And join'd relu&ant to the galling yoke, 
Alike difdain with fervile necks to bear 
‘Th’ unwonted weight, or dtag the crooked fhare, 
But rend the reinss and bound a different way, 
And all the fitrrows in’ confufton lay ; r 
Such was the difcord of the royal pair, 
Whom fury drove precipitate to war. 
In vain the chiefs contriv’d a fpeciows way, 
‘Lo govern ‘Vhebes by their alternate fway : 
‘Unjufe decree! while this enjoys the ftate, 
»'That mourns in exile his unequal fate, 
And the fhort monarch of a hafty year 
Forefees with anguifh his returning heir. 
Whus did the league their impious arms reftrain, 
But fcarce fubfifted to the fecond reign. 

Yet then, no proud afpiring piles were rais’d, 
Wo fretted roofs with polifh’d metals blaz'd; 
No labour’d columns in long order plac’d, 

No Grecian ftorie the pompous arches grac’d; 
No nightly bands in glittering armour wait 
Before the fleeplefs tyrant’s guarded gate; _. 
‘No chargers then were wronght in burnifh’d gold, 
‘Nor fitver vafes took the forming moulds 
Nor*gema on bowls embofe'd were feen to fhine, 
Blaze on the brims, and fparkle in the wine— 
Say, wretched rivals! what’ provekes your rage? 
: Say, to what end your impiousarms engage ? 
‘Not ali brighe Phosbus views in early morn, 
Or when his evening beams the weit adorn, 
‘When the fouth glows with his meridian ray, 
And the cold north receives a fainter day 5 


TIVE WORKS OF POPE. 


For crimes like thefe, not all thofe realms fuffice, 
Were ail thofe realms the guiley victor’s prize ! 
But fortune now (the lots of empire throwa} 
Decrees to proud Eteocles the crown : 
What joys, oh tyrant! fwell’d thy foul that day, ° 
When all were flayes thou couldit around furvey, 
Pleas’d to behold unbounded power thy own, 
And fingly fill 2 fear’d and envy’d throne! 
But the vile vulgar, ever difcontent, 
Their growing fears in fecset murmurs vent; 
Still prone to change, though ftill the flaves of ftate, 
And fure the monarch whom they have, to hate ; 
New lords they madly make, then tamely bear, 
And foftly curfe the tyrants whom théy fear. 
And one of thofe who groan beneath the fway 
Of kings impos’d, and grudgingly obey, 
(Whom envy to the great and vulgar {pite 
‘With feandal arm’d, th’ ignoble mind’s delight) 
Exclaim’d—O Thehes! for thee what fates remain 


| What woes attend this inaufpicjous reign! 


Muft we, alas! our doubtful necks prepare, 

Each haughty matters yoke by turns to bear, 

And ftill to change whom chang’d we Still muft 

fear? 

Thefe now controul a wretched peorle’s fate, 

Thefe can divide, and thefe reverfe the fate: 

Ev'n fortune rules ac more :—O fervile land, 

Where exil’d-tyrants {tall by turns command ! 

‘Thou fire of gods and men, imperial Jove ! 

1s this th’ eternal. doom decreed above ? 

On thy own offspring haft thou fix'd this fate, 

From the firft birth of our unhappy ftate; 

When banifh’d Cadnws, wandering o’er the main, 

For Joft Europa fearch’d the world in vain, 

And, fated in Beotion fields to found 

A rifing empire on a foreign ground, 

Firft rais'd our walls on that ill-omen’d plain, 

Where earth-born brothers were by brothers flain ? 

What lofty looks th’ unrival’d monarch bears! 

How all the tyrant in his face appears ! 

What fullen fury clouds his {cornfal brow ? 

Gods : how his eyes with threatening ardour glow! 

Can this imperious lord forget to reign, 

Quit all his ftate, defcend, and ferve again? 

Yet who, before, more popularly bow’d, 

Who more propitious to the fuppliant crowd? 

Patieat of right, familiar in the throne? 

What wonder then ? he was not then alone. 

O wretched we, a vile fubmiffive train, 

Fortune’s tame fools, and flaves in every reign! 
As when two winds with rival force contend, 

This way and that, the wavering fails they bend, 

While freezing Boreas and black Eurus blow, 

Now here, now there, the recling veffel throw : 

Thus, on éach fide, alas! our tottering ftate 

Feels all the fury of refiftle’s fate; 

And doubtful fill, and ftill diftraded ftands, 

While that prince threatens, and while this com- 
And now th’ almighty father ofthe gods{mands, 

Convenes a council in the hleft abodes : 

Far in the bright receffes ofthe tkies, 

High o'er the relliag heavens, a manfion lies, « 

Whueance, far below, the gods at once furvey 

‘The realms of rifing and declining day, _[fea. 

And all th’ oxtended Space of carth, and air, and’ 
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Full in the midf, and ona ftarry throne, 

The majefty, of heaven fuperior fhone ; 

Serenc he Icok’d, and gave an awful nod, 

And all the trembling fpheres confefs’d the God. 

At Jove’s affent, the deities around . 
_ In folemmn ftate the confiftery crown'd. 

Next a long order of inferior powers 

Afcend from hills, and plains, and thady bowers; 

"Thofe from whofe urna the rolling rivers flow ; 

And thofe that give the wandering winds to blow : 

Here all their rage, and ev’n their murmurs ceafe, 

And facred filence reigus, and univerfa} peace. 

A thining fynod of majeftic gods 

Gilds with new luftre the divine abodes; 

Heaven fgems improv'd with 2 fuperior ray, 

And the bright arch reficcts a double day. 

“I'he monarch then his foleam filence broke, 

The ttill creation liftened while he fpoke; 

Each facred accent bears eternal weight. 

And each irrevocable word is fate. 

How long hall man the wrath of Heaven defy, 
And force unwilling vengeance from the fky ‘ 
Oh race confederate into crimes, that prove 
‘Triumphant o’er th’ eluded rage of Jove ! 

"This weary arm can fearce the holt fultain, 

And unregarded thunder rolls in vain: 

‘Th’ o'erlabour’d Cyclop from his taf retires; 

‘Th’ diolisn forge exhaufted of its fires, 

For this | fuffex’d Phebus’ Reeda to fray, 

And the mad ruler to mifguide the day, 

When the wide earth to heaps of afhes turn’d, 

And heaven itfelf the wandering chariot burn’d. 

For this, my brother of the watery reign 

Releas’d th’ impetuous fluices of the main : ‘ 

But flames confum’d, and billows ¥ag’d in vain. 

‘Two races now, ally’d to Jove, offend: 

To punith. thefe, fee Jove himfelf defcend. 

Vhe Theban kings their line from Cadmus trace, 

From godlike Perfeus thofe of Argive race. 

Unkuppy Cadmus’ fate who dogs not know, 

And the long feries of fucceeding woe? 

How oft the turies, from the deeps of night, 

Arofc, and mix’d with men in mortal fight: 

‘Th’ exulting mother, ftain’d with filial blood; 

"The favage hunter, and the haunted wood? 

"Vhe direful banquet why fhould I proclaim, 

Aud ctines that grieve the trembling gods to 
nunc? 

Fre Trecount the fins of thefe profane, 

‘The fun would fink inte the weftern main, 

Andrifing gild the radiant caft again. 

Have we not feen (the blood of Laius thed) 

‘The murdering fon afcend his parenc’s bed, 

"Through violated nature force his way, 

‘And fain the ticred womb where once he lay? 

Yet now in darknefs and defpair he groans, 

And tor the crimes of guilzy fire atones 5 

His fons with fcorn their eyclefs father view, 

lnfult his wounds, and make them bleed anew. 

"Thy curle, oh! Oedipus, juft heaven alarms, 

And fets th’ avenging thunderer in arms, 

¥ fyon theroot thy guilty race will tear, 

ind give the nations te the wafte of war. 

sAdrattus foon, with guds averfe, fhall join 

Jo dire albunce with the Theban line; 


wt. 
‘Hence firife thall rife, and mortal war facceed; ~~ 
The guilty realms of Tantalus thall bleed: ~~: - 
Fix’d is their doom ; this atl-remembering breaif 
Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrant’s feat: 
He faid; and thus the queen of heaven ree 
turn'’d 
{With fadden grief her labouring bofom burn'd) #4 
Mutt 1, whofe cares Phoroneus’ towers defend, | ~ 
Mnf I, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend ? 
‘Thou know’tt thofe regions my protection claint, 
Glorious in arms, in riches, and in fame + 
Though there the fair Agyptian heifer fed, 
And there deluded Argus flept, and bled; : 
Though there the brazen tower was ftorm’d ef old, * 
Ween Jove defcended in almighty gold, : 
Yet I can pardon thofe obfcurer rapes, 
Thofe baihful crimes difguis'd in borrow'd thapes5:- 
But Thebes, where, thining in celeftial charms, - ° 
Thou cam'ft triumphant to a.mortal’s arms, 
When all my glories o’er her limbs werd fpread; 
And blazing lightningsdanc'd around her bed; 
Curs’d Thebes the vengeance it deferves may 
prover— 
Ah, why fhould Argos feel the rage ef Jove? 
Yet, fince thou wilt thy fifter queen ‘controul,’ 
Since ftillthe luft of difcord fircs thy foul,” 
Go, raze my Samos, let Mycetie fall, 
And level with the duft the Spartan. wall; 
No more let mortals fano’s power invoke, 
Her fanes no more with caftern incenfe fmoke, 
Nor victims fink beneath the facred ftroke ; y 
But to your His all my rights transfer, 
Let altars blaze and temples fmoke for ber; 9 « * 
For her, through Egypt's fruitful clime renown’d, 
Let weepivg Nilue hear the timbre found, 
But if thou muft reform the ftubborn times, 
Avenging on the fons the father’s crimes, 
And from the long records of diftant age 
Derive incitements to renew thy rage ; 
Say, from what period then has Jove defign’d: 
To date his vengeance ; to-what bounds confin'd? + 
Begin from whence, where firft Alpheus hides °-):* 
His wandering ftream, and through the briny 
tides : 7 
Unmix'd to his Sicilian river glides. 
‘Thy owni Arcadians there the thunder claim, 
Whole impious rites-difgrace the mighty name; 
Who raife thy. temples where the chariot flood ? 
Of fierce Ocnomaus, defil’d with blood; wees 
Where once his fleeds their favage banquet found 
And human bones yet whiten all the ground. 
Say, can thofe honours pleafe? and canft thou 
love 
Prefumptuous Crete, that boats the tomb of Jove! - 
And fhall not Tautalus's kingdom fhare 
‘Thy wife and fifter’s tutelary care? 
Reverfe, O Jove, thy too fevere decree, 
Nor doom to war a race deriv’d from thee; 
On impious realms and barbarous kings impofe 
Thy plagues, and curfe them with fach fons as. 
thofe. : ‘ 3 
Thus, in reproach and prayer, theqneen exprefs'd’ 
The rage and grief contending in her breaft 
Unnsov'd remain’d the ruler of the tky, : 
And from his throne returo’d this Rern reply: 
we 
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"The dire, though jut, revenge which J prepare 
Again a station thf peculiar care : 

No lets Dioue might for Thebes contend, 

Nor Bacchns lefs-his native town defend ; 

Yet thes in filetice fee the fates fulfil 

Their work, and reverence our fuperior will. 
For, by the black infernal Styx 1 fwear, 

(That dreadful oath which binds the thanderer), 
*Yis fix'd; th’ irrevocable doom of Jove ; 

No force can bend me, no.perfuifion move. 
Hiafte then, Cyllenius, through the liquid air ; 
4Go mount.the winds, and to the fhades repair ; 
‘Bid hella black monarch my commands obey, 
And give up Laiua to the realms of day, 
Whole ghoft, yet thivering on Cocytus’ fand, 
Expects its paffage to the further ftrand : 

Let the pale fire revifit Thebes, and beat 
"Thefe pleafing orders to the tyrant’s ear; 
"Phat, from his exil'd brothet, fwell’d with pride 
Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride, 
‘Almighty Jove commands him to detain 

"The promis’d empire, and alternate reign = 

Be thisthe caufe of more than mortal hate: 

"The ref, fueceeding times Mall ripen into fate. 

The god obeys, and to his feet applies 

"Thofe golden wings that cut the yielding flies. 
His ample hat his beamy locks o’erfpread, 

Aad veil’d the ftarty glories of his head. 

He feiz’d the wastd that caufes fleep to Aly, 

Or in foft flumbers feals the wakeful eye; 

"That drives the dead to dark Tartarian coafts, 
Or back to life compels the wandering ghofts. 
Thus, through the parting clonds, the fon of May 
‘Wings onthe whiftling winds his rapid way ; 
Now fmoothly fteers through ait his equal flight, 


*Twas thust deem’d thy haughty foul would ef 


3 


‘Now fprings alofc, and towers th’ echerial height ; 


"Shen wheeling down the fteep of heaven he flies, 
And draws a radiant cirele o’er the fkies. 
Meantime the banjfh’d Polynices roves 


(His Thebes abandon‘’d) through th’ Aonian 
(light, 
While future realms his-wandering thoughts de- 


groves, 


Bis daily vifion, and his dream by night; 
Forbidden Thebes appears befure his eye, 

From whence he fees his nbfent brother fly, 
‘With tranfport views the airy rule his own, 
And fwells on an imaginary throne.’ 

Fain would he caft a tedious age away, 

And live out all in one triumphant day. 

He chides the lazy progrefs of the fun, 

And bids the year with fwifrer motion run, 
‘With anxious hopes his craving mind is toft, 
Andalt his joysin length of withes loft 

‘The hero then tefolves his courfe to bend 

Where ancient Danaus’ fruitful fields extend, : 
And fam’d Mycene’s lofty towers afcend, 
(Where late the fan did Atreus’ crimes deteft, 
And difappear'd in horror of the featt.) 

And now, by chance, by fate, ot furies led, 
¥rom Bacchus’ confecrated caves he fled, 
Where the shrill cries of frantic matrons found. 
+ And Pentheus’ blood enrich’d the tiling ground. 
Then fees Cithxron towering o'er the plain, 
And thence declizing gemt}y to the main. 





Next te the boands of Nifus’ realm repairs, 
Where treacherous Scy}a eut the purple hairs ¢ 
‘The hanging cliffs of Scyron’s rock explores, 
And-hears.the murmurs of the different fhores < 
Pafies the ftraight that parts the foaming feas, 
And ftately Carinth’s pleafing fite furveys, 

* Pwas now the cime when Pheebusyieldstonight, 
And rifing Cynthia theds her filver light, 
Wide o'er the world in folemn pomp fhe drew 
Her airy chariot hung with pearly dew 
All birds and beafts fie huth'd: fMeep fteals away 
The wild defires of men, and toils of day, 
And brings, defcending through the filenc air, 
A {weet forgetfulnefs of human care. 
Yet no red clouds, with golden borders gay, 
Promife the fkies the bright return of day; 
No faint sefleStions of the diftant light 
Streak with long gleams the feateering fhades of 

night ; 

From the damp earth impervious vapours rife, 
Increafe the darknefs, and involve the fkies. 
At once the roaring fkies with rething found 
Burt fronvth’ Aolian caves, and rend the ground, 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 
And win b; turas the kingdom of the fry ; 
Bur with a thicker night black Aufter fhrouds 
‘Lhe heavens, and drives on heaps the rolling clonds, 
From whole dark womb a rattling tempeft pours, 
Which the cold north congeals to haily thowers. 
From pole to pote the thunder roars aloud, 
And brokeu lightnings flahh from every cloud. 
Now fmokes with fhowers the mifty mountair 


ground, 
And floated fields le tindiftingeith’d round. 
Th" Inachian ftreams with headlong fury run, 
And Erifinus roils a deluge on: 
The foaming Lerna {wells above its bounds, 
And fpreads its ancient poifons o'er the grounds : 
Where late was duft, now rapid torrents play, 
Rufh through the mounds, and bear the dams ae 
way: 
Old limbs of trees from crackling forefts torn, 
Are whirl’d in air, and on the winds are borne: 
‘The form the dark Lyczan groves difplay’d, 
And firft to light expns'd the facred fhade. 
Th’ intrepid Theban bears the burfting tky, 
Sees yawning rocks in maffy fragments fly, 
And views aftonifh’d from the hills afar, 
‘The floods defcending, and the watery war, 
‘Phat, driven by ftorms, and pouring o'er the plain, 
Swept, herds and hinds, and houfes to the nuain. 
Through the brown horrors of the night he fled, 
Nor knows, amaz’d, what doubrful:-path to tread; 
His brother's image to his mind appcars, 
Inflames his heart with rage, and wings his feet, 
with fears. 
So fares a failor on the ftormy main, 
When clouds conceal Bo-te’s gekden wain, 
When net a thar is Liendly luftre keeps, 
Not trembling: tila giimmers on the deeps 5 
d:eas and tkies, 
og round him 








Thus ftrove the chief, on every fide ¢ 
Thus Sill his courage with his toils 





fd, 
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‘With his broad thield oppos’d, he forc’d his way 

Through thickeft woods, and rous’d the beafts of 

t rey. 

"Lill he beheld, where from Leriffa’s height 

‘The fhelving walls reflect a glancing light : 

“ hither with hafle the Theban hero flies; 2 
* On this fide Lerna’s poifonous water lies, 

‘On that Profymna’s grove and temple rife : 

He pafs'd the gates which then unguarded lay, 

And to the regal palace bent his way; . 

On the cold marble, fpent with toil, he lies, 

And waits till pleafing Slumber feal his eyes. 

Adraftus here his happy people fways, 

left with calm peace in his delining days, 

By both his parents of defcent divine, 

Great Jove and Phexbus grac’d his noble line : 

Heaven had not crown’d his wifhes with a fon, _ 

But two fair daughters heir’d hie ftgte and throne. 

"Lo him Apollo (wondrous to relate ! ‘ 

But who can pierce into the depths of fate ?) 

Had fung— Expect thy fonson Argos’ fhore, 

“ A yellow Jion, and a briftly boar.” bs 

This long refolv’d in his paternal breaft, 

Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his ref; 

‘This, great Amphiarans, lay hid from thee, 

‘Though fkill’d in fate, and dark futurity. 

"The father’s care and prophet's art were vain, 

For thus did the predidting ged ordain. 

Lo haplefs 'Tydeus, whofe ill fated hand 
Had fain his brother, leaves his native land, 
And feiz'd with horror in the fhades of night, 
"Through the thick deferts headtong urg’d his flight: 
Now by the fury of the tempeft driven, 

He feeksa thelter from th’ inclement heaven, 

‘Till, led by Fate, the Theban’s fteps he treads, 

And.to fair Argos’ open court fucceeds. 

When thus the chiefs from different lands refort 
"'T' Adraftus’ realms, and hofpitable court; 

‘fhe king furveys his guefts with curious eyes, 

And views their arms and habit with furprife. 

A lion’s ycllow fkin the Theban wears, 

Horrid his mane, and rough with curling hairs; 

Such one employ’d Alcides’ youthful toils, 

Ere yet adorn’d with Nemea’s dreadful fpoils, 

A boar’s tiff hide, of Calydonian breed, 

Ocuides’ manly thoulders overfpread : 

Oblique his eutks, erect his briftles ood ; 

Alive, the pride and terror of the wood. 

Struck with the fight, and fix’d in deep amaze, 
"The hing th’ accomplith’d oracle furveys, 
Reveres Apullo’s vocal caves, and owns 
The guided godhead, ad his future fons, 

O'er allhis bofom Jecret tranfports reign, 

Aud a glad horror fhoots through every vein. 

‘Su heaven he lifts his hands, erect his fight, 

And thus invokes the filent queen of night : 

Goddefs of fhades, beneath whof¢ gloomy reign, 
You’ fpangled arch glows with the ftarry train ; 
‘You wie the cares of heaven and carth allay, 
“Fill nature quicken’d by th’ infpiring ray, g 
Wakes to new vigour with the rifing day; 

7 thon freelt me from my doubtful ftate, 
wy Joh and wilder’d in the maze of fate! 
font fill, oh goddefs! in our aids 
Peecevd, and Grm thofe omens thou baft made. 
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We to thy name our annual rites will pay, 
And on thy altars facrifices lay. 
The fable flock fhali fall beneath the flroke,: 
And fill thy temples with a grateful {moke. 
Hail, faithful Tripes! hail, ye dark abodes 
Of awful Phebus; I confefs the gods! . 
Thus, feis'd with facred fear, the monarda 
pray’d; 7 i 
Then to his inner court the guefts convey'd + 
Where yet thin fumes from dying fparks arife, }° 
And duft yet white upon each altar lies, 
The relics of a former facrifice. ods 
The king once more the folema rites requires, . © 
And bids renew the feafts, and wake the fires. 
His train obey, while all the courts around =| 
. With noify care and various tumult found, 
Embroider’d le clothes the. gokien beds 
This flave the oor, and that the table {5 
A third difpels the darknely of the night,” 
And fills depending lamps 
Here loaves in canifters are pil’d on high,. . 
And there in flames the flaughter’d vidtims fly, 
Sublime in regal ftate Adraftus thone, : 
Stretch’d on rich carpets on his ivory throne 5 
A lofty couch receives each princely guefts: 
Around at awful diftance wait the ref, 
And now the king, his royal feaft to grace, 
Aceftis calls; the guardian of his race, 
Who firft their youth in arta of virtue train’d, 
And their ripe years in modeft grace maintaiu’d ¢ 
‘Then foftly whifper’d in her faithful ear, 
And bade his daughters at the rites appear. 
‘When, from the cfofe apartments of the night, , 
The royal nymphs approach divinely bright; ~ 
Such was Diana’s, ach Minerve’s face : 
Nor thine their beauties with faperior grace, 
Bat that in thefe a milder. charm endears, 
And lefs of terror in theit looks appears. 
As on the heroes firft they caft their eyes, : 
O’er their fair checks the glowing bluthes rife,. 
‘Their downcaft Jooks a decent fhame confefs"d, 
‘Then on their father’s reverend features reft. 
‘The banquct done, the monarch gives the fign 
To fill the goblet high with fparkling wine, 
Which Danaus us’d in facred rites of old, 
With fculptire grac’d, and rough with rifing gold.. 
Here to the clouds victorious Perfeus flies, : 
Medufa feems to move her languid eyes, 
And, ev'n in gold, turns paler as the dies.” 









There from the chafe Jove’s towering eagle Bears, 7 


On golden wings, the Phrygian to the ftarss 

Still as be rifes in th’ etherial height, 

His native mountains leffen to his fight ; 

While all bis fad companions upward gaze, 

Fix’d on the glorious fcene in wild amaze 5 

and the {wift hounds, affrighted as he flies, 

Run to the thade, and bark againft the ikies, 
‘This golden bowl with generous juice was: 

crown’'d, 

The firft libation fprinkled on the ground : 

By turns on each celeftial power they call; 

With Phoebus’ name refounds the vaulted hall. 

The courtly train, the ftrangers, and the reft, 

Crown'd with chafte laurel, and with garlands 

i drefs'd, 5 


‘while with rich gums the fuming altars blaze, 
’ Salute the god in numerons hymns of praife. 
Then thus the king Perhaps, my. noble gucits, 
‘Thefe honour'd altars, and thefe annual feafts 
>. “Yo. bright -Apofle’s awful name defign’d, C 
Unknown, with wender may perplex your mind. 
Great was the caufe; our old folemnities 
From no. blind zeal or fond tradition rife; 
But, fav'dfrom death, our Argives yearly pay 
‘Thefe grateful honours to the God of day. 
When by a thoufand darts the Pychon flain 
With orbs unroll’d lay covering all the plain, 
(Transfiz’d as o’er Caftalia’s ftreams he bung, 
And luck'd new poifons with his triple tongue} 
‘To Argos’ realms the victor god reforts, 
And entets old Crotopus”humble courts, 
"This tural, prince one only, daughter blefs'd, 
-“That all the charmis of blooming youth poffefe’d; 
Fair was her face, and fpotlefs was her mind, 
Where filial love with virgin {weetnefs join’d. 
Happy ! and happy fill fhe might have prov’d, 
‘Were the lefs beautiful, or Jefs belov'd ! 
Bat Phoebus fov'd, and on the Howery fide 
Of Nemea's ftseam the yielding fair enjoy'd : 
Now, e'er ten moons their orb with light adorn, 
*< Th’ illuftrious offspring of the God was born; 
‘The nymph, her father's anget to evade, 
Retires from Argos to the fylvan thade ; 
‘To woods and wilds the pleafing burden bears, 
And trufts her infant to a fhepherd’s cares, 
How mean a fate, unhappy child, is thine! 
Ah, how unworthy thofe oP race divine! 
On flowery herbs in fome green covert laid, 
His bed the ground, his canopy the thade, 
He mixes with the bleeting lambs his cries, 
While the rude {wain his rural mufic tries, 
To call foft umber on his infant eyes, 
Yet even in thofe obfcure abodes to live, 
‘Was more, alas! than cruel fate would give; 
[For on the grafly verdure as he lay, 
And breath’d the frethnefs of the carly day, 
Devouring dogs the helplefs infant tore, 
Fed on his trémbling timbs, amd lapp’d the gore. 
‘TH’ attopith’d motticr, when the rumour came, 
Forgets her father, and negleéts her fame, 
With loud complaints the fills the yielding air, 
* And beats her breafts, and rends her flowing hair ; 
‘Then wild with angulth to her fire the flies, 
“Demands the fentence, and contented dies. 
But, touch’d with forrow for the dead too late, 
The raging god prepares t' avenge her fate. 
He fends a monfter, horrible and fell, 
Begot by furies in the depths of helt. 
‘The pelt a virgin’s face and bofom bears; 
* High ona crown a rifing Mnake appears, 
Guards her black front, and hiffes in her hairs: 
About the realm fhe walks her dreadful round, 
When night with fable wings o’erfpreads the 
ground, 
Devours young babes before their parents eyes, 
And feeds and thrives on public miferies. 
But gencrous rage the bold Chorcebus warms, 
Chorebus, fam'd for virtue, as for arms; 
Sonie few like him, infpir’d with martial fame, 
Thought a fort life well loft for cudle{s fame. 
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The direful monfter from afar defery’ 


o 
Two bleeding babes depending at her fide, 
Whole panting vitals, warm with life, the draws, 
And in their hearts embrues her cruel! claws. 
The youths furround her with extended pears; 
But brave Chorcebus in the front appears, 

Deep in her breaft he plung’d his fhining fword, 
And heil’s dire monfter back to hell reflor’d. 
Th’ Inachians view the fain with vaft furprife, 
Her twifting volumes, and hee rolling eyes, 

Her (potted breaft, and gaping womb embru’d 
With livid poifon, and our children’s blood, 

Yhe crowd in ftupid wonder fiz'd appear, 

Pale ev'n in joy, nor yet forget to fear. . 


Thefe, where two waysin equal parts divide, 2 


-| Some’ with vatt beams the fqualid corpfe ens 


z gage, adie fs ; 

And weary al the wild efforts of rage, 

‘The birds obfcene, that nightly flock’d to tafte, 
With hollow fereechés fled the dire repaft ; 
And ravenous, dogs, allur’d by fcented blood, 
And ftarving wolves ran howling to the wood. 





But, fir’d with ra; ‘om eft Parnaflus’ brow 
Avenging Phitbus bent his deadly bow, 
And hithng flew the feather'd fates below: . 


A night of fuler? clouds involv'’d around 

‘Lhe towers, the fields, and the devoted ground: 
And now a thoufand lives together fled, 

Death with his fcythe cut off the fatal thread, 
And a-whole province in his triumph led. 

Bat Phebus, afk’ why noxious fires appear, 
And raging Sirius blafts'the fickly year ; 
Demands their lives by whom his monftcr fell, 
And dooms a dreadful faerifice:to hel}, 

Bleft be thy duft, and let cternal fame 
Attend thy mands, and preferve thy name, 
Undaunted hero! who, divincly brave, 

In {uch a caufe difdain’d thy life to fave: 
But view’d the fhrine with a {uperior look, 
And its upbraided godhead this befpoke : 

With picty, the foul’s fernreft guard, 

And con{cious virtue, fill its own reward, 
Willing f come, unknowing hew to fear ; 
Nor fhalt thou, Phacbus, fitd a feppliant here. 
Thy monfter’s death to me was ow’d alone, 
And ’tis a deed too glorious to difown. 
Behold him here, for whom, fo many days. 
Impervious clouds conceal’d thy fullen rays; 
For whom, as man no longer claim’d thy cure, 
Sach numbers fell by peftilential air! 

But if th’ abandon’d race of human kind 
From gods above no more compailion find; 
Hf fuch inclemency in heaven can dwell, 

Yet why miuft unoffending Argos feel ‘ 
‘The vengeanée duc to this unlucky feel? 

On me, on me, Jet all thy fury fall, 

Nor err from me, fince t deferve it all: 
Unlefs our defert cities pleafe thy fight, 

Or funcral ames réfieét a grarcful light, 
Difcharge thy thafts, this ready bofom rend, 
And tothe fhades a ghoft triumphant fend ; 
But for my country let my fete atone, 


-Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my cwr. 





Merit diftrefs'd, impartial heaven relicv: 


} Uawelcome life relenting Phecbue gives; 
i 


: TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS. 
For not the vengeful power, that glow’d with rage, 


With fuch amazing virtue durft engage. 

"The cloudy difpers’d, Apollo's wrath expir’d, 

‘And from the wondering god th’ unwilling yout! 
retir'd. : 

Thence we thefe altars in his temple raife, 

And offer annual honours, feafts, and praife; 

‘Phofe folemn featts propitious Phobus pleafe: 


Thee honoars, ftiilréentew’d, his ancient wrath ap- 


peafe. 
But fay, illuftrious gueft : (adjoin'd the king) 


What name you bear, from what high race you 


{pring ? : 
The noble T'ydeus ftands confefe’d and known 
Our neighbour prince, and heir of Calydon, 
Relate your fortnnes, while the friendly. night 
And filent hours to various talk invite. 

The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes; 
Confus'd and fadly thus at length replies : 
Before thefe altars how fhall I proclaim 
(Oh generous prince !) my nation or my. name, 


Or through what veins our ancient blood has roli’d? 


Let the fad tale for ever reit untold ! 

Yct if, propitious to a wretch unknown, 

You feck te fhare in forrows not yoar own; 
Know then, from Cadmus I derive my race, 
Jocutia’s fon, and Thebes my native place. 

‘ro whom the king (who felt his generous breaft 
‘Touch'd with concern for his unhappy gueft) 
Replies ;—Ah why forbears the fon to name 
Jfis wretched father, known too well by fame ? 


Fame, that delights around the world to ftray, |, 


Scorns not te take our Argos in her way. 

Ev'n thofe who dwell where funs at diltance roll, 

Jn northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pale; 

And thofe who tread the burning Libyan lands, 

‘Nhe faithlefs Syrtes, and the moving fands; 

‘Who view the weftern fea’s cxtremeit bounds, * 

Or drink of Ganges in thetr eaftern grounds ; 

All thefe the woes of Cidipus have known, 

Your fates, your furies, and your haunted town. 

If on the fons the parents’ crimes defcend, 

‘What prince from thofe bis lineage can defend ? 

Be this thy comfort, that *tis thine t’ cflace 

‘With virtuous a@ts thy aaceftor's difgrace, _ ‘ 

And be thylelf the honour of thy race. 

Bur fee! the ftars begin to ileal away, 

And fhine more faintly at approaching day. 

Now pour the wine; and in your tuneful lays 

Once more refound the great Apollo’s praife, 
Oh father Phebus! whether Lycia’s coaft . 

And {nowy mountains thy bright prefence boaft; 

Whether to fweet Caftalia cheu repair, 

And bathe in filver dews thy yellow hair; 


* Or, pleas'd to find fair Delos Qoat no more, 


Delight in Cynthus, and the thady shore ; 

Or choofe thy feat in Ilion’s proud abodes, , 

‘The fhining ftructures rais’d by labouring gods; 

By thee the bow and mortal sha‘ts arc berne; 

Eternal charms thy biooming youth adorn + 

Skill’d in the laws of fecret fate above, 

And the dark counfels of almighty Jove, 

tts thine the feeds of future war to know, 

‘The change of feeptres, and impending wo; 
Vou. Val, 





Sr 
When direful meteors {pread through glowing air 
Long trails of light, and fhake their blazing hair, 
Thy rage the Phrygian felt, who durft aipire 

YY” excel the mafic of thy heavenly lyre; 4 
Thy thafts aveng’d lewd Tityus’ guiley fame, 
‘Th’ immortal victim of chy mother’s fante; 

hy hand flew Python, and the dame who lof 
Her numerous offspring for a fatal boaft. 

In Phlegya’s doom thy juit revenge appears, 
Condemn’d to furies and eternal fears ; 

He views his food, but dread& with lifted eye, 
‘Phe mouldering rock that trembles from on high. 


Propitious hear our prayer, O power divine ! 
And on thy hofpitable Argos fhine, : : 
Whether the ftyle of Titan pleafe thee more, 
Whofe purple rays th” Achzmenes adore 3 
Or great Oris, who firft taught the fwain 
In Pharian ficlds, to fow the golden grain. 
Or Mitra, to whofe beams-the Perfish bor 
And pays, in, hollow rocks. his awful vows. 
Mitea, whofe-head the blaze of light adorns,.° 
Who grafps the flruggling heifer’s lunar horns, 














THE FABLE OF DRYOPE. 
From Ovid's Metamorphofis, Book 1X, - 


Sue faid, and for her loft Galanthis fighs, | 

When the fair confort of her fon replies: 

Since you a fervant’s ravith’d form bemoan, ‘ 

And kindly figh for forrows not your own; 

Let me (if tears and grief permit) relate 

A nearer woe, a fifter’s ftranger fate. 

No nymph of all Oechalia could compare . 

For beautcous form with Dryope the fair, 

Her tender mother’s only hope ahd pride 

(Myfelf the offspring of a fecond bride.) . 

This nymph ‘comprefs’d by him who rules the day, 

Whom Delphi and the Delian iflt obey, - : 

Andremon loy'’d ; and blefs'd in all chofe. charms 

That pleas’d a god, fucceeded to her arms, a 
A lake there was, with fhelving banks around, ; 

Whofe verdant fummit fragrant myrtles crown‘d. 

Thefe thades, unknowing of the fates, the fought, 

And to the Naiads flowery garlands brought ;. . 

Her fmiling babe (a pleafing charge} the preft 

Within her arms, and nourith’d at.ber breaft, ‘ 

Not diftant far, a watery Lotos grows; : 

The fpring was new, and all the verdant boughs 

Adorn’d with bloffoms, promis'd fruits that vis 

In glowing colours with the Tyrian dye : 

Of thefe the cropp’d to pleafe her infant.fon; 

And I myfelf the fame rafh att‘had done, 

But io! 1 faw (as near her fide I ftood) 

“The violated bloffoms drop with blood. 

Upon the tree { caft a frightful look ; 


. The trembling tree with fudden horror thook, « 


Lotis the nymph (if rural tales be trae), 
As from Priapus’ lawlels iuft fhe flew, 
Forfook her form; and fixing here became 


} A flowery plant, which till preferves her name. 
ao # é 
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This change tinknown, aftonifh’d at the fight, 
~My trembling fitter ftrove,to urge her Hight, 
> And firft the pardon of the nymphs implor’d, 
“And thofe offended fylvan powers ador’d : 
But when the backward would have fled, the found 
“Her ftiffening feet were rooted in the ground : 
Yn vain to free her faften'd fect fhe ftreve, 
And, aa the ftruggles, only moves above ; 
She feels th’ encroaching bark around her grow 
° By quick degrees, and cover ali below : . 
Surprie’d at this, her trembling hand fhe heaves 
To rend her hair; ber hand is fill’d with leaves: 
“Where late was hair, the thooting leaves are feen 
"To rife, and fhade her with a fudden green. 
: The child Amphiffus, to her bofom prefs’d, 
 Perceiv'’d a colder and a harder breatt, 
And found the fprings, that ne’er till then deny’d 
‘Their nvilky motfture, on a fudden dry’d. 
' Jfaw, unhappy! what I now relate. 
And ftood the helplefs witnefs of thy fate, 
Embrac’d thy boughs. thy rifing bark delay’d, 
Phere with’d to, grow, and mingle fhade with 
NK thade, i 
“Rehold Andremon aud th’ unhappy fire 
+ Appear, and:for their Dryope inquire; 
yA fpringing treefor Dryope they find, 
© Abd prine warm kiffes ou the pancing rind; , 
> Profteate, with teacs their kindred plant bedew, 
; And clofe embrace as to the roots they grew. 
“ "Phe face was all that now remain’d of thee, 
;No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree; 
‘Thy branches hung with humid pearls appear, 
From every leaf diftilsa trickling tcar, 
Apa ftrait a voice, while yet a voice remains, 
bas through the trembling boughs in fighs com- 
F plains : " 
“If to.che wretched any faith be given, 
I fwear by all th’ unpitying powers of heaven, 
No wilful crime this heavy vengeance bred; 
‘In mutual innocence our lives we led: 
Hf this be falfe, let thefe new greens decay, i 








Let founding axeslop my limbs away, 

snd crackling fares on all my honours prey ! 
But from my branching arms this infant bear, 

ett fome kind nurfe fupply a mother’s care : 

‘And to Ss mother let him oft be led,” 

Sport in her fhades, and in her thades be fed; 
‘Teach him, when firft his infant voice fhall frame 
Imperfe& words, aud lifp his mother’s name, 
‘To hail thisteee; and fay, with wecping eyes, 
‘Within this plant my haplefs parent jies : 

+ And when in youth he fheks the fhady woods, 
Oh, let him fly the cryftel lakes and floods, 

‘Nor touch the fatal flowers; but, warn’d by me, 

" Believe a goddefs thrin'd in-every trce. 

My fire, my fifter, and my fpoufs, farewell! 
if in your breafts-or Jove or pity dwell, 
Protect your plant, nor let my branches feel 
‘The browfing cattle, or the piercing fteel. 
Farewell! and fince I cannot bend to join 
My tips to yours, advance at Jeaft to mine. 
My fon, thy mother’s parting kifs receive, 

« ‘While yet thy mother hasa kifs to give. 

Ican ng more; the creeping ricd invades 


“My cloling lips, and hidgs my head in fhades: 





THE WORKS OF POPE. 


} Remove your hands; the bark fhall foon fuficc 


Without their aid to feal thefe dying eyes. 

She cea."d at’once to fpeak, and ccas*d to be; 
And ail the nymph was loft within the tree ; 
Yet latent life through her new branches rcign’d, 
And long the plant a human heat retain’d, 








VERTUMNUS AND POMONA. 
From Ovid's Met.morphofer, Book 1V. 


Tue fair Pomona flourith'd in his reign; 

Of ali the virgins of the fylvan train, 

None taught the trees a noble race to bear, 

Or more improv’d the vegetable care. 

To her the fhady ‘grove, the flowery field, 

The ftreams and fountains, no delights could yichd; 
* Pwas all her joy the ripening fruits to tend, 
And {ee the boughs with happy burthens bend. 
The hook the bore inftead of Cynthia’s {pear, 

To Jop the growth of the luxuriant year, 

Yo decent form the lawlefs fhoots to bring, 

And teach th’ obedient branches where to f{pring. 
Now the ‘cleft rind inferted graffs receives, 

And yields an offspring more than nature gives; 
Now fliding fAlrcems the thirty plants rencw, 


, And feed their fibres with reviving dew. 


Thefe cares alone her virgin breaft employ, 
Averfe from Venus and the nuptial joy.” - 
Her private orchards, wall’d on every fide, 
‘To lawlefs fylvane all. accefs deny’d. 
How oft the Satyts:and the wanton Fawns, 
Who haunt the forefts, or frequent the lawns, 
The god whofe enfign feares the birds of proy, * 
And old Sixenus, youthful in decay, 
Enfploy’d their wiles and unavailing care, 
"Fo pals the fences, and furprife the fair! 
Like thefe, Vertaminus own’d his faithful flame, 
Like thefe, rejected hy the feornfal dame. 
‘Lo gaiv her fight a tioulard forms he wears: 
Ang fir a reaper fron the field appears, 
Sweating he walks, while I-acs of golden grain 
Overcharge the thoulders of the feeming fwain, 
Oft o’er his back a crouked feythe is laid, 
And wreaths of hay his fun-burnt temples fhade : 
Olt in hisharden’d hand a goad he bears, 
Like one who Jate unyoak’d the fweating fieers, 
Sometimes his pruninz-hook corrects the 
And the toofe ftragglers to their ranks c . 
Now gathering what the bounteous years ullows, 
He puils ripe apples from the bending boughs. 
‘A faldier now, he with his {word appears ; 
A fifher next, his trembling angle bears. 
Bach fhape he varices, and each art he tries, 
On her bright charms fo feait his longing mee 








A fetnale form at lal Vertumnus wears, 
With all the marks of reverend age appears, 
His temples thinly {pread with filver hairs; 
Propp'd on his ftaff, and {Looping as he goes; 
A painted mitre fhades his farrow'd brows, 
The god in this decrepit form array’d 
The gardens enter’d, and the fruit furvey’d, 
And“ Happy you!” (he this addrefs’d the maid) 


TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS, 


“ Whofe charms aa fir all other nymphs out? 
fhine yor 6 Ft AS 
‘© Asother’gacdens are exeelI'd by thine!” 
Then kife’d che fair? (his kiffes warmer grow 
‘Than fuch as wonien on their fex beltow ;) 
‘Then plac’d befide her on the flowery ground, | 
Beheld the trees with autumn’s bounty crown’d. 
An ehn was near, to whofe embraces led, 
‘The curling vine her {welling clutters fpread ; 
He view’d her twining branches with delight, 
«And prais’d the beauty of the pleafing fight. 
Yet his tall elm, but for his vine (he faid) * 
Had ftood neglected, and a barren thade; 
And this fair vine, but that her arms furround 
Her marry'd elm, had crept along the ground, 
Ah, beauteous maid! let this example move 
Your mind, averfe from all the'joys of love. 
Deign to be lov'd, and every heart fabduc ! 
‘What nymph could e’er attract fuch crowds ds 
you? 
Not the whofe beauty urg’d the Centaur’s arms, 
Ulyfles’ queen, nor Helen’s fatal charms. 
Ev’n now, when filent {corn is all they gain, 
A thoufand court you, though they court in 
vain, 
A thoufand fylvan demigods and gods, 
"That haunt our mountains, and owr Alban woods. 
But if you'll profper, nnark what [ advife, 
Whom age and long experience render wife; 
And one whofe tender care is far above 
All that théfe lovers ever felt of love. 
(¥ar more than e’er can by yourfelf be guefs’d) 
Fix on Vertumnue, and roje& the reft. 
For his firm faith T dare engage my own; 
Scarce to himfelf, him(df is better known, 
‘Yo diftant lands Vertumnus never raves; 
Like you, contented with his native-groves ; 
6 i 





Nor at firtt fight, like moft, admires the fair; 
For you he lives; and-you alone fall fhare , j 
His laft affe@ion, as his early care. os 
Befides, he’s lovely far-above the’ reft;- 
With youth immortal, and with’ beauty bla, 
Add, that he varies every shape with cafe, 
And tries all forms that may Pomona pleafe 
But what fhould moft excite a mutual fame, 
Your rural cares and pleafitres are the fame. 
To him your orchard’s early fruit ate duc, 
(A pleafant offering when 'tis made by you) 
He values thefe; but yet (alas!) complains, 
‘That ftill the beft and deareft gift remains. « 
Not the fair fruit that on yon branches glows 
With that ripe red th’ autunmal fon deftows 5 
Nor tafteful herbs that in thefe gardens rife, 
Which the-kind foil with milky fap fuppliev 
You, only you, can move the god’s defire’s 
Oh, crown fo conftant and fo pure a Aire t 
Let foft compallion touch your getidlé m: 
Think, ’tis-Vertumous begs you to be kind: 

Sa may no froft, when early buds appear, 

Deftro$ the promile of the youthful year; 

Nor winds, when firft your florid orchard blows, 
Shake the light bloffoms from their blafted boughat*: 
This when thé various god had urg’d in vain, 

He ftrait affum'd his native form again, 
Such, and fo bright an afpett now he bears, 
As when through clouds th’ emerging fun appearsjy 
And thence exerting his refulgent ray, *Ppeeeees 
Difpels the darkuefs. and reveals the day. 
Force he prepar’d, but check'd the rafhi defign 5 
For when, appearing in a form divine.“ 
‘The nymph furveyshim,.and beholds the grace 
Of charming features, anda youthful face! 
It her fofg breaft confenting paffions move, - 
Aad the warm maid ema mutual dove, 
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IL—CHAUCER. 
Wonen ben full of ragerie, 


Net fwinken nat fans fecrefic. 


‘Thilke moral thall ye underftond, 


. From Schoole-boy’s Tale of fayre Irelond : 


‘Which to the Fennes hath him betake, 

To filch the gray ducke fro the lake. 
Right then, there paflen by the way 

His aunt, and eke-her daughters tway. 
Ducke in his trowfes hath he hent, 

Not to be fpied of ladies gent. 

“ But ho! our nephew, (crieth one) 

“ Ho! quoth another, Cozen John ;” 

And itoppen, and Jough, and callen out,— 
"This filly clerk full low doth lout : 

‘They aiken that, and talken this, 

* Lo here ia Coz, and here is Mifs.” 

But, as he glozeth with fpeeches feote, 
‘The ducke fere tickteth his erfe roote: 
Fore-pi¢ce and buttons all-to-breit, 

Forth thraft a white neck, and red creft. 
'Te-he, cry’d ladies; Clerke nought fpake: 
Mi& ftar’d ; and gray Ducke cryeth quake. 
“ O moder, moder, (qaoth the daughter 
Be thilke fame thing ingids longen a’ter ? 


“ Bete is to pine on coals and chaike, 


¥ Then truft on mon, whofe yerde can talke."” 
seine 
ve, 
I.—SPENSER. 
THR ALLEY, 


% 
Ix-every tawn where Thamis rolls his tyde, 
A narrow pafs there is, with houfes low ; 
‘Where ever and anon, the ftream is ey’d, 
And many a boat, foft fliding to and fro. 
‘There oft are heard the notes of infant Woe, 
‘Thefhort thick fob, loud fcream, and fhriller fquall : 
How can ye, mothers, vex your children fo? 
Some play, fome eat, fome cack againft the wall, 
Andas they crouchen low, for bread and butter call. 


£ i. 
And on the broken pavement, here and there, 
Doth many a ftinking fprat and herring lie; 
A brandy and tobacco shop is near, 
And hens, and dogs, and hogs are feeding by ; 


And here a failor’s jacket hangs to dry. 
Atevery door are fun-burnt matrons feen, 
Mending old mets t@ catch the {ealy fry, 
Now finging fhrill, and {colding eft between ; 
Scolds anfwer foul-mouth'd {colds; bad neighbour= 

hood I ween. 

ann 

The fnappifh cur (the paflengers annoy) 
Clofe at my heel with yelping treble flies ; 
The whimp'ring girl, and hoarfer-fereaming boy, 
Join to the yelping treble, thrilling cries ; 
‘The tcolding quean to louder notes doth rife, 
And her, full pipes thofe thrilling cries confound ; 
To her full pipes the grunting hog replies; 


-| The grunting hoge alarm the neighbours round, 


And curs, girls, boys, and {colds, in the dcep bafe 
are drown'd, 


Iw. 

Hard by a fly, beneath a roof of thatch, 

Dwele Obloquy, who in her early days 

Bafkets of fifh at Billingfgate did watch, 

Cod, whiting, oyfter, mackrel, fprat, or plaice + 

‘There learn’d fhe {peech from tongues that never 
ceafe. 

Slander befide her, like a magpie, chatters, 

With Envy, (fpitting cat) dread foe to peace; 

Like a curs’d cur, Malice, before her clatters, 

And, vexing every wight, tears clothes and ail re 
tatters. 


ve 

Her dugs were mark’d by every coltier’s hand, 
Her mouth was black as bull dog's at the ftall: 
She (cra:ched, bit, and fpar’d ne lace ne band, 
And bitch and rogue her anfwer was to all; 
Nay, e’cn the parts of fhame hy name would call: 
Yea, when fhe paffed by or lane or tiock, 
Would greet the man who turn’d him to the 

wall, i‘ 
And by his hané obfcene the porter tonk, 
Nor ever did afkance like modeft virgin look. 


vie 
Such place hath Deptford, navy-building town, 
Woolwich and Wapping, finelling ftrong of pitch ; 
Such Lambeth, envy of each band and gown; 
And Twickenham fuch, which fairer fcenes enrich, 
Grots, ftatues, urns, and Jo—n’s dog and birch. 
Ne village is without, on cither fide, 
All up the filver Thames, or all adown ; 


IMITATIONS OF ENGLISH POETS. 


Ne Richmond’s felf, from whofe tall front are ey’d 
Vales, fpires, meandering flreams, and Windfor’s 
towery pride, 











HL—WALLER. 
OF A LADY SINGING TO HER LUTE. 


Fare charmer, ceafe, nor make your voice’s prize 
A heart refign’d the conqueft of your eyes : 

Well might, alas! that threaten’d veffel fail, 
Which winds and lightning’ both at once affail. 
We were too bleft with thefe enchantiag lays, 
Which muft be heavenly when ae angel plays : 
But killing charms your Jover’s death contrive, 
Left heavenly mufic fhould be heard alive. 
Orpheus could charm the trees; but thus a tree, 
Taught by your hand, can charm no Jefs than he: 
A poet made the filent wood purfue, 

This vocal wood had drawn the poet toa. 





On a FAN of the Author's defign, in which ws painted 
the jiory of Cernatus and PRocais, with the motto, 
Aura VEN 


Come, gentle air! th’ Aolian fhepherd faid, 
While Procris panted in the facred fhade ; 

Come, gentle air, the fairer Delia cries, . 

While at her feet her fwain expiring les.” 

Lo, the glad gales o’er all her beauties ftray, 
Breathe on her lips, and in her bofom play! 

Jn Delia’s hand this toy is fatal found, 

Nor could that fabled dart more furely wound ; 
Both pitts deftruétive to the givers prdve ; 

Alike both lovers fall by thofe they love. 

Yet guiltlefs too this bright deftroyer lives, (gives; 
At randdm wounds, ner knows the wound the 
She views the ftory with attentive eyes, 

And pitics Procris, while her lover dics. 








IV,—COWLEY. 
THE GARDEN, 


Tarn would my mufe the flowery treafurc fing, 
And humble glories of the youthful fpring : 
Where opening rofes breathing {weets diffufe, 
And foft carnations fhower their balmy dews; 
‘Where lilies fmile in virgin robes of white, 

‘The thin undrefs of fuperficial light, 

And vary’d tulips thow fo dazzling gay, 
Blufhing in bright diverfities of day. 

Each painted flowreé in the Jake below 

Surveys its beauties, whence its beauties grow; 
And pale Narciffus on the bank, in vaio 
‘Pransform’d, gazes on himfelf again. 

Tcre aged trees cathedral walks compofe, 

And mount the hill in venerable rows; 

‘Chere the grecn infants in their beds are laid, 
‘The garden’s hope, and its expected thade. 
Ilere orange treea with blooms and pendants fhine, 
And vernal honours to their autugin join ; 


3s 
Fxceed their promife in their ripen’d ftore, 

Yet in the rifing bloffom promife more. i 
There in bright drops the cryftal fountains play, 
By laurels fhielded from the piercing day : 

Where Daphne, now a tree, as once a maid, 

Still from Apollo vindicates her hade, 

Still turns her beauties from th’ invading beam, 
Nor feeks in vain for firccour to the ftream ; 

‘The ftream at once preferves her virgin leaves, 


-Atonce a fhelter from her boughs reéeives, 


Where fummer’s beauty midft of winter ftays, 
And winter's coolnefs fpite of fummer’s rays. 


WEEPING. 


Ware Celia’s tears make forrow bright, 
Proud grief fits fwelling in her eyes; 

The fun, next thofe the faireft light, 

> Vhus trom the ocean firlt did rife: + 

And thus through mifts we fee the fun, 

Which tlic we durf not gaze upon, 








Thefe filver drops, like morning dew, 
Foretell the fervour of the day: 

So from one cloud foft fhowers we view, 
And blatting lightnings-burft away. 

The ftars that fall from Celia’s eye, 

Declare our doom is drawing nigh. 


The baby in that funay fphere 
So like a phacton appears, : 
That Heav'n, the threaten’d world to fpate,.: 
Thonght fit to drown him in her tears 
Elfe might th’ ambitious nymph afpire 
Yo fet, like him, Heaven too on fire. 
e ~ 
Sree 
V.--E, OF ROCHESTER. 
ON siurlcr. 


Sizence ! coeval with, eternity, 

‘Thou wert, ere naturé’s felf began to be; 
’ Twas one-vatt nothing, 2ll, and all flept faft in thee. 

U [earth, 

‘Thine was the fway, ere heaven was form'd, oF 

Ere fruitful thought :onceiv'd feation’s birth, 
Or midwife word gave aid, and {poke the infang 

forth. : 
if Ti. 

‘Then various elements, againft thee join'd, 

Jn one more various anima! combin’d, — [kind 
And fram'd the clamorous race of bufy human. 

; Iv. {low,: 

The tongue mov'd gently firft, and fpeech was’ 

Till wrangling fcience taught it noife and fhow, 
And wicked wit arofe, thy moft abufive fee. . 


v. 
But rebel wit deferts thee oft in vain ; 
Loft in the maze of words he turns again, 
And feeks a furer fate, and courts thy gentle reign. 


Eo ae 
Afflicted fenfe thou kindly doft fet free, 
Opprefs'd with argumental tyranny, 
Aud routed reafon finds a fafe retreat in thee. 
F aij 
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vit. 
‘With thee in private model dulnefs Hes, 
And in thy bofom lurks i thought’s difguile ; 
"Thou varnifher of fools, and cheat of ali the wife! 
Vill. 
Yet thy indulgence is by borh confefs’d; 
Folly by thee lies fleeping in the breaft, 
And ‘tis in thee at laft that wifdom Seeks for reft. 
m~ [name, 
Silence, the knave’s repute, the whore’s good 
The only henour of the withing dame; {fame. 
The very want of tongue makes thee ‘a kind of 
x. “ 
But couldft thou {cize fome tongues that now 
are free, 
How church and fate fhould be oblig’d to thee! 
At fenate, and at bar, how welcome weuldft thou 
be! 
xT 
Yet fpeech ev'n there; fubmifively withdraws, 
From rights of fubjedts, and the poor man’s 
'  cauufe: [laws. 
Then pompous filence rcigns, and flifls the noify 
xu. 
Patt fervices of friends, good deeds of foes, 
#+ What favourites gain, and what the nation owes, 
<Mly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repofe, 
io acs xu 
The country wit, religion of the town, 
' The courticr’s learning, policy o’ th’ gown, 
Are beft by thee exprefs'd ; and thine in thee alone. 
XIV. 
' The parfon’s cant, the lawyer's fophiftry, 
© word's quibble, critic's jeft, all end in thee, 
All reftin peace at laft, aud flecp eternally, 








VI.--E. OF DORSET. 


ARTEMISIA. 


{woud Artemifia talks, by fits,” 
Of¢ouncils, claffics, fathers, wits ; 
~ Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke; 
Wet in fome things methinks the faiis, 
*Twere avell if fhe would parg her nails, 
And wear a clearier fmock. 
Haughty and huge as High- Dutch bride, 
. Gych naftinefs, and fo miuch pride, : 
Are oddly join’d by fate : 
. On her large fquab you find her fpread, 
Like a fat corpfe upon a bed, : 
‘That lies and flinks in fate. 


She wears no colours (fign of grace) 
‘On any part qicept ‘her face: 

All white and black befide + 
Dauatlefs her look, her gefture proud, 
Her -voice’theatrically loud, 

And mafeuline her firide. 


Sohave I feen, in black and white 
A ptating thing, a magpye hight, 
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Majeftically ftalk ; 

A flately, werthlefs animal, 

‘That plies the tongue, and wags the tail, 
All flutter, pride, and talk, . 


PHRYNE. 


Purywe had talents for mankind, 
Open fhe was, and unconfin'd, 

Like fome free port of trade; 
Merchants unloaded here their freight, 
And agents from each foreign ftace 

Here firft their entry made. 


Her learning and good-breeding fuch, 

Whether th’ Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniards or French came to her, 

‘To all obliging fhe’d appear : 

*'T'was Si.Signior, twas Yaw Mynheer, 
Twas 8’ il vous plait, Monfieur. 


Obfeure by birth, renown'd by crimes, 

Still changing names, relizion, climes, 
At length the turns a bride : 

In diamonds, pearls, and rich brocades, 

She fhines the firft ofbatter’d jades, 
And flutters in her pride, 


So have I known thofe infects fair 

(Which curivus Germans hold fo rare) 
Still vary ihapes and dyes; 

Still gait new titles with new forms; 

Firk grubs obfccne, then wriggling worms, 
Then painted butterflies. 





VIL—DR. SWIFT. 


THY HAPPY LIFE OP A COUNTRY PARSON, 


Parson, thefe things in thy poffeffing, 
Are better than the bifhop’s blefling. 

‘A wife that makes e-nlerves; a fled 
That carries double when there's need + 
Osober fore, and beit Virginia, 

Tythe pig, and mortuary guinea : 
Gazettes fent gratis down, and frank’d, 
For which thy patron’s weekly thank’d; 
A large concordance, bound long fince ; 
Sermons to Charles the Firft, when prince : 
A chronicle of ancient Randing ; 

A Chryfoftom to fmoeth thy band in. 
The Polyglott—three parts,—my text, 
Howbeit,—hkewife—now to my next. 
Lo here the Scptuagint,—and Paul, 
‘To fum the whele—the clofe of all. 

He that has thefe, may pafs his life, 
Drink with the ‘iquire, and kifs his wife; 
On Sundays preach, and eat his fill ; 

And faft on Fridays. ifthe wiil ; 

Toaft church and queen, explain the news, 
Talk with church wardens about pews; 
Pray héartily for fome new gitt, 

And fhake his head at Dodtor Swift, 
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ESSAY ON MAN, 


IN FOUR EPISTLES,”  ~ 


TO HH. Sr FOHHW, LORD BOLINGBROKE. 
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Havinc propofed to write fome pices on- human life and mpanners, fuch as (to ‘ufe my Lord Bac n 
expreflion) “ come home to men’s. bufinefs and bofpms,” I thought it more fatisfactory to begin’ 
with coufideting man in the abftrad, his nature, and his ftate 5 fince, to prove any moral duty, to. 
enforce any moral precept, or to examine the perfection or imperfection of any ‘creature whatfi= 
ever, it is neceflary firft to know what condition and relation it is placcd in, and what is the pro- 
per end and purpofe of its being. 

‘The fcience of human nature is, like all other fciences, reduced to a vie clear points: ‘There are not 
many certain truths in this world. It is therefore in the anatomy of the mind asin that of the bos 
dy more good will accrue to mankind by attending to the large, open, and perceptible parts, thas 
by Qudying too much fuch finer nerves and veffels, the conformations and ufes of which will for 
ever efcape our obfervation. The difpntes are all upon theft laft; and I will venture to fay, they 
have lely fharpened the wits than the hearts of men againft each other, and have diminithed the 
pradtice, more than advanced the theory of morality. If I could flatter myfelf that this effay has 
any merit, it is in fteering betwiat the extremes of do@rines feemingly oppofite, in pafling over 
terms otterly unintelligible, and in forming a temperate, yet notinconfiftent, and a fhort, yet not 
imperfce, fyftem of ethics, ' 

This f t have done in profe ; but I chofe verfe, and even rhyme, for two reafons, The one will: 
appear cbvious ; that principles, mtaxims, or precepts, fo written, both ftrike’ the | reader more: 
flrongly at firft, and are more cafily retained by him afterwards : ‘Fhe other may feem odd, but, 
it is true ; 1 found 1 could exprefs them more shortly this way than in profe itfelf; and nothing: 
is more certain, than that much of the force a8 well as grace of arguments or inftruétions, depends: 
on their concifenefs. 1 was unable to treat this part of my fabje& more in detail, without be« 
conting dry and tedicus; or, more peeticaily, without facrificing perfpicuity.to ornament, with. 
out wandering from the precifion, or breaking the chain of reafoning: If eny man can-‘anite-ajt 
thefe without diminution of any of them, I frecly confefs he will compafs a thing above my capa~ 
city. 

What is now publithed, is only to be confidered as a general map of man, marking out no more than, 
the greater parts, their extent, their limits, and their conneétion, but leaving the purticular to be 
more fully delineated in the charts which are to follow. Confequently thefe epiftles in their prot 
grefs (if |have health and Icifure to make any progrefe), will be lefs dey, and more fafceptible of 
poetical ornament. 1 am here only opening the fountains, and clearing the paflage... "To deduce 
the rivers, to follow them in their courfe, and to obferve their effects, may be a tafk more agrees 
fie F iiij 








THE WORKS OF POPE, 


EPIsTLErL 
THE ARoUMENT, 


Of the Nature and State of Man with refped? to tbe 
Univerfe, 


’ Or man-in the. abftraét.—f. That we can judge 
only with regard to our own fyitem, being ig- 
norant of the relations of fyftems and things, 
¥er.17, &e, IL. That man is not to be deemed 
imperfeét, but a being: fuited:to his place and 

" yank in the creation, agreeable to the general 
order of things, and conformable to ends and 
relations to him unknown, ver. 35, &¢. HI. Vhat 
it is partly upon his ignorance of future events, 
and partly upon the hope of a future ftate, that 
all his happinefs in the prefent depends, ver, 

697) &e. SV. Phe pride of aiming at more know- 
ledge, and pretending to more perfe@ion, the 
cane pf man's error and mifery, ‘I'he impiety 
of putting him(elf in the place of God, and 
judging of the fitnefa or unfitnels, perfection or 
imperfediion, juftice or unjuttice, of his difpen. 
fations, ver. 109, &e, V. The abfurdity of con- 
oriting himfclf the final caufe of the creation, 
oF expecting that perfeGion in the moral world, 
Shieh is not in the natural, ver. 13x, &e. “VI, 
"The unreafunablenefe of his complaints againft 
Providence, while on the one hand he demands 
the perfeMion of the angels, and on the other 
the bodily qualifieations of the brutes; theugh, 
‘to poflefs any of the fenfitive facultics ina higher 
degree, would render him miferable, ver. 173, 
&c, Vi. That throughout the wholevilible world, 
an univertal order and gradation in the fenfual 
and mental faculties is obferved, which canfer a 
fabordination of creature-to creature, and of all 
creatures taman, The gradations of fenfe, in- 

«fing, thought, refletion, reafon; that reafon 
alone countervails all the other faculties, ver. 
207. VIL. How much farther this order and 
fubordination of Jiving creatures may extend 
above and below US; Were any part of which 
broken, not that part only, but the whole con- 
nected creation muft be de royed, ver. 233. 
IX..The extravagance, madnefs, and pride of 

Such a defire, ver. 250. XK. The confequence 
of all the abfolute fubmi‘ion due to providence, 

..Roth as to; our prefent and future fate, ver. 
281,-&c. to the end. 


 Awaxe, my St. Jolin! leave all meaner things 

"Te low ambition, and ‘the pride of Kings. 

: Let us (fince life-can little more fupply 

‘Than jvit to laok about us, and to die), 

' ‘Expatiate free o’er all this feene of man 3 
A mighty maze! but not without a plan: [fhoot; 
A wild, where weeds and. flowers promifcuous 

-« Or garden, tempting with forbidden fruit, 
‘Together let usbeat this ample field, 
‘Try what the open, what the covert yield ; 
‘The latent tracts, the giddy heights, explore 
Gf all who blindly creep, or fightlefs foar ; 
Eye nature’s walks, thoot folly as it Hies, 
Abd catch the manners living aa they rife: 
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Laugh where we muft, be candid where we can ; 
But vindicate the ways of Ged a man. 

I. Say firtt, of God above, or mou below, 
What can we reafon, but from what we know ? 


‘OF man, what fee we but his ftation here, 


From which to reafon, or to which refer ? 20 
Through worlds unnumber’d, though the God be 
known, 
’Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 
He. who through vaft immenfity can pierce, 
See worlds on worlds compofe one univerfe, 
Obferve how fyftem into fyftem runs, 
What other planets circle other funs, 
What vary’d being peoples every lar, 
May tell why heaven has made usas wearé, 
But of this frathe the bearings and the ties, 
The ftrong connetions, nice dependencies, 
Gradations juft, has thy pervading foul 
Look’d through ? or cana part contain the whole? 
Is the great chain, that draws all to agree, 
And drawn fupports, upheld by God, or thee ? 
Hl. Prefumptuous man! the reafon would’ 
thon find, 
Why form’d fo weak, fo Tittle, and fo blind ? ; 
Firtt, if thou canft, the harder reafon guefs, 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no lefe ? 
Atk of thy mother.earth, why oaks are made 
‘Taller or weaker than the weeds they fhade? 
Or afk of yonder argent fields above, 
Why Jove's fatellites are lef than Jove? 
Of fyftems poffible, if’tis confeft, 
That Wifdon Infinite mult form the beft, 
Where ali mutt fail or not coherent be, 
sind all that rifes, rife in due degree; 
Then, in the feale of reafoning life, ’tis plain, 
‘There mutt be, fomewhere, fuch a rank as man + 
And all the qucftion (wrangle e'er fo long), 
1s only this, if God has plac’d him. wrong ? 
Refpecting man, whatever wrong we call 
May, muft be right, as relative to all, 
In buman works, though labour’d on with pain, 
A thoufand movements fearce one purpofe gain ; 
In God’s, one fingle can its end produce ; 
Yet ferves to fecond too fome other ufe. 
So man, who here feems principle alone, 
Perhaps ats fecond to fome {phere unknown, 
Touches fome wheel, or verges to fome goal ; 
*Tis but a part we fee, and not a whole. 60 
When the proud ficed fhall know why man re~ 
firains 
His fiery courfe, or drives him o’er the plains; 
When the dull ox, why now he brgaks the clod, 
Is now a victim, and now Egypt’s god: 
‘Then fhall man's pride and dulnefs comprehend 
Hie aGions’, paffions’, being’s, ufe and end; 
Why doing, fuflering, check'd, impell'd; and why 
This hour a flave, the next a deity, 
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VARIATIONS, 
In the former editions, ver. 64. 
Now wears a garland an Egyptian god. : 
After ver. 68, the following lines in the fir 
edition, 
If to be perfect in a certain fphere, 
What matter, foon or late, or here, or there ? 


ae 


ESSAY ON MAN ; 
Call imperfection what thou fancy’ft fuch 5 


Then fay not man’s imperfeét, heaven in fault; 
Say rather, man’s as perfet as he ought : 70 
His knowledge meafur'd to his-ftate and place ; 
His time a moment, and a point his fpace. 

Ifto be perfed in a certain fphere, 

_ What matter, foon or late, or here, or there ? 
The bieft to-day is as completely fo, 
As whe hegan a thonfand years ago. 7 

IIL Heayen from all eréatures hides the book 

of fate, : : 
All but the page prefcrib’d, their prefent ftate : 
Fram brutes what men, from men what {pirits 
know: 
Or who could (offer being here below ? 
‘The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, 
Had he thy reafon, would he fkip and play? 
Pleas'd to the laft, he crups the flowery food, 
‘And licks the hand juft rais’d to thed_his blood. 
Oh, blindnefs to the futare + Kindly given, 
That each may fill the circle mark’d by heaven = 
Who fees with equal eye, as Gad of all, 
A hero perith, or a fparrow fall, 
Atoms or fyftems into ruin hurl’d, 
‘Ani now a bubble burft, ard now a world. 90 
Hope hombly then; with trembling pinions 
foar; : : 

‘Wait the great teacher death ; and God adore, 
‘Whiut future blifs, he gives not thee to know, 
But gives that hope to be thy blefling now. 
Hope fprings eternal in the human breaft : 

Man never is, but always to be bleft : 

‘The foul, uneafy, and confin'd from home, 

Refts and expatiates in a tife to come. 

Lo, the poor Indian ! whofe untutor’d mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind ; 200 
His foul proud fcience never taught to ftray 
Far as the folar walk, cr milky way; 

Yt fimple nature to his hope hav given, 

Behind the cloud-topt hill, an-hambler heaven ; 
Some fafer world in ‘depth of woods enibrac’d, 
Some happier iflund in the watery wafte, >, 
‘Where flaves once mofe their native land behold, 
No fiends torment, no Chriftians thirft for gold. 
To be, contents his natural defire, 

He alks no angel’s wing, no feraph’s fire; 
But ‘hinks, adinitted to that equal fky, 
\His faithful dog fhali bear him company. 

IV. Go, wifer thou! and'in thy feale of fenfe, 
‘Weigh thy opinion againft providence ; 


Bo 


110 





VARIATIONS. 
The bleft to-day is as completely fo, 
As who began ten thoufand years ago. 
After ver. 88, in the MS. 
No great, no little; "tisas much decreed 
‘That Virgil’s gnat fhould die as Czelar bleed. 
Ver. 93, in the firft folio and quarto. 
What blifs above he gives not thee to know, 
But gives that hope to be thy blifs below. 
_ Alter ver. 108, is the firtt edition. 
But does he fay the Maker is not good, 
Till he’s exalted to what ftate he wou'd; 
Himfelf alone high heaven’s peculiar care, 
Alone made happy whea he yill, and where? 
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Say, here he gives too little, there too much : 
Deftroy all creatures for thy fport or guit, 
Yet fay, if man’s unhappy, God’s unjutt; 
Tf man alone ingrofs not heaven’s high care, 
Alone made perfeé here, immortal there: 
Snatch from his hand the balance and the ré@, “* 
Re-judge his juftice, be the god of God. . - 
In pride, in reafoning pride, our error lies; 
All quit their fphere, and ruth into the fkies. 
Pride fill is aiming at the bleft abodes, 
Men would be angels, angels would be gods. 
Alpiring to be gods, if angels fell, 
Afpiring to he angels, men rebel : 
And who but withes to invert the laws 
OF order, fins againft th’ eternal canfe. rhe 
V. Aik for what-end the heavenly bodies thine, 
Earth fer whofe ufe? Pride anfwers, “Tis for 
“ mine: . <t 
« For me kind nature wakes her geniat powet’s < 
* Sucktes each herb, and fpreads ont every flowers 
“ Annual for me, the grape, the rofe, renew" 
The juice netareous, and the balmy dews *~ 
« For me, the mine a thoufand treafures brings; 
Yor me, health guthes from a thoufand fprings 5 
« toll to waft me, funs to light me rife; .* 
© Ghf foot-Rocl earth, my canopy the ficies." £4Q 
Bat errs not nature frosn this gracious.end, 
From barning funs when livid deathsdefcend, 
When éarthquakes fwailow, or when tempéfte 
fwee 2 
‘Towns to ns grave, whole nations to the 4 r° 
* No (’tis reply'd) the firft Almighty caufe ~~ 
« Ads not by partial, but by-general laws; © =: 
“« Th’ exceptions few ; fome clignge fince al} bee 
“ gan: ee aes : 
“ And what created perfec ?”—Why then min? 
Ifthe great end. be human-happinefs, ane: 
Then nature deviates; and can man do lef? ‘Egg 
As much that end a conftant courfe requires” ’”” 
Of showers arid fun-{hine, as of man’s defires; 
As much eternal fprings and cloudlefa tkies, 
As men for ever temperate, calm, and wife. : 
If plagues or earthquakes break not heaven'sdefign, 
Why then a Borgio, or a Catiline? {forins, 
Who knows, but he. whofe hand the lighthing 
Who heaves old ocean, and whe wings the Rorsis;, 
Pours fierce ambition in a Cafar’smind, °° 
Or torns young Ammom loofe to ftourge tym 
kind?  SpSS. 
From pride, from pride, our very reafoning Springs’ 
Account for moral as for naturalthinigs: | 
Why charge we heaven in thofe, in thefe acquit ? 
{n both, to reafon right, is to fubmit. 
Better for us, perhaps, it might appear, 
Were there ail harmony, all virtue here; 
‘That never air or ocean felt the wind, 
‘That never paffion difcompos’d the mind. 
Bat all fubfifts by elemental ftrife 3 



















And paffions are the elements of life, oie 
The general order, fince the whole began, . 
Is kept in nature, and is keptiin‘man. 

VIL What would thi Didw upward will 


he foar, Bae ae 
And, little lefs than angel, would'be mofe's 


go 

Now looking downwards, juft as griev'd ap- 
spears 

‘To want the ftrength of bulls, the fur of bears. 

Made for his ofe all creatares if he-call, 

Say what their ufe, had he the powers of all ? 

Natore to thefe, without profusion, kind, 

‘The proper organs, proper powers aflign’d; 180 

-Each feeming want compenfated of courfe, 

Here with degrees of fwiftnels, there of force; 
All in exact proportion to the ftate; 

Nothing to add, and nothing to abate 

Each beaft, each infect, happy in its own : 

. ¥s heaven unkind to man, and man alone? 
Shall he alohe, whom rational we call, 

Re pleas'd with nothing, if not bieit with all? 

~« The blifs of man (could pride that blefling 

find), 
Is not to a& or think beyond mankind; 
No powers of body or of foul to thare, 
But what his nature and his ftate can bear. 
‘Why has not man a microfcopic eye ? 
For thia plain reafon, man is not a fly. 
“Say, what the ufe, were finer optics given, i 
‘T” infpedt « mite, not comprehend the heaven ? 
Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o’er, 
‘To fmart and agonife at every pore ?- 
Or quick effipvia darting through the brain, 
Die of a rofe in aromatic pain ? 
If nature thunder’d in his opening ears, 
And ftunn'd him with the mufic of che Spheres, 
How would he with that heaven had left him {till 
The whifpering zephyr, and the purling rill! 
‘Who finds not providence'all'gaod and wife, 
Alike in what it gives, and what denics? 

‘VU, Far as creation’s ample range extends, 
‘The {cale of fenfual, mental powers afccnds : 
Mark how it mounts to man’s imperial race, 
From the green myriads in the peopled grafs : 210 
What modes of fight betwixt each wide extreme, 
‘The mole’s dim curtain, and the tynx’s beam; 
‘Of mel}, the headlong lionefa between, 

And hound fagacious on the tainted green ; 

Qf hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 

To that which warbles through the vernal wood ! 
‘The fpider’s touch, how exquifitely fine | s 
Feels at each thread, and lives along the line : 

“In the nice bee, what fenfe fu fubtly true 

. From poifonous herbs extradts the healing dew ! 

. How inttinct varies in the giovelling fwine, 22 
Compar’d, half-reafoning elephant, with thine ! 
*Twixt that, and reafon, what a nice barrier ! 

For ever feparate, yet for ever near! 
Remembrance and refleGion how allied ; 
‘What thin partitions fenfe from thought divide! 
And middie natures, how they long to join, 
Yet never paé: th’ infuperable line! 
‘Without this jut gradation, could they be, 
Subjected, thefe to thofe, or all to thee ? 
The powers of all fubdued by thee alone, 
Inynot thy reafon all thefe powers in one? . 

VII. See, through this air, this ocean, and this 

earth,” 
All matter quick, and burfting into birth. 
Above, how high, progreflive life may go . 
ert ee Re rs peice a 
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THE WORKS ‘OF POPE, 
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Vaft chain of being! which from God vegan, 
Natures ethereal, human, angel, man,” 

Beaft, bid, filh, infect, what no eye can fee, 
No glafs can reach ; from infinite to thee, 
From thee to nothing.—Gn fuperior powers 
Were we to prefs, inferior might on ours; 
Or ip the full creation leave a void, 

Where, onc ftep broken, the great (cale's deftroy'd 
From natore’s chain whatever link you ftrike, 
Tenth, or ten thoufandth, breaks the chain alike. 

And. if each fyftem in gradation ruil 

Alike effential to th’ amazing whale, 

The feat @nfufion but in one, not all 

That fyftem only, but the whole mutt fall. 2 
Let earth unpalanc’d from her orbit fly, 
Planets and furs run lawlefs through the fey ; 
Let ruling angels from their fpheres he hvrl'd, 
Being on being wreck’d, and world on world; 
Heaven's whole foundations to their centre nod, 
And nature trembles to the throne of God. 

All this dread order break—for whom ? for thee ? 
Vile worm !—ah, madnefs! pride! impicty ! 

IX. What if the foot, ordain’d the dut 
Or hand, to toil, afpir’d to be the head ? 
What if the head, the eye, or ear, repin'd 
To ferve mere engines to the ruling mind ? 

Juft as abfurd for any part to claimr 

To be another, in this general frame : 
Juft as ablurd, to mourn the tatks or paing 
‘The great directing ming of alt ordains. 

All are but parts of one ftupendous whole, 
Whofe body nature is, and Ged the foul; [fume; 
That, chang’d through all, and yet in all the 
Great in the earth, as in th’ ethercal frame; 270 
Warms jn the fun, refrethes ia the breeze, 

Glows in the ftars, and bloffoms.in the trees; 
Lives through all life, extends through all extent ; 
Spreads undivided, operates unfpent ; 

Breathes in our foul, informs our mortal part, 
As full, as perfe@, in.a hair as heart; 

As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns, 

As the rape feraph that adores and burns : 
Tohim no high, no low, no great, no fmall; 

He fiils, hg bounds, connedts, and equalls all. 280 
XX. Ceafe then, nor order’ imperfegion name : 
Oor proper blifs depends on what we blame. wins 
Know thy own point: ‘This kind, this duc degree 

Of blindnefs, weaknefs, heaven beftews on thee. 

Submit.—In this, or any other fphere, » ° 
Secure to be as blett as thou canfl beac :. 

Safe in the hand of one difpofing power, 

Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 

All nature is but art, unknown to thec;. 

All chance, dire@ion, which thou can{t not fee ; 
All difcord, harmony not underftoods agt 
All partial evil, univerfal good, 

And, fpite of pride, in erring reafon’s fpite, 

One truth is clear, whatever is, is right. 
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VARIATIONS, 
Ver. 238, Ed. rf. 
Ethereal effence, fpirit, fubftance, man. 
After ver. 282, in the MS. 
Reafon, to think of God, when the pretends, 


ESSAY ON MAN. or 


Or tread che mazy round his followers trod,- 

“| And quitting fenfe call imitating God; 

As eaftern pricfts in giddy circles run, 

And turn their heads to imitate the fen, = 

Go, teach Eternal Wifdom how to rulew= 

‘Then drop intothyfelf, and be a fool! -- ge 
Superior beings, when of late they faw: | 

A mortal-man unfold all nature’s law, ¢ 

Admir'd {uch wifdom in an earthly thape, 

_And fhew’d a Newton as we flew an ape. |... 
Could he, whofe rules the rapid comet bind, ‘- 

Defcribe or fix one movement of his mind ? 

Who faw its fires here rife, and there defcend, 

Explain his own beginning or hisend? | = 

Alas, what wonder! Man’s fuperior part“ * 

Uncheck’d may rife, and climb from arte art; 4@ 

But when his own.great work is but begun, 

What reafon weaves, by paffion is undone. > 
TPrace feience then, with mudefly thy guide ;:-° 

Firft Strip off all her equipage of pride ; - 

Dedué what is but vanity or drefi, +”; 

Or learning’s luxury, or idlenefs ; 7 

Or tricks to fhow the ftretch of, human brain, .. 

Mere curions pleafure, or ingenious paing’;’ . 

Expunge the whole, or lop th’ excrefcent parts _- 

Of all our vices have created arts 5 50 

Then fee how little the remaining fum,  -"_ «. 

Which ferv’d the paft, and muff the times to come! 
1, Two principles in human nature reign; 

} Sclf-love. to urge, and reafon, to reftrain ; 

Nor this a good, nor that a-bad we call,» 

Each works its end, to move or govern alls, - 

And to their proper operation fill, 

Afcribe all good, to their improper ill. . 
Self-love, the fpring of motion, aéts the fouls .- 

Reafon’s comparing balance rules the whole, 6@ 

Man, but for that, no ation could attend, ” 

And, but for this, were adtive to na end ; 

Fix'd like a plant on his pecutiar fpot, 

To draw nutrition, propagate, audrot; 










































BPISTLE WU. 


“Of tbe Nature and State of Man, with refpedt to Hinfelf, 
as an Individual,” : 


THE ARGUMENT. 


I. Tux bufinefs of man not to pry into God, but 
to ftady himfelf. His middle nature : his pow- 
ers and frailties, ver. 1. to tg. The limits of his 
capacity, ver. 19. &c. IL. The two principles 
of man, felf-love and reafon, both neeeffary, ver. 
53. &c.’ Self-love the ftronger, and why, ver. 
67. &c. ‘Fheir end the fame, ver. 81, &c. 
UL. The paffions, and their ufe, ver. 93. to 130., 
‘The predominant paffion, and its force, ver. 132: 
to 160, Its necellty, in dire@ing men to dif- 
ferent purpofes, ver. 165. &c. Its providential 
ufe, in fixing our principle, and afcertaining our 
virtue, ver. £77., 1V, Virtue and vice joined in 
our mixed nature; the limits near, yet the things 
feparate and evident : what is the office of rea~ 
fon, ver, 202 to 216, V. How odious vice in 
itfelf, and how we deceive ourfelves into it, ver. 
at7. Vi. That, however, theends of provi- 
dence and general good are anfwered in our 
paflions and imperfections, ver. 233, &c. How 
ufefilly thefe are diftributed to all orders of 
men, ver. 24%. How ufeful they are to fociety, 
ver..253. And to individuals,ver. 263. [n every 

'. ftate,and every agé of life, ver.273. &e. . 





3, Know then thyfelf, prefume not God to fcan,” 
“the proper ftudy of mankind is man... 
“‘Plac’d on this ifthnius of a middle ftate, 
A being darkly wife, and rudely great: 
_. With too much knowledge for the {ceptic fide, 
“With too mach weaknefs for the ftic’s pride, 
He hangs between; in doubt to act, or rett; 
In doubt to deém himfelf a god, or beaft; 
In doubt his mind or body to prefer ; 

Born but to die, and reafoning but to err; ro 
~ Alike in ignorance, his reafon fuch, ‘ : 
Whether he thinks too little, or too much + 
Chaos of thought and paffion, all confus'd; 

. Still by himfelf abus'd or difabus’d ; 
Created half to rife, and half to fall 
Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all ;, 
Sole judge of truth, in endlefs error hurl’d = 
‘Phe glory, jeft, and riddle of the world ‘ 
. Ga, wondrons creature! mount where fcience 











* _ VARIATIONS. : 
As wifcly fure a modeft ape might aim.” 
To be like man, whofe faculties and frame 

He fees, he feels, as you or J to be . 

An angel thing we neither knew nor fée.. 
Obferve now near he edges on our race ; 
What human tricks ! how rifible of face! 

It muft be fo—why elfe have I the fenfe 

OF more than monkey charms and excellence 2 ' 
Why elfe to walk on two fo oft effay’d? 7" 





guides : : ° | And why this ardent longing fora maid? 
Go, meafure earth, weigh air, and ftate the tides rf rs mmjebt plese: and ar] his. gods waleind. iE 
Inftrué the planets in what orbsto run, _ a ee ere a acy, aed 


Go, reafoning thing! affyme the dodtor’s chair, 
As Plato deep, as Seneca fevere: 

Fix moral fitnefs, and to God give rule, 
‘Then drop into thyfelf, &c. ares 

“| Wer. ax. Edit, ath and sth:° ~~ 
Show by what rules the wandering planets firey, 
Correét old time, and teach the Tun his way. 

a Ver. 35, Ed. rit: 

Could he, who taught each planet where 
Defcribe or fix one movement of the foul? | 
‘Who mark’d their points, to rife or to defceiids 
Explain his own beginning, or his end? ; 


Corre& old time, and regulate the fun ; 
Go, foar with Plato to th’ empyreal fphere, 
To the firit.good, firl perfect, and firit fair; ~- 





hPa oem VARIATIONS, 
Ver. 2. Ed, tit. ” -% 
"The only ftience of mankind is man. — ° _ * 
" After ver. 28, in the MS. - - my 2 
» For more perfection than this ftate can bear _ ¥ 
in vain we figh, heaven made us as we are. ~ = 







cy 
Or, metecr-like, flame lawlefs through the void, 
Deftroying others, by himfclf deftroy’d. 

Mott firength the moving principle requires ; 
AdAive its tak; it prompts, impels, infpires. 
Secate and quiet the comparing lies. 

Form’d but to check, deliberate, and advife. 70 
Seif-love, Rill ftronger, ag its objets nigh; 
Reafon’s at ditance, and in profpec lie: 
‘That fees immediate good by prefent fenfc; 
Reafon, the future and the confequence. 
‘Thicker than arguments, temptations throng, 
At beft more watchful this, but that more ftrong, 
‘The action of the ftronger to fufpend, 
Reafon fill ufe, to reafon ftill attend. 

. Attention, habit, and experience gains; 
Each ftrengthens reafon, and felf-love reftrains. 80 
Let fubtle fchoolmen teach thefe friends to fight, 
More ftudious to divide than to unite; 
And grace and virtue, fenfe and reafon fplit, 
With all the rath dexterity of wit. _ 
‘Wits, jut like fools, at war about a name, 
Have full as oft no meaning, or the fame. 
Self-love and reafon to one end afpire, 

_ Pain their averfion, pleafire their defire; 
But greedy that, its abject would devour, 
‘This tafte the honey, and not wound the flower : 
Pleafore, or wrong or rightly usiderftvod, 
Our greatett evil, or our greateft good. [call ; 

ie Modes of felf-love the paifions we may 

-"Tis real good, or feeming, moves them all ; 
But fince not every good we can divide, 
And reafon bide us for our own provide ; 
Paflions, though felfith, if their means be fair, 
Litt under reafon, and deferve her care; 
‘Thofe, that imparted, court a nobler aim, 
Hizalt their kind, and take fome virtue's name. 100 

In Jazy apathy let ftoics boaft e 
‘Their virtue fix'd; 'tis fix'd as in q fro; 
Cotitradted all, retiring to the breaft; 

But firength of wind is exereife, not reft s 

‘The rifing tempeft puts in gét the foul ; 

Parts it may ravagey but preferves the wholy. 

On life's vaft ocean diverfely we- fail, 

Reafon the card, hut paffion is the gale; 

Nor Ged alone in the {till calm we find, 

‘He mounts the ftorm and.walke upon the wind. rro 

Paflions, like elements, though born to fight. 
‘Yet, mix'd and foften’d, in his work unite : 
Thefe, ‘tis enough to temper and employ ; 

But what compofes man, can man deftroy ? 
Suffice that reafon keep to pature’s road, 
Subject, compound them, follow her and God. 
Love, hope, and joy, fair pleafure’s {miling train ; 
Hate, fear, and grief, the family of pain ; 





VARIATIONS. 
After ver. 86, in the MS. 
Of goord and-evil gods what frighted fools, 
Of goad and evil reafon puzzled {chools, 
Deceiv’d, decciving, taught: 
After. ver. 108, in the MS. * 
A tedious voyage ! where how ufelefs lics 
The compafs, if no powerful gufts arife! 
After ver, 512, in the MS. 
‘The foft reward the virtuous, or invite = 
‘The fierce, the vicious punith or affright. 
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Thefe mix’d with art, and to due boands confin’d, 
Make and maintain the balance of the amind; 120 
‘The lights and Shades, whofe well-accorded ftrife 
Givesal! the ftrength and colour of our life. 

Pleafures are ever in our hands and cyes; 
And, when in a& they ceafe, in profped rife : 
Prefent to grafp, and future ftill to find, 
The whole employ of body and of mind. 
Allfpread their charms, but charm not all alike ; 
On different fenfes, different objeds firike 5” 
Hence different paffions more or lefs inflame, 
As ftrong or weak, the organs of the frame; 13@ 
And bene one matter paffion in the breaft, 
Like ‘Aaron’s ferpent, fwallows up the reft. 

As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 
Receives the lurking principle of death; 
The young difeafe, which muft fubdue at length, 
Grows with his growth, and ftrengthens with his 

flrength : 

So, caftand mingled with his very frame, 
The mind’s difeafe, its ruling paffion came; 
Each vital humour, which fhould feed the whale," 
Soon flows to this, in-body and in foul : 
Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head, 


* As the mind opens, and its funétions fpread, 


Imagination plies her dangerous art, 
And poursit ail upon the peccant part. 
Nature its mother, habit is its nurfe; 
Wit, fpicit, facultics, but make it worfe ; 
Reafon itfelf but givesit edge and power; 
As heaven’s bleft turns visegar more four. 
We, wretched fubjects though to lawful {way, 
In this weak queen, fome favourite fill obey: 150 
Ah! if the lend not arms, as well as rules, 
What can fhe more than tell us we are fools? 
Teach us to mourn our nature, not to mend; 
A harp accufer, but a helplefs friend ! 
Or from 2 judge turn pleader, to perfuade 
The chaice we make, or juftify it made; 
Proud of an eafy conqueft all along, 
she but removes weak paifions for the ftrong : 
So, when {mall humours gather to a gout, 
The doctor fancies he has driv’n them put. 
Yes, nature’s road muft ever be preferr’d ; 





160 


-Reafon is here no guide, but ftilla guard: 


°Tis hers to reGtify, not overthrow, 

And treat this paflion miore as friend than foe ; 

A mightier power the ftrong direction fends, 
And feveral men impels to feveral ends: 

Like varying winds, by other paffions toft, 

This drives them conftant to a certain coat. 

Let power or knowledge,‘gold or glory, pleafe, 
Or (oft more ftrong than all) the love of cafe ; 170 


“Through life ’tis follow'd, ev'n at life’s expence ; 


The merchant's toil, the fage's indolence, 
The monk's humility, the hero’s pride, 
All, all alike, find reafon on their fide. 

Th’ eternal art, educing good from ill, 
Grafts on this paffion our beft principle : 
“Tis thus the mercury of man is fix'd, 
Strong grows the virtue with his nature mix'd; 
The drofs cements what elfe were too refin’d, 
And in one intereft body ads with mind. 

As fruits, ungratefl 10 the planrer’s care, 
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] On favage flocks inferted fearn to bear 5 
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‘The Cureft virtues thus from paflions fhost, 
‘Wild nature’s vigour working at the raot, 
‘Whac crops of wit and honefty appear, 
From fpleen, from obftinacy, hate, or fear! 
See anger, zeal and fortitude fupply 5 
_liv'n avarice, prudence; floth, philofophy ; 
Luft, through ome certain ftrainces well refin’d, © 
Is gentle love, and charms all womankind; 490 
Envy, to which th’ ignoble mind ’s a flave, 
Ts emulation in the learn'd or brave ; 
Nor virtue, male or female, can we name, 
But what will grow on pride, or grow on shame. 
Thus nature gives us (let it check our pride) 
The virtue neareft to our vice ally’d; 
Reafon the bias turns to good from ill, 
And Nero reigns a Titus, if he will. 
‘The fiery fout abhorr’d in Cataline, 
In Decius charms, in Cartiusis divine: 
‘The fame ambition can deftroy or fave, 
And makes.2 patriot as it makes a knave. 
This light and darknefs in our chaos join'd. 
What fhall divide? The God within the mind. 
Extremes in nature equal ends produce, 
In man they join to fomé myfterious ule; 
"Though each by turns the other's bound invade, 
As, in fome well-wrought pidtere, light and fhade, 
And oft fo mix, the difference is too nice 
Where ends the virtue, or begine the vice, 10 
Fools! who frons hence inte the notion fall, 
That vice or virtue there is nope at all, 
H white and black blend, foften, and unite 
A thoufand ways, is there no black or white? 
Atk your own heart, and nothing is fo plain ; 
Tis to miftake them, cofts the time and pain, 
Vice isa monfter of fo frightful mien, 
As, to be hated, necds but to be feen 5 
Yet feen too oft, familiar with her face, 
We firft endure, then pity, thea embrace. 2320 
But where th’ extreme of vice, was ne’er agreed + 
Aik where’s the north; at York, ’tison the Tweed; 
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VARIATIONS. 
After ver. 194, in the MS, 
How oft with pailion, virtue points her charms: 
‘Then fhines the hero, then the patriot warms. 
Peleus’ great fon, or Brutus, who had known, 
Had Lucrece been a whore, or Helen none ? 
But virtues oppofite to make agree, 
‘That, reafon ! is thy taf, and worthy thee 
Hard tak, cries Bibulus, and reafon weak. 
Make it a point, dear Marquifa, or a pique. 
Once, for a whim. perfuade yourfelf to pay 
A debt to reafon, like a debt at play. 
Vor right or wrong, have mortals fuffer’d more? 
B. for his prince, or * * for his whore? 
‘Whofe felf-denials nature moft controul ? 
~ His, who would fave a fixpence, or his foul? 
Web for his health, a Chartreux for his fin, 
Contend they not which fooncft fhall grow thin? 
What we refolve, we can: but here's the fault, 
We ne'er refolve to do the thing we ought. 
Atter ver, 220, in the firft edition followed thefe : 
A cheat.! a whore! who ftarts not at the name, 
ts all the inne of court or Drury-lane? 































$8 
In Scotland, at the Orcadess and there, : 
At Greenland,,Zembia, or the Lord knows w! 
No creature owns it in the firft degree, 
But thinks his neighbour further gone than he. 
Ev’n thofe who dwell bencath its very zone, 
Or never feel the rige, or never own ; 
What happier natures shrink at with affright, 
The hard inhabitant contends is right. 
Virtuousand vicious every man muft be, 
Few in th’ extreme, but all in the degree; 
The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wife; 
And ev'n the bet, by fits, what they defpifé, 
Tis but by parts we follow good or ill; 
For, vice or virtue, felf directs it ftill; 
:Each individual feeks a feveral goal; [ whole, 
But heaven’s great view, is one, aud that thir 
That counter-tworks cach folly and caprict; 
That difappoints th’ effec of every vices. 
That, happy frailties to all ranks apply’ds., ; 
Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride 5” 
Fear to the ftatefman, rathnefs to the chief z 
To kings prefumption, and to crowds beliefs 
‘That, virtue’s ends from yanity can raife, 
Which feeks no intereft, no reward but praife; 
And build on wants, and on-defects of mind, - 
The joy, the peace, the glory of mankind. 
Heaven forming each on other to depend, =, , 
A mafter, or # fervant, or a friend, 238: 
Bids each on other for affiftance call, ae ie 
Till one man’s weaknels grows the Rrength of all, 
‘Wants, frailties, pailions, clofer fill ally : 
The common intereft, or endear the tie. 
To thefe we owe true friendthip, love finceres 
Each home-felt joy that life inherits here 5 
Yet from the fame we learn, in its decline, 
Thofe joys, thofe loves, thofe interefts, to refigng 5 
Taught half by reafon, half by mere decay, =." 
‘To welcome death, and calmly pafsaway. 260° 
Whate’er the paifion, knowledge, fame, or 
Not one will change his neighbour with hit * 
The learn’d is happy-nature to explore,. 
The fog! is happy that he knows no mere; 
The rah is happy in the plenty given, 
“Che poor contents him with the care of heavens 
See the blind beggar dance, the cripple fing, 
The fot a hero, lunatic a king ; 
The ftarving chemift in his golden views, 
Supremely bleft, the poet in his mufe.: ; 
See fome ftrange comfort every fate attends: 
And pride beftow’d on all, a commen friend ¢ + 
See fome fit paflion every age fuppty ; te 
Hope travels through, nor quits us when we'dies 
Behold the child, by nature’s kindly law, ~ 
Pieas'd with a rattle, tickled with a ftraw : 
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VARIATION® 

After ver. 226, in the MS. 

The colonel {wears the.agent is a dog; 

The ferivener vows th’ attorney is 2 rogue. 
Againg the thief th’ attorney oud inveighs, _ 
For whofe ten pounds the country twenty pays. 
The thief damns judges, and the knaves of fhace; 
Aad dying, mourns imall villains hang’d by great .- 
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Some livclier playthingBives-his youth delight, 
A litele louder, but as empty quite ; 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amufe his riper Rage, 

Aud beads and prayer-booksare thetoysofage: 280 
Pleas’d with this bauble till, asthat before; 
‘Till tir’d he fleeps, and life’s poor play is o'er. 
Meanwhile opinion gilds with varying rays 
Thole painted clouds that beautify our days ; 
¥ach want of bappinefs by hope fupply'd, — 

And each vacuity of fenfe by pride : 

‘Thefe build as fait as knowledge can deftroy ; 

In folly’s cup. flill laughs the bubble, joy; 

One profpect loft, another Mill we gain; 

And nota vanity is giv’n in vain; 290 
Ev'n mean felf-love becomes, by force diyine, 
‘Thole ule to meafure others wants by thine. 

Scot and confefy, one comfort fill muft rife; 
*Yis this, Though man’s a fool, yet God is wife. 











EPISTLE HL 
TRE ARGUMENT, 


“Of the Natitre and State of Man with roped 
to Society, 


1, Tax whole univerfe one fyfem of fociety, 
ver, 7, &c. Nothing made wholly for itfelf, 
hor yet wholly for anether, ver. a7. ‘The hap- 
Pinefs of animals mutual, ver. 49. Ik Reafon 

‘or inftingt operate alike to the good of each 
individual, ver, 79. Reafon or inftiné ope- 
rate, alfo to fociety in all animals, ver. 109. 
Mi. How far fociety carried by. inftinet, ver. 
3115. How much farther by reafon, ver. 128. 
1V..Of that which is called the ftate of nature, 
ver, 144. Reafon inftructed by iufting in the 
invention of arts, ver. 166. and in the forms 
of fociety, ver. 176, V. Origin of political 
focieties, ver, 196. Origin of monarchy, ver. 
207. Patriarchal government, ver. gia 
VL Origin; of true religion and government, 
from the fame principle, of love, ver. 231, &c. 
rOrigin of, fapertition and tyranny, from the 
fame principle, of fear, ver. 237, &c. The in- 
Avence of felf-love operating to the focial and 
public good, ver. 266. Reforation of truc 
religion and government on their firft principle, 
wer, 285. Mixed government, ver. 288. Va- 
rious fotms of each, and the true end of all, ver. 
+300, &e, 


Herz then we reft; “ the univerfal caufe 
* Aéts to one end, but ats by various Jaws.” 





VARIATIONS. 
Ver. x. In feveral edit. in gto. 


Learn, dulnefa, learn | « ‘The univerfal caufe,” &e. 


After ver. 46, in the former editions, — 
‘What care to tend, to lodge, to cram, to treat him! 
All this he knew ; but not that ‘twas to eat him. 
As far as goofe could judge, he reafon'd right; 
Bat as co man, mifook the seater guize. 














In all the madnefs of fuperfluoushealch, 

The train of pride, the impudence of wealth, 
Let this great truth be prefent night and day; 5 
But moft be prefent, if we preach or pray. 

Look roand our world; behold the chain of love 

Combining all below, and all above. 

Sce plaftic nature working to this end, 

The fingle atoms each to other tend, 19 
Atcrad, attracted to, the next in place 

Form’'d and impell’d its-neighbour to embrace. 
See matter next, with various life endued, 

Prefs to one centre ftill, the gqperal good. 

See dying vegetables life fuftain, : 

See life diffolving vegatate again : 

All forms that perith other forms fupply, 

(By turns we catch the vital breath, and die) 
Like bubbles on the fea of matter borne, 

They rife, they break, and to that fea return, 20 
Nothing is foreign ; parts relate to whole ; 

One all extending, all-preferving foul 

Conneéts cach being, greateft with the leaft ; 
Made beaft in aid of man, and man of beaft ; 

AlJl ferv’d, all ferving : nothing ftands alone; 
‘The chain halds on, and where it ends, unknown, 

Has God, thiou fool ! work’d folely for thy good, 

Thy joy, thy paftime, thy attira, thy food : 

Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn, 

For him as kindly fpread the flowery lavn: 30 
Is it for thee the lark afcends and fings: 

Jey tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings, 

Is ic for thee the linnet pours his throat ? 

‘Loves of his own and raptures {well the note, 
The boundisg fteed you pompoutly beftride, 
Shares with his lord the pleafure and the pride. 

Is thine alone the feed that ftrews the plain ? 

‘The birds of heaven thall vindicate their grain. 
Thine the full harveft of the golden year ¢ 

Part pays, and juftly, the deferving fteer: a 
‘The hog, that ploughs not, nor obeys thy cali, 
Lives on the labours of this lord of all. 

Know, nature’s children all divide her care ; 
The fur that warms a monarch, warm’d a bear. 
While man exclaims, See all things for my ofe "* 
© See man for mine :” replies a pamper’d gooie : 
And juft as fhort of reafon he muft fall, 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all, 

Grant that the powerfal {till the weak controul 5 
Be man the wit and tyrant of the whole: se 
Nature that tyrant checks; he only knows, 

And helps another creature’s wants and woes, 
Say, will the falcon, ftooping from above, 

Smit with her varying plumage, fpare the dove ? 
Admircs the jay the infe@s gilded wings? 

Or hears the hawk when Philomela fings? 

Man cares for all: to birds he gives his woods, 
To beafts his paftures, and to fith his floods: 

For fome his intereft prompts him to provide, 
For more his pleafure, yet for more his pride, 60 
All feed on one vain patron, and enjoy 

Th’ extenfive blefing of his luxury. 

‘That very life his learned hunger craver, 

He faves from famine, from the favage javes; 
Nay, feats the animal he dooms his feaft, 

And, till he ends the being, makes it bleit: 
Which fees uo more the ftroke, or feels the pain, 
Then favour’é man by touch ethereal flain, 
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‘The creature had his feaft of life before ; 

'Yhou too muft perifh, when thy feafk is o'er! 70 
To cach unthinking being, heaven a friend, 
Gives not the ufelels knowledge of its end : 

‘To man imparts it; hut with fuch a view 

Aa, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too: 
«The hour conceal’d, and ‘fo remote the fear, 
Deuth (till draws nearer, never iceming near. 
Great ftanding miracle | thas heaven affign'd 

Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 

I]. Whether with reafon, or with inftiné bleft, 

Know, all enjoy that power which fuits them 
heft 5° 

To blifs alike by that direction tend, 
And find the mean» provortion’d to their end, 
Say, where full inftinet is ch’ unerring guide, 
What pope -rcounci] can they need befide ? 
Reafon, however able, cool at beft, 
Cares not for fervice, ov bug (erves when preft, 
Stays till we call, aid chen-not often near; 
But honett in ith.¢t comes 2 volumeer, 
Sure ro o'erfloot, but jull to hit; 
While till coo wide or fhort is human wit; 

- Sure by quick natnre happinels to gain, 

“ Which heavier reafon Jabours at in vain, 
“This too ferves always, realon never long : 
Une muft go right, the other nay go wrong. 
See then tie acting and comparing powers 
One in their nature, which are pow in ours | 
And reafon caife o’er inftin& as you can, _ 
In this ’tis God dirc@s, in that "tis man. 

Who taught the nations of the field and wood- 
To thua their poifon, and to chovfe their food ? 100 
Prefcient, the tides or tempelts to withftand, 
Buiis on the wave, or arch beneath the fand? 
Who made the fpider parallels defign, 

Sure as De Moivre, without rule or line? 

Who hid the fork, Columbus-like, explore 
leavens not hisown, and worlds unknown before? 

‘Who calls the council, fates the certain day? 

Wha forms the pbalanx,and whe. points the way ? 

11. God, in the natute of-cach, being, founds 
Its proper blifs, and fets it proper hounds: = rk0 
But a» he fram'd a whole, the whole to blefs, 

Qu mutual wants built mutual happinefs + 

So trom*the fir, ETERNAL ORDER ren, . 

And creature lick’d to creature, map to, man, 

Whate’er of life al-quickening xther keeps, 

Or breathes through air, or fhoots beneath the 
dceps, 

Or pours profufe on earth, one nature feeds 

‘The vital flame, and wells the genial feeds, 

Not man alone, but al] that ream the wood, 

Or wing the fky, or roll along the flood, 

Each loves itfelf, but notitfelt alone, 

Each fex defires alike, till two are one, 


&r 
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VARIATIONS, 
After ver. 84.in the MS. 
While man, with opening views of various ways, 
Cenfounded, by the aid of knowledge ftrays; 
Too weak to choofe, yet choofing {till im hatte, 
One mgment gives the pleafure and diftaie. 


oF. 
Nor ends the pleafure witM the:fierce émbrace §. 
‘They love themfelves, a third. tinre, in their face, 
‘Thus beaft and bird their common charge. attend, 
‘The mothers nurfe it, and the fires defend; 

The young difmifs'd to wander earth or air, . . 
There ftops the inftinét, and there ends the grey 
The link diffolves, each feeks a frefh embrace, -- 
Another love -fucceeds, another race. q e. 
A longer care man’s helplefs kind demands; 2 
‘That longer care contrads more daftipg bands: 
ReficGion, reafon, fil the ries improve, 
At onée extend the intereft, and the love: 
With choice_we fiz, with fympathy we bur 
Each virtue in each: paffion takes its turn 
And fill new needs, new helps, new habite 
That graft benevolence on charities, 

Still as one breodyand as another rofe, 





' Phefe natural love maintain’d, habjrsat thofd +. 


The laf, fcarce tipen'd into perfe man, ae 

Saw helplefs him from ‘whom their life began’ 

Memory and forecaft juft returns engage, 

That pointed back to youth, this onto age; 

While pleafure, gratitude, and hope, combin’d, 

Still (pread the antereft, and preferve the kind, 

1V. Nor chink, in nature's flate they blindly 

trod ; 

‘The ftate of uature was the reign of God: 

Self-love and focial at her birth began, 

Union the bond ofall things, and of man. 

Pride then was not; nor arts, that pride to ald; 

Man walk'd with beatk, joint tenant of the thades.* 

The fume fis table, and the fame his bed; 

No. murder cloth’d him, and no murder fed, 

In the fame temple, the refounding wood, 

All vacal beings hymn'd their equal Gog: 

The thrine with gore unftain’d, with gold un- 
dreis'd, of : 

Unbrid’d, uabloody, food the blamelefs prick : 

Heaven's attribute was univerfal care, 

And man’s prerogative, to rule, but fpare. 168: 

Ah | how unlike the map of times tacome! . ~ 

Of huif chat live the butcher and the tomb ; 

Who, foe to nature, hears the general groan, 

Murders their fpecies, and betrays his own. 

But juft difeafe to luxury fuccéeds, 

And every dvath its own avenger breeds; 

‘Vhe fury-paffions from that, blood began, , 

And turn’d on man, a fietcer favage, man. 

See him from nature rifing flow to art! 

To copy inftin® thea was rcafon’s part : 

Thus then to man the voice of 

® Go, from the creatures thy 

“ Lear from the birds what = 
« yield; 

“ Learn from the heats the phyfic of the field; 

“ Thy arts of building from the bee receive; 

“ Learn of the mole to plough, the worm toweave; 

“ Learn of the little Nautilus to fail, 

“ Spread the thin car, and catch the driving gale, 

“ Here too all forms of focial union find, - 

“ And hence Jet reafon, late; inftru@ mankind : 

“ Here fubterranean works and cities fee ; 185 

“ There towns aerial on the waving tree. % 

“ Learn each finail peopl:’s genius. poiicies, 

“ The ant’s reoublic, and the réaim pf bees 5 
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96 THE WORKS 


** How thofe in common all their wealth beftow, 
“ And anarchy without confufion know ; 
“ And thefe for ever; though a monarch reign, 
© Their feparate cells uhd’ properties maihtain. 
“ Mark what unvary’d laws preferve cach, ftate, 
© Laws wife 48 mature, anil as fix’d as fate. 190 
“ Yo vain thy reafon finer webs thall draw, 
« Entangle juftice in her net of law, 
And right, too rigid, harden into wrong ; 
*¢ Seill for the {trong too weak, the weak too ftrong. 
Yet go! and thuso'er all the creatures fway, 
* Thus let the wifer muke the reft obey : 
* And for thofe arts mére inftin@ could afford, 
® Be crown'd as monarch, of as gods ador’d.”” 
‘V. Great Nature fpoke; obfervant man obey’d; 
Cities were built, focieties were made : 200 
Here rofe one little ftate: another near {fear. 
Grew by like means, and join’d, through love of 
Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend, 
. And there the ftreams in purer rills defcend ? 
What war could ravith; commerce could beftow ; 
_ And he return’d a friend, who came a foe. 
Converfe and love mankind might ftrongly draw, 
‘When love was liberty, and natare Jaw, 
"Thus fates were form’d; the name of king un- 
‘known, 
"Till consrnon intereft plac’d the fway in one. 210 
*Twas virtue only (or-in arts dr arms, 
Diffufing bleffings, or averting harms) 
‘The fame which in a'fire the fons obey'd, 
& prince the father of a people made. 
1. Till then, by nature crown’d, éach patri- 
arch a es Fe 
Ring , prielt, and parent, of his growing flate : 
On ‘on, their fecond providence, they hung, 
"Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue. 
Be from the wondering furrow call’d the food, 
‘Deught to command the fire, controul the flood, 
Draw forth the monfters of th’ abyfs profound, 
Or fetch th’ derial eagle to the ground. 22% 
Till dropping, Sickening, dying, they began 
‘Whom they rever'd as God to mourn as man : 
‘Then, looking up from fire to fire, explor’d 
One groat Fir Father, and thac firft ador’d. 
Or plain tradition-chat this All begun, 
Convey’d unbroken faith from fire to fon ; 





VARIATIONS, 

Ver. 197, in the firft editions, 
‘Who for thofe arts they leatn’d of brutes before, 
As kings fhal] crows them, or as gods adore. 
Ver. abr. Mere rofe one little ftate, &e.] In the 

MS. thus: 
‘The neighbours leagu’d to guard their common 
fpot; 

And love was nature’s diétate ; murder, not, 
For want alone each animal contends ; 
Tigers with tigers, that remov’d, are friends. 
Plain nature’s wants thetcommon mother crown’d, 
She pour’d her acorns, hérbs, and ftreams around. 
Bho treafure then for rapine to invade, : 

+ “What need to fight for fuut-shisie or for thade? 
And half the caute of contef was remov'd, 
When beaury could be kind to ali who lov'd, 

£ 


OF POPE. 


The worker from the work didin@ was known, 

And fimple reafon never fought but ong: 230 

Ere wit oblique had broke that fleady light, 

Man, like hie Maker, faw that all was right ; 

To virtue, in the paths of pleafure trod, 

And own’é a father when he own’d a God. 

Love all the faith, and all th’ allegiance then ; 

For nature knew no right divine in men, 

No ill could fear in God; and underitood 

A fovereign being, but a fovereign good. 

True faith, true policy, united ran; 

‘That was but love of God, and this of man. 249 
Who firft taught fouls enflav'd, and realms un- 

done, 

Th’ enormous faith of many made for one; 

That ptoud exception to all nature’s laws, 

‘'T' invert the world, and counter-work its caufe ? 

Force firft made conqueft, and that conqueft, law; 

Till fuperftition taught the tyrant awe, 

Then fhar'd the tyranny, then lene it aid, 

And gods of conquerors, flaves of {ubjeG&s mad: : 

She "midi the lightning’s. blaze, and thunder's 


found, 
When rock’d the mountains, and when groan’d 
the ground, 2s0 


She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 
To power unfeen, and mightier far than they : 
She, from the rending carth, and hurfting tkies, 
Saw gods defcend, and fiends infernal rife ; 
Here fiy'd the dreadful, there the bleft abodes; 
Fear made her devils, and weak hope her gods; 
Gods partial, changefal, paffionate, unjuft, 
Whole attributes were rage, revenge, or luft ; 
Such as the fouls of cowards might conceive, 
And, form’d Hike tyrants, tyrants would believe. 
Zeal then, not charity, became the guide; 261 
And. hell was built on fpite; and heaven on pride. 
Then facred {cem’d th’ ethereal vault no more ; 
Altars grew marble then, and reek’d with gore: 
Then firft the Flamen tafted living food ; 
Next his grim idol fmear’d with human blood; 
With heaven’s own thunders fhook the world be- 
low, 

And play’d the God an engine on his foe. 

So drives felf-love, through juft, and through 

unjuft, | 

To one man’s power, ambition, lucte, luft: 
The fame felf-love, in all, becomes the caufe 
Of what refirains him, government and laws. 
For, what one likes, if others like as well, 
‘What ferves one will, when many wills rebel? 
How fhalihe keep, what, fleeping or awake, 
A weaker may furprife, a ftronger take ? 
His fafety muft his liberty reftrain : 
All join to guard what cach defires to gain. 
Fore'd into virtue thus, by felf-defence, 
Ev'n kings Jearn'd juftice and benevolence : 
Self-love forfook the path it fir purfued, 
And found the private in the public good. 

* Twas then the ftudious head or gencrous mind, 
Follower of God, or friend of human kind, 
Poet or patriot, rofe but to reftore 
The faith and moral, nature gave before; 
Relum’d her ancient light, not kindled new; 
If not God's image, yet his fhadow drew : 
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ato 


ESSAY ON MAN. 


"Taught power’s due ufe to people and to kings, 
‘Taught nor-to flack. nor ftrain its tender ftringe, 
‘The lefs, or greater, fet fo juftly true, agt 
That touching one muf ftrike the other too; 
‘'Ti'l jarring interefts of themfelves create 
“'Th' according mufic of a well-mix’d ftate. 
Such is the world’s great harmony, that {prings 
From order, union, {ull confent of things: 
‘Where {mall and great, where weak and mighty, 
made 
‘To Zerve, not fuffer, ftrengthen, not invade ; 
More powerful each as needful to the reft, . 
“Attd, in proportion as it bleffes, bie ; 
Draw to one. point, and to one centre bring 
Beatt, man, or angel, fervanc, lord, or king. 
For forms of government let fools conteft 5 
‘Whate’er is beft adminifter’d is bet : 
For modes of faith, let gracelefs zealots fight 5 
His can't be wrong whole life is in the eight; 
Tn faith and hope the world will difagree, 
But al} mankind's concern is charity: e 
» Allmuft be falfe that thwarts this one great end ; 
And all of God, that blefs mankind, or mend. 31¢ 
Man, like the generage vine, fupported lives: ” 
"The ftrength he gains is frqm th’ embrace he gives. 
On their own axis as the planets run. 
Yet make at once their circle round the fun; 
So two confiltent motions at the foul ; 
And one regards itfelf, and one the whole. 
Thus God and nature link’d the general frame, 
And bade felf-love and focial be the fame. 
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-EPISTLE 1M, 


Of the Nature and Sate of Man with refpeét to 
Happiness. ' 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Fatse notions of happinefs, philofophical and 
popular, anfwered from ver.19 to 77. Il. It 
isthe end of all mes, and attainable by all, 
ver. 30. God intends happinefs. to be equal ; 
and to be fo, it muft hé focis, fince all par- 
ticular happinefs depends on general, and 
fiuce he governs by general, not particular 
Jaws, ver. 37. As it is neceffary for order, and 
the peace and welfare of fociety, that external 
goods fhould be unequal, happinefs is not made 
to confift in thefe, ver. g1. But, notwithftand- 
ing that inequality, the balance of happinefs a- 
mong mankind is kept even by providence, by 
the two paffians of hxpe and fear. ver. 70.—~ 
Jil. What the happjnefs of individuals is, as far 
as is confiftent with the conftitution of this 
world; and that the good man has here the ad- 
vantage, ver. 77. The error of imputing to 
virtue what are only the calamities of nature, 
or of fortune, ver. 94. FV. The folly of ex- 


in favour of particulars, ver. rar. V. That 

we are not judges who are good; but that, 

whoever they are, they muft be bappicft, ver. 

332, &c. Vi. That external goods are not the 
Vor. Vib 


pecting that God fhould alter his general Jaws | 





é or. 
proper rewards, but often inconfiftent with, or 
deftruGtive of. vireue,’ ver.-.167.. ‘Phat 2 
thefe can make no man happy withops virii 
Inftanced in riches, ver. 185. ‘Hotoere, ver. 
193. Nobility, ver. 205. Greatnels, ver. 37 7y, 
Fame, ver. 237, Superior talents, vere 2§7». 
&c. With pidtures of human infeliciry in teeny. 
poffeffed of them all, ver. 269, &c. Vi 
‘That virtue only conftitutes a happinefs, whofe 

objed is univerfal, and whofe profpett eterna), 

ver. 307. That the perfedtion of virtue and, 
happinefe confitts in a conformity to the Order 

of Providence here, and a refignation to it here. 
and hereafter, ver. 326, &c. ° 





Ou Happinefs! our being’s end and aim! 
Good, pleafure, cafe, content ! whate’er thy name. 
That fomething filt which prompts th’ ‘ever 








For which we bear to live, or dare to die, 

Which ftill fo near us, yet beyond us lies, 

O’erlook’d, feen double, by the fool and wife: 

Plant of celeftial feed; if dropp’d below, 

Say, in what mortal foil thou deign’t to grow ? 

Fair opening to fome court’s propitious fhine, 

Or deep with diamonds in the-flaming mine? 0: 

Twin'd with the wreaths Parnaffian laurels. yickdy. 

Or reap’d in iron harvefts of the field’? 

Where grows? where grows it not? Hf yainowe 
toil, . . 

We ought go blame the culture, not the Mil : 

Fix’d to no fpot is happinefs fincere, : 

> Tis no where to be found, or every where : 

’Tis never to be bought, but always frée, 

And fied from monarchs, St. Joha! dwells wi 
thee. {blind ; 

Affe of the‘learn’d the way? The Jearn’d are 
‘This bids to ferve, and that to fhun mankifid; 40) 
Some place the blifs in action, fome in-eafe,*.  ” 
Thofe call it pleafure, and contentment thefe's *: 
Some, funk to beatts, find-pleafare end in pai 
Some, fwell'd to gods, corifefs ev'n virtue vain'g 
Or, indolent, ta each extreme they fall, * 
To trutt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of al. 

Who thus define it, fay they more or lefs,’ 
Than this, that happinefs i happinefo? 

Take nature's path, and mad opinion’s Ieave 5, 
All ftates can reach it, and all heads conctive ; 
Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwells 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning Welly, 
And, mourn our various portion’ as we plealey< +, 
Equal is common fenfe, and common eafe. 

Remember, maa, “ the Univerfal Caufe 
© A&s not by partial, but by .gen‘ral laws,” 

And makes what happinefs we juftly call, 
Subfift notin the good of one, but ali. 












VARIATIONS: 

Ver, x. Ob happinefs, &e-]in the: 
Oh happinefs, to which we ail afpire, # 
Wing’d with rong hope, and borne~by fall 

fires ma te 

‘That eafe, for which in want, in wealth we fi 

‘That cafe, for which we labour, and we die. 
G 











98 
There's not-a blefling individuals find, 
But fome way leans and hearkens to the kind: 40 
No bandit fierce, nn ryrant mad with pride, 
No cavert:'S:nerit, refts felf-fatisfy'd : 
‘Who moft to fivag or hte mankind pretend, 
Seek-an admiret, or would fix a friend: 
Abiteact what others feel, what others think, 
All pleafures ficken, anc-all glories fink : 
Each has his thare ; and who would. more obtain, 
Shalt find, the pleafure pays not balf the pain. 
Order in Heaven’s'firit law; and this confelt, 
Some ice, and maft be, greater than the reft, 50 
More rich, mor: wife ; but who infers from hence 
“That. fuch are happict, fhocks all common fenfe. 
Heaven to mankind imtartial we confefa, 
Af all are equal in their happinefs: 
But mutual wants this happiness increafe ; 
All nature's difference: keeps all flature’s peace, 
Condition, circumitance, is not the thing ; 
Blifs is che fame in {ubje@ or in king, 
Jn.who chtain defence,‘or who defend, 
-In him who is, or him who finds a friend ¢ 60 
Heaven breathes throygh ‘every member of the 
whole : 
One common bleffing, as one common foul. 
But fortune's gifts if each ulike poffett. 
And each were equal; mu not all conteft ? 
¥f then ty all men happinefs was meant, 
God insexternals could not place ‘content. 
Fortune her-gifts may varioufly difpofe, 
And thefe be happy call'd, unhappy thofe ; 
But heaven's juft balance equal will appear, 
‘While thofe are plied in hope, and ‘thefe in 
fear: : Jo 
Not prefent good or ill, the joy or curfe, 
But future: views of better, or. of worfe. 
Oh, fons of earth! atlempt ye ftill to rife, 
By mountains pil’d on mountains, to the tkies? 
jeaven itil with laughter the vain toil {urveys, 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raife. 
Know, alf the good that individuals find, 
Or God and nature mean; to mere mankind, 
Reafon’s whole pleafure, all the joys of feiife, 








; Lie in three words, Health, Peace, and Compe- 


tence, 80 


"But Health confifts with temperance alone; 


And Peace, oh virtue! Peace is all thy owa. 
The good or bad the gifts of Fortune gain; 
Bur thefe lef tafte chem, as they worfe obtain. 








in VARIATIONS. 
After ver. 54, in the’ MS, 


“Gay not, “ Heaven's here ‘profufe, there poorly |. 


“ faves, 


« And for one monarch makes a thoufand flaves.”” 


You'll find, when caufes and their ends are known, ( 

“Twas for the thoufand Heaven has made that one, | 
After ver. 66, in the MS. ‘ 

"Tis peace of mind alone is at a flay: 

‘The reft-mad fortune gives or takes away, 

All other blifs by accident’s debarr’d ; 

‘But vivetie’s, in the inflant, a reward ; 

Yn hardet trials operates the beft, 

And more ig relith’d as the more diftreft. 


THE WORKS OF POPE. 


Say, in purfuit of profit ordelight, = fright ? 
Who rifk the moft, that take wrong means, or 
Of vice or virtue, whether bleft or curft, 

Which meets contempt, or which compaffion firft ? 
Count all th’ advantage prolperows vice attains, 
’ Tis but what virtue flies from and difdains 
And graut the bad what happinefs they would, 
One they nmft want, which is. to pafs for good. 
Ob blind to sruth, and God’s whole {cheme below, 
Who fancy blifs to vice, to virtue woe ! 

Who fees and follows that great fcheme the bett, 
Beft knows the bleffing, and will moft be bleft. | 
But fools, the good alone, unhappy call, bs 
For ills or.accjdents that chance to all. 

See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the juft! 
See godlike Turenne’'proftrate on the duft ! 
See Sidney bleeds amid the martia Iftrife : 
Was this their virtue, or contempt of life ? 
Say, was it. virtue, more thopgh heaven ne'er 
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gave, : 
Lagpented Digby! funk thee to the grave ? 
Tell me, if virtne made the fon expire, 


“Why, full of days and honour, lives the fire? 


Why drew: Marfeilles’ good bithop purci breath, 
When nature ficken’d, and gach gaie waa death ? 
Or why fo long (in life if long can be) 
Lent heaven a parent to the poor and nic? 
What makes al! phyfical or moral ill? 
‘There deviates nature, and here wanders will, 
sod fends not ill; if rightly underftood, 
Or partial ill is pniverfal good, * 
Or change admits, or nature lets it fall, 
Short, and but rape, till man improv’d it all. 
We juft as wifely might of heaven coniplain 
That rightéous Abel was deftroy’d by Cain, 
As that the virtwouis fon isill ar eafe 
When bis lewd father gave the dire difeafe. 20 
Think we, like fome weak prince, th’ Eternal, 
Caufe 
Prone for his favourites to reverfe his laws? 
Shall burning Etna, if a fage requires, 
Forget to thunder, and recal her fires ? 
On air or fea new motions be imnpref, 
Oh blamelefs Bethe! ! to rélieye thy hreatt ? 
When the loofe mountain trembles from on high, 
Shall gravitation ceate, if you go by ? 
Or fome old temple, nodding to its fall, 
For Chartres’ head referve the hanging wall? 13¢ 
Bue ftill this world (fo fitted for the knave) 
Contents usnot, A better fhall we have? 
A kingdom of the juft then let iz be: 
But firft confider how thofe juft agree, 
The good muft merit God’s peculiar care ; 
But who, but God, can tell us who they are? 
One thinks on Calvin heaven’s own fpirit fell : 
Another deemshim inftrument of hell; 
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VARIATIONS, 
After ver. 92, inthe MS, 
Let fober moralifts correct their fpeech, 
No bad man’s happy; he is great, or rich.” 
After ver. 116, in the MS. 
Of every evil, fince the world began, 
‘The seal fource is not in God, bur mar. 





‘. BSSAY ON MAN. _ 
aT Calvin feel heaven's biciting, or its rod, Oh fool}. to think God hates the worthy miady 
This cries there is, and that, thereis v0 God. 140 | The lover and the love of human kind: ae, 
‘What fhocks one prt, will edify the reft, Whofe life is healthful, and whofe conicience clear 
Nor with onc fy‘tem can they allbe ble&. Becaufe he wants a thoufand poutids a-year.* 
‘The very bet will variovily incline, — : Honour and thame. from no condition rife 5 
And what rewards your virtue, punifh mine... A& well your part, there all the hottour. lies: 
" Whatewrr is, ix right, “Thi: world, ’tis erué, Fortune in men haa fome fmall difference mada, 
Was nade for Caiar-—but for Titus too; One flaunts in rags, one fluttersin brocade ; 
And which more ble? who chaiti’d his copntry, | The coblér apron’d, and the parfon gown'd. 
fay, , 3 1 The friar hooded, and the- monarch ‘crown’d. 
Or he whofe virtue figh'd to lofe a day? “ What differ more (you ¢ry). than crown and. 
“ But fometimes yirtye far while vice is “". *,cowl.” ofan 
fed.” der - Vi tell you, friewd! a.wife man and afocl. 200 
+ hen? Is the reward of virtue tread? ‘15@ | You'll find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 
vice may merit, "tis the pricé of toi); Or, cobler-like, the pasfon will be drunk, 
Th: :nave deferves it, when he tills the (oil; ‘) Worth makes sha man, and want of it the fellow = 
‘The knave deferves it, when he tempts the main, | ‘The reft isafl bac leather or prunella, ; 
Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain, Stuck o'er with titles and bung ronnd-with 
The good man may be weak, Te indglent ; i 
Nor 13 his claim to plenty, bot cont 
Bur grant him riches, your demands o’er 
“« No—thall the good wait heaigh, the good want 
“power PS 5 ‘ 
Add health aad powér, and every earthly thing, 
* Why bounded power ?*'why private? why no 
king?" ; 169 
Nay, why external for internal given? 
‘Why is not mana god, and earth a heaven? 
Who aik and reafon thus, will fearce conceive 
God gives enough, while he has more to give; 
immenfe the power, immenfe were the demand; 
Say, at what-part of nature will they ftand ? 
What nothing earthly gives, or an deftroy, 
The foul’s calm fun thine,and theheart-felt joy, 
1s virtue’s prize: A better would you fix? 






























‘Ttiat thou mayt be by kings, or whores of ki 
Boatt the, pure ood Ge an edirious race, _— 
In. quiet Bow from Lucrece to-Lacrece : 

But by your fathers’ worth if yours. you rate, i 
Count me thofe only who were:good and great. © 
Go. if your ancient, bur ignoble blood ptr 
Haa crept through fcoundrels ever fince the Bund, 
Go! and pretend your family ie young ; 

Nor own your fathers have been fools fo long. 
‘What ean ennoble fora, or flaves, or cowards? 
Alas! mot all the blood’of all the Howards, [Iiee: ; 
- Look:gext on .greatnefs; fay where greantiele: 
“ Where, bpt among: the heroes and the wife?” 
Herces are much the fame, the point’s agreed,” 
From Macédonis’s madman tothe Swede ; © 420. 
The whole firange purpofe of their lives, to fiud, 











“Phen give Humility’s, coach and fix, 370] Ormake,an snopiy of maskind! 

Juftice 2 conquergr’s fword, or Truth agown, - | Not on¢ looks ward, onward ftill he goes, 
Or Public Spirit its great cure, a crown. ~ « | Yet ne’ey looks forward further than his nofes 
Weak, foolith man! wiil Heaven reward us there | No lefs alike the politi¢,and wife : 


‘With the fame, trafh mad mortals with for here ? 
“Ihe boy and mao an individual makes, : 
Yer figh’ft thou now for apples and for cakes? 
(30, like the Indian, in ancther life ; 
Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife; 
As well as dream fuch trifles are aflign'd, . 
aAs toys and empires, for a godlike mind. £80 
* Rewards, that either would to virtue bring 
No joy, or be deftruétive of the thing ; 
How oft by thefe at fixty are undone 
‘rhe virtuca of g faint at twenty-ane ! 


All ily low things, with circumfpedive eyes’, 
‘Méep in their Joofe unguarded hours they take, 
Notthat themfelves are wife, but others weak: 
But grant that thofe can conquer, thefe can chéat; 
*Tis phrafe abfurd to call a villain great : 230 
Who wickedly is wife, or madly brave, * 

ts but.the more a fool, the more a-knave, 

Who noble ends by noble means obtains,... ~ 

Or failing, fmites in exile or inchains, 30° 

Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed : 

: Like Socrates, that man is great indeed. °" 

‘To whom can riches give repute, or truft, What's fame? a fancy’d life in others’ breath, . 
Content, or pleafure, but. the good and juit? A thing beyond us, ev’n before our death. 

Judges and fenates have been bought for gold; * Juft what you hear, you have; and what’s un- 


Eftecm and love were never to be fold. knewn, - : é 
‘The fame (my lord) if Tully's, or your own. 240 





VARIATIONS. ~ y VARIATIONS. rh 
After ver. 142, in fome editions, Ver. 207. Boaft'the pure blood, &c.} In the 

Give each a fyftem, all mutt be at ftrife ; “MS. thus: 23.5 

What different fyftems for a man and wife ! The richeft blood, right-honourably old, 


, The joke, though lively, was ill placed, and | Down from Lueretiato Lucretia roli’d, .- 
therefore ftruck out of the text. , May fwell thy heart and gallop in thy breaft, 
- After ver. 172, in the MS. “Without one dath of ufheror of prieft: 
Say, what rewards this idle world imparts, Thy pride as much defpife all other pride, - 


@r fit for fearching heads or honeft hearts. © As Chrift Church once all colleges befide. 


ij 


yee 


All that we fcel of it begins and ends 
In the fmall circle of our foes or friends; 
‘Fo ali betide as much an empty thade 
An Eugene living, as a Cefar dead; 
Alike or when, or where they thone, of fhine, 
Or on the Rabicon, or on the Rhine. 
A wit's a feather, and a chief a rod; 
An honeft man’s the nobleft work of God. 
Fame but from death a villain’s name can fave, 
As juitice tears his body from the grave ; 250 
‘When what t’ oblivion better were reiign’d, 
3} hang on high to poifon half mankind. 
All fame is foreign, but of true defert ; 
‘Plays round the head, but comesnot to the heart : 
ne felf-approving bour whole years out-weighs 
OF ftupid itarers, and of loud huzzas; 
And more true joy Marcellus exil’d feels, 
‘Than Cacfar with a fenate at his heels. 
In parts fuperior what advantage lies ? 
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wife? 
’ Vis bur to know how little can be known ! 
"lo fee all others faults, and feel our own: 
{Condemn’d in bufinefs or in arts to drudge, 
‘Without q fecond, or without a judge : 
‘Yraths would you teach, or fave a finking land ? 
All fear, none aid you, and few underftand. 
Painful pre-eminence! yourfelf to view 
Above life’s weaknefs, and its comforts too. 
Bring then thefe bleffings to a {tri@ account ; 
Make fair deductions; fee to whae they mount: 
How much of other each is fure to cof; 270 
fow nvuch for other oft is wholly loft ; 
How inconfiftent greater goods with thefe ; 
How fometimes life isrifqu’d, and always cafe + 
‘Think, and if {till the things thy envy call, 
Say, woul thou be the man to whom they 
fall? 


abo 


‘To figh for ridbands if thon art fo filly, 
~ Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy. 
~ Is yellow dirt the paifion of thy tife; 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus’ wife, 280 

Mf parts allure thee, think how Bacon fhin'd, 

The wifett, brightett, meaneft of mankind : 

Or ravith'd with the whiltling of a name, 

See Cromwell, damn’d to everlafting fame ! 

Hf all, united, thy ambition call, 

From ancient Qory, learn to fcorn them all, 
There, in the rich, the honour’d, fam'd, and great, 
See the falfe fcale of happinefs complete ! 

in hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay, 
Mow happy ! thote to ruin, thefe betray, 290 
* Mark by what wretched fteps their glory grows, 
From dirt .nd fea-weed as proud Venice role ; 

Ya each how guilt and greatnefs equal ran, 

And all that rais’d the hero, fant the man: 

Now Europe's laureis on their brows behold, 

But flzin’d with blood, or ilf exchang'd for gold : 
‘Then {ee them brotze with toile, or funk in cafe, 
Or infamous for plunder’d provinces. 

©! wealth ill-fated! which no,a@ of fame 

E'er taught to thine, or fanctify’d from fhame! 300 
Woar greater blifs artends their clofe of life? 
Some greedy minion, or impe 
The trophy'd arches, fory'd hills invade, 
Avd hiouns their flgsbers in the pon:pous fhade. 
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THE WORKS OF POPE- 


Alas: not dazzled with their noon-tide.ray, 
Compute the morn and evening to the day ; 
The whole amount of that enormous fame, 
A tale, that blends their glory with their thame! 

Know then this truth (enough for min te 

know) : i 

* Virtue alone is happinefs below.” sie 
‘The only point where human blifs Randa til, 
And taftes the good without the fall to ill; 
Where only merit conftant pay reccives, 
Is bleft in what it takes, and what it gives; 
‘The joy uncqual’d, if its end it gain, 
And if it lofe, attended with no pain: 
Without fasiety, though e’er fo blefs'd, 
And but more relith’d as the more diftrefs’ 
The broadett mirth unfeeling folly wears, 
Lefs pleafing far than virtue’s very tears: gx 
Good, from each object, from each place acquit'd, 
For ever exercis’d, yet never tir’d; 
Never elated, while gne man’s opprefs'd; 
Never dejected, while another's ble ; 
And where no wants, no wifhes can remain, 
Since but to with more virtue, is to gain. 

See the fole blifs heaven could on ali beftow ! 
Which who but feels can tafe, but thinks cam 

know: 

Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 
The bad mut mifs; the good, untaught, will find ; 
Slave to no fed, who takes no ptivate road, 334 
But looks through nature, up to nature's God; 
Porfues that chain which links th’ immenfe de- 





ign, 

Joins henneh and earth, and mortal and divine ; 
Sces, that no being any blifs can know, 
But touches fome above, and fome below ; 
Learns from this union of the rifing whole, 
The firft, lat purpofe of the human foul; 
And knows where faith, law, morals, all began, 
All end, in love of God, and love of man. 340 
For him alone, hope leads from goal to goal, 
And opens flill, and opens on his foul ; 
Till lengthen'd on to faith, and uncontin’d, 
It pours the bhifs that fills up all the mind. 
He fees, why Nature Plants in man attue 
Hope of known biifs, and faith in blifs unknown: 
(Nature, whofe dictates to no other kind 
Are given in vain, but what they feek they find), 
Wife is her prefent: fhe comuedts in this 
His greatett virtue with his greateil blifs ; 
At once his own bright profpedt to be bleft, 
And ftrongeit motive to aflilt the reft. 

Self-love thus pufh’d to focial, to divine, 
Gives thee to make thy neighbour's blefling thine, 
Is this too little for the boundlefs heart ? 
Extend it, let thy enemies have part 5 
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7 VARIATIONS. 
Afcer ver. 316, in the MS. 

Ev'n while it deems unequal to difpofe, 
And chequers all the good man’s jays with waee, 
*Fis bot te teach him to fupport cach Nate, 
With patience this, with moderation that ; 
And raife his bute on that one ft: 
ienee gives, and new 
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ESSAY ON MAN. 


tot 


Gratp the whole worlds of reafon, life, and fenfe, | And while the mufe now ftoops, or how alcends; 


Tg one clofe fyftem of benevolence ¢ 
Happier as kinder, in whate’er degree, 
Aud height of biifs but height of charity. 360 
God loves from whole to parts: bat human foul 
Mutt cife from individual to the whole. 
Scif-love but ferves the virtuous mind to wake, 
Asthe imall pebble ftirs the peaceful lake; 
"The centre mov’d, a circle ftraight fucceeds, 
Another ftill, and fill another fpreads ; 
Friend, parent, neighhour, firft it will embrace ; 
His councry next; and uext a human race ; 
Wide and more wide, th’ o’erflowings of the mind 
‘Take every creature in, of every kind; 37° 
Earth fmiles around. with bouadlefs bounty bleft, 
«nd heaven beholds its image in his breaft. 
Come, then, my friend ! my genius! ceme along; 
Oh, mafter of the poet, and the fong! ~ 





VARIATIONS. : 
Ver. 373. Come then, my friend! &c.] In the 
MS. thus : 
And now tranfported o'er fo vaft a plain, 
While the wing’d courfer flies with all her rein, 
While heaven-ward now her mounting wing the 
feels, 

Now [catter’d fools fy trembling from her heels, 
Wilt thou, iny St. Joha! keep her courfe in fight, 
Confine her fury, and aflift her Aight 2 


‘To man’s low pailions, or their glorious ends, 
Teach me, like thee, in various nature wile; 
To fall with dignity, with temper rife; - 
Form’d by thy converfe, happily to fteer, 
From grave to gay, from lively to fevere ; 
Correct with fpirit, cloquent with eafe; 

Intent to reafon, or polite to pleafe. 

@h ! while along the ftream of time thy namié 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame; _ 
Say, fhall my little bark attendant fail, 
Purfue the triumph, and partake the gale ? 
When ftatefmen, heroes, kings, in duft repofe, 
Whole fons fhall blush their fachers were thy foes, 
Shall then this verfe to future age pretend 

Thou wert my gnide, philofopher, and friend ? 39 
That, urg’d by thee, { turn’d the tunefitl are, 
From founds to things, from fancy to the heart 3 
For wit’s falfe mirror held up natire’s light; 
Shew'd erring pride, Whatewer is, it right 5 

‘That reafon, paflion, anfwer one great aim; 
That true felf-love and focial are the fame; - 
That virtue only makes cur blife below; 

And all our knowledge is, Ourfeloes to know, 
———< et 
VARIATIONS, 

Ver 397. That virtue only,&c } Inthe MS. thutf 
That juft to find a God is'all we can, 


And all the ftudy of mankind is man, 
G iij 
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THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 
DEO OPT. MAX. ° 
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- In may be proper to obferve, that fome paflages, in the preceding Effay, having been unjuftly fut. 
pected of a tendency towards fate and naturalifm, the author compofed this Prayer as the fum 
of all, to fhow that his fyftem was founded in free-will, and terminated in piety: That the Firft 
Caufe was as well the Lord and Governor of the Univerfe as the Creator of it; and that, by 
fubmiffion to hie will {the great principle enforced throughout the Effay) was not meant the 
fuffering ourfelves to be carried along by a blind determination, but the refting in a religious ac. 
quiefcence, and confidence full of hope and immortality, To give all this the greater weight,, 

"the poet chofe for his model the Lord’s Prayer, which, of all others, beit deferves the title pre» 


fixed to this Paraphrafe, Dr. Wassurton. 


Faruer of all! in every age, 
In every clime ador’d, 

By faint, by favage, and by fage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 

‘Thou Gréat Firft Caufe, leaf underftood ; 

Who all my fenfe confin’d 

‘To know but this, that thou art good, 

‘And that myfelf am blind ; 


Yet gave me, in this dark eftate, 
: 4 fee the good from ills 
And, binding nature fatt in fate, 
” Lefe free the human will: 


‘What confcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to da, 

‘This, teach me more than hell to fhun, 
"That, more than. heaven purfue, 


‘What bleflings thy free bounty gives, 

“Su lLet me not caft away; 

For God is paid when man receives, 
‘LT’ enjoy is te obey. 


Yet not to earth’s contracted fpan 

/ . Thy goodnels let me bound, 

Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
‘When thoufand worlds are round : 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Prefume thy bolts to throw, 


And deal damnation round che land, 
On each I judge thy foe. 


If i am right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right to flay ; 

If | am wrong, ob, teach my heart 
To find that better way ! 


Save me alike from. foolith pride, 
Or impious difcontent, 

At aught thy wifdom has deny’d, 
Or aught thy gaodnefs lent, 


Teach me'to feel another's woe, 
To hide the fault I fee; 

That mercy f to others thow, 
That mercy fhow to me. 


Mean though I am, not wholly fo, 
Since qnicken’d by thy breath; 

O, lead me wherefoe’er [ go, 
Through this day’s life or death, 


This day, be bread and peace my lot : 
All elfe beneath the fun, 

Thou know’ft if beft beftow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To thee, whofe temple is all fpace, 
Whofe altar, earth, fra, tkies! 
One chorus Ict all being raiie! 
All nature’s incente rife : 





a 





eat a — 


MORAL ESSAYS, 
‘IN FOUR EPISTLES. 


TO-SEVERAL PERSONS. 
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& Impediat verbis laffas onerantibus aures s, 

% Er fermone opus eft modo trifti, feepe jocofo, 

“© Defendente vicem modo Rhetoris atque Poetz, 
« Interdam ucbani, parcentis viribus, atyue 

% Extenuantis eas confultd.”” > +. | Fox. 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 
‘Tue Effay, oa’ Man was intended to have been which more exattly:refledted the image of his 
comprifed in four books. ftrong capacioné mind, and as we can have but a 


The firft of which, the author has given us un+ 
der that ticle, in four epiftles. 

"The fecond was to have confited of the fame 
number: 1. OF the extent and limits of buman 
reafon, 2 Of thofe arts and fciencer, and of the. 
parts of them, which are ufeful, and therefore at- 
tainable, together with thofe which are unufeful, 
and therefore unattainable. 3. OF the nature; ends, 
ufe, and application of the different’ capacities of 
men, 4. Of the ufe of learning; of the fcience of 
the world, and of wit; concluding with ‘a fatire 
again a mifapplication of them, illuftrated by. 
pictures, characters, and examples. 

"Phe third book regarded civil regiratn, or the 
fcience of politics, in which the-feveral fortis of a 
republic were to be examined and explained; to- 
yether with the feveral modes of refigious wor= 
thip, aa far forth as they affed fociety; between 
-which the author always fuppofed there was the 
moit interefting relation, and clofeft connection ;" 
fo that this part would have treatcd of civil and 
religious fociety in their fall extent,” : 

"Fhe fourth and Jatt book conéermed private 
ethics, or practical morality, confidered in all the 
circumftances, orders, profeffions, and ftations of 
human life. oS 

"Che fcheme of all this had been maturely di- 
gafted, and communicated to Lord Bolingbroke, 
‘Dr. Swift, and one or two more; and was intend- 
ed for the only work of his riper years; but was, 
partly through ill health, partly through difcou- 
ragements from the depravity of the times, and 
partly on pradential and other confiderations, in- 
‘rupted, poftponed, and, laffly, in a manner laid 
afide. 

be ac thie was the author's favourite work, 


very-iniperfe& idea of if from the “ gisjecta mem= 
“ bra Poetz,” that now remain, it may not be 
amifs to be 2 little more particuiac concerning each 
of thefe projected. books. 

The firt, as it treats of man in the abftract, and 
confiders him in general undcr every of his rela~ 
tions, becomes the foundation, and furnifhes out, - 
the fubjedts, of the three following ; fo that 

The fecond hook was to take mp again the firtt 
and fecond epitties of the firft book, and treats of 
man tn his intel}e@Qual capacity at large, as has been 
explained above, Of this only a finall part of the. 
conclufion (which, as we faid, was to have cons 
tained a fatire again the mifapplication, of wit 
and learning), iay-be found in the fourth book of 
the Dunciad, and up-and down, occafionally, in 
the other three. . eran 

Ube third book; in like manner, was to reeafe 
fume the fubjeet of the thied epiftle of the firit, 
which treats of man in his focial, political, and res 
ligious capacity. But this part the poet afterwards - 
conceived might be beft executed in an Epic Ros 
em, aa the action would make it mare animated, 
and the fable lefs invidious; in which all the great - 
principles of true. and falfe governmente-and ‘reli« 
gions fhould be chiefly delivered in feigned-exam~ 
ples. 3 ae =, «, 
: The fourth and laft book was to purfue the 
fubjest of the fourth epiftle of the firft, and treats 
of be or practical morality; and would have 
confgfed of many members; of which the fotx 
following epifties were detached portions: phe\ 
two firft, on the chara@ers of men and women, 
being the introdudtory part of this concluding book, 





















DR. WARBURTON. 
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EPISTLE 1 
‘To sta RICHARDS TEMPLE, LORD COESAM, 
Of the Knowledg: and Charafters of Men. 


THE ARGUMENT,. 


L Tuar it is not fafficient for this knowledge to 
confider man in the abftra@: books will not 
ferve the purpofe, nor yet our own expefience 

“Fingly, ver. 1, ‘Geheral maxims, unlefs they be 
formed upon both, will but be notional, ver. 10, 
Some peculiarity in every man, characteriftic to 
‘hinfelf, yet varying from himfelf, ver. 15. Dif- 
ficulties arifing from’ our own paffions, fancies, 
faculties, &e. ver. 31. The fhortneft of life to 
obferve in, and the uncertainty of the principles 
sf aQion in'men to obferve by, ver. 37, &c. 


Our own principle of a@ion often hid from our- 
Selves, ver. 4x. Some few charaéters plain, but 
in general confounded, diffembled, or incopfift- 
Vent, ver. 51." The fame man utterly different in 
ifferent places and feafons, ver. 74. Unima- 
ginable weakneffes in the greateft, ver. 70. &c. 
Nothing conftant and certain but God and na- 
ture, ver.gs. No judging of the motives from 
“the ations ;’ the fame a@ions Pprocecding’‘from 
“contrary motives, and the fame motives influ- 


‘encing contrary ations, ver. x00, II. Yet, to 


form: characters, we-can only take the frongeht 
a@ions of a man’s life, and try to make them 
‘agree: the uteer uncertainty of this, from na- 
ture itfelf, and from policy, ver. 120. Charac- 
ters given according to the rauk of men of the 
world, ver. 135. And fome reafon for it, ver. 
140. Education alters the nature, or at leaf 
character, of many, ver. 149. Adtions, paflions, 
opinions, manners, humours, or principles, all 
fubjedt to change, No judging by nature, from 
ver. 158. to ver. £78. IIL. iz only remains to 
find (if we can) his ruling paflicn ; that will 
seertaiuly influence all the reft. and can recon- 


cile the feeming or real inconfiftency of all his 


actiong ver. 175. Inftahced in the extraordinary 
charatter of Clodio, ver. 179. A caution againgt 
iniftaking fecond qualities for firft; which will 
deftroy all poflibility of the knowledge of man- 
kind, ver. 210, Examples of the ftrength of the 


ruling yaflion, and its continuation to the la 


breath, ver. 422, &c. 


Yes, you defpife the nian to books confin’d, 
‘Who from his fludy rails at human kind; — 
‘hough what he learns he Speaks, and may ad- 
vance A 5 

Some general maxims, or be right by chanee. 

‘ The coxeomb bird, fo talkative and grave, 
‘That from his cage criescuckold, whore, and knave, 
‘Though many a paffenger he righaly call, 
You hold him no philofopher at all 

: And yet the fate of all extremes is fach, 
Men may be read, as well as books, too much. 
‘To obfervations which ourfelves we make, 
We grow mote partial for th’ obferver’s fake; 
‘Fo written wifdom, as another’s, lefs ; 


“Wasitas are drawn from notions, thefe from guefs 


Io 





















THE: WORKS OF. FOPE. 


‘There’s fome peculiar in cach leaf and grain, 
Some unmark’d fibre, or fome varying veins 
Shall only man be taken in the grofs? - 
Grant but as many forts af mind as mofs. 

That each from other differs, irk confefs; 
Next, that he varies from him(elf no lefs; 2@ 
Add nature’s, cuftom's, reafon’s, paflion's ftrife, 
And ail opinion’s colours caft on life. : 

Our depths who fathoms, or our thatlows finds, 
Quick whirls, and fhifting eddies, of our minds? 
On human ations reafon though you can, 

It may be reafon, but it isnot man : 
His principle of action once expiore, 
That inftant ‘tis his principle no more, 

Like following life through creacures you diffect, 
You lofe it in the moment you detect. 30 
Yet more; the difference is as great between 

‘The optics feeing, as the objects feen. 

All manners take 2 tinéture from our own ; 

Or come difcolour'd through our paflions thown, 
Or fancy’s beam enlarges, multiplies, 

Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thoufand dyes. 

Nor will life’s ftream for ubfer vation flay, 

It hurries all too fait to mark their way : 

In vain fedate reflcéions we would make, [takes 
When half our knowledge we muft {natch, not 
Oft, in the paffion's wild rotation toft, aL 
Our {pring of action to ourfeives is loft : 

Tir'd, not determin’d, to the taft we yield, 

And what comes then is mafter of the ficld. 

As the laft image of chat troubled heap, 

When fente tubtides and fancy {ports in flecp, 
(Though pait the recolledtion of the thuught), 
Becomes the ftuff of which our dream is wrought ¢ 
Something as dim to our internal view, 

Is thus, perhaps, the caufe of moft we do. 50 

True, fome are open, and to all men known foe 
Others, fo very clofe, they’re hid from none ; 

(So darknefs ftrikes the fenfe no lefs than light), 
“Chus gracious Chandos is belov'’d at fight ; 

And every chi'd hates Shylock, though his foul 
Stiil fits at {quat, and peeps not from its hole. 

At half mankind. when generous Manly raves, 
All know ‘tis virtue, for he thinks them knaves: 
When univerfal homage Umbra pays, 

All fee 'tis vice, and itch of vulgar praife. 
When flattery glares, all hate at in a queen, 
While one there is who charms us with hig fpleen, - 

But thefe pisin charaéters we sarcly find : 

Though ftrong the bene, yet quick the turns of 
mind: 

Or puzzling contraries confound the whole ; 

Or affectations quite reverfe the foul. 

The dull, flat faifchood ferves, for policy ; 

And in the cunning, tcuth itfeif’s a lie: 

Unthought-of frailties cheat us in the wife; 

The fool lies bid in inconfiitencies. 

Sce the fame-man, in vigour, in the gout; 
Alone, in company ; in place, or out 
Early at bufinels, and at hazard late : 

Mad at a fox-chafe, wife at a debate ; 
Drunk at a borough, civil at a bali; 
Friendly at Hackney, faithlefs at Whitehall, 
Catius is ever m-ral, ever grave, 


60 
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Thinks who endurcs a kuave, is next a imave, 


MORAL 


Save joft at dinnér——-then prefere, no doubt; 

A rcgue with venifon toa faint without. -- &e 
“Who would not praife Patricio’s high defert, 

“His hand unftain’d, his uncorrupted heare, 

Hi, comprehentive head? all interefts weigh'd, 

Ali Europe fav'’d, yet Brita not betray’d. —~ 

*He thanks you not, his pride isin picquette, 
Newmarket-fame, and judgment at a bett. : 

What made (fay, Montague, or more fage Char- 

ron!) 

+ Otho a warrior, Cromwell a baffoon ? 
A perjur’d prince a feaden faint revere, 
A godiefs regent tremble at a ftar ? go 
‘The throne a bigot keep, 2 genius quit,. 

Faithlefs through piety, and dup’d through wit? 
Lurope a woman, child, or dotard rule, 
And juft her wifeft monarch made‘a fool ? 

Know, God and nature only are the fame + 
In man, the judgment thoots at fyifig game; 

A bird of poflage! gone as foon as found, 
Now in the’ moon perhaps, now under ground. 

In vain the fage, with retrofpective eye, 

Would fronrth’ apparent What conclude the Why, 
Infer the motive from the deed, and fhow, 401 
That what we chanc’d was what we meant to dv. 
Bekold if fortune or a miftrefs frowns, 

Some plunge in bufinefs, others have their crowns: 
To eafe the foul of one-opprefive weight, 

This quits an empire, that embroile a thate : 

The fame'aduft complexion has impeli d 

Charles to the convent, Philip to the field. 

Not always ations fhow the man: we find 
Who does a kindnefs. is not therefore kind: 110 
Perhaps profperity becalm'd his.bseaft, 

Perhaps the wind jut thifted from the eat : 

Not therefore humble he who feeks retreat, 

Pride goides his fteps, and bids him fhum the great: 
‘Who combats bravely is not therefore brave, 

He dreads a death-bed like the meaneft flaves 
‘Who reafons wifely is not cherefore wife, 

His pride in reafoning, not in acting, lea. 

But grant that adtions beft difeover man; 119 
"Take the mof ftrong, and fort them as you can. 
"The few that glare, each charaéter muft nrark, 
You belance not the many in: the dark, 

‘What will you do with fuch as difegree ? 
Supprcf them, or mifcall them policy? - 
Mutt then at nce (the character to fave) 
‘The plain rough hero turn a crafty knave ? 
Alas! in truth the man but chang’d his mind, 
Pr rhaps was fick, in love, or had not din’d. 
Atk why trom Britain Cafar would retreat ? 
© Salar himfelf might whifper, he was beat. 130 
ae nn raisin ntnennteetnaestnnne 


VARIATIONS, 
After ver. 86. in the former editions, 
‘Triumphant leaders at an army’s head, 
Henim’d round with glories, pilfer cloth of bread; 
As meanly plunder as they bravely fought, 
Now fave a people, and now fave + groat. 
Ver. 129, in the former editions: 
Afk why from Britain Cacfar made retreat 2. 
* Sefer hignfelf would tell. you be was beat. 


ESSAYS. re~ 


| Why rifk the world’s great emptre for 2 pank? 
Caefar perhaps might anfwer, he waa drack. 

j Bat, fage hiftorians! "tis your tafk to prove 

One aétion, condv@; oney heroic love ~~ 

*Tis from high life’ high chara@ers are drawas 

A faint in crape is twice 2 faint itt hwo; 

A judge is juft, a chanceljor jafter fil ;.-.: . 

A gownman, learn’d; a bithep, what you wills. 

Wife, if a minifter ; but, if a king, - 

More wile, mord learn'd, more juft, more every 
thing. _ id 

Court-virtues bear, like gems, the higheit rates: , 

Born where heaven’sinfluence fcarcecan péengtsatet. 

In life's low vale, the foil the virtues like, ... 

They pledfe as beauties, here as worider flriktex. 

‘Though the fame fun with alt-diffufive rays 

Bluth in the rofe, and in the diamond blaze, 

We prize the ftronger effort of his power, 

And juftly fet the gem above the flower. 

‘Tis education forms the common mind .. 

Juft as the twig is bent, the tree’s inclin'd, ~ 
Boafful and rough, your firft fon is a *fquire 
‘The next a tradefman, meck, and much a li 
Tom ftrutsa foldier, open, bold, and brave; 
Will fnegks a fcrivener, an exceeding knave 

Ishe aechurchman? then he’s fond of power = 

A Quaker? fy: A Prefbyterian? four: .. . 

A Smart Free-thinker ? all things in an hoot. 

Afk men’s opinions :, Scot now. fhall tell 
How trade increafes, and the world goes wells . 
Scrike off his penfion, by the fetting fun, } 
And Britain, if not Europe,.is undone. - 

That gay Free-thinker, a fine talker onge, <i; 
What turns him now « ftupid, filent duce E404 
Some god, or fpirit, he has lately founds. 
Or chanc’d to meet a minifter.thas frown’d. 

Judge we by nature? Hubit.can efface, - 
Intereft o’ercome, or policy take. place : 

By actions? thofe, uncertainty divides! 
By paflions? thefe-diffimulation hides: 
Opinions? they fill take a wider range: © ig 
Find, if you-can,.in what you cannot change. 

Manners with fortunes, humoursturn with elimeep 
Tenets with books, and principles with times. 

Search then the ruling paflion: There, alone, 
The wild are conftant, and the cunning knuwn; 
The fool confiftent, and the falfe:fincere 5. 
Priefts, princes, women, ne diffempblexehere 
This‘clue once found, unravels-alb the ref 
The profpeét clears, and Wharton ftandé ¢ 
Wharton, the feora and wonder of 
Whofe ruling paflion was the fuft'af pr: 
Born with whate’er could wir it from the wi 
Women and fools mutt like him, or he dies: 






























_ VARIATIONS. 

The mighty Czar what mov'd to wed a punk | 
The mighty Czar would tell you. he was dra: 
Altered as above, betaufe Calar wrord his Co 
mentaries of this war, and does not tell you he waa 
beat. As Czfaf too afforded an‘inftance of both 
cafes, it was thought better to make hiin the fingle 
example, ~ 






106 
‘Though wondering fenates hung on all he fpoke, 
‘Fhe club muft hail him mafter of the joke. 

Shall parts fo various aim at nothing new ? 

He'll thine a Tully and a Wilmot too. 

‘Then turns repentant, and his God adores 

‘With the fame fpirit that he drinks and whores : 
Enough if all around him but admire, 190 
And now the punk applaud, and now the friar, 
‘Thus with each gift of nature and of art, 

And wanting nothing but an honeft heart; ” 
Grown ail,to all, from no ane vice exempt ; 

And moft contemptible, to fhun contempt; 

His paffion fill, to covet general praife; 

His life, to forfeit it a thousand ways; 

A conftant bounty, which no friend has made ; 
An angel tongue, which no man can perfuade ; 

A fool, with more of wit than half mankind, 200 
Too rath for thought, for a¢tion too refin'’d : 

A tyrant to the wife his heart approves ; 

A rebel cothe very king he loves; 

He dies, fad outcaft of each church and ftate, 
And, harder till! Hagitious, yet not great. 

Afk you why Wharton broke through every rule? 
>Jwas all for fear the knaves fhould cal} him fool, 

Nature well known, no prodigies remain, 
Comets are tegular, and Wharton plain. * 

Yet, in this fearch, the wifeft may miftake, 210 
If fecond qualities for firft they take. 

‘When Catiline by rapine fwell’d his ftore ; 
‘When Carfar made a noble dame a whore ; 

In this the luft, in that the avarice, 

‘Were means, not ends; ambition was the vice. 
"That very Cafar, bern in Scipio's days, 
Had aim’d like him, by chaftity, at praife. 
Luculius, when frngality could charm, 
Had roafted turnips in the Sabine farm, 
Yn vain th’ obferver eyes the builder’s toil, 
But quite miftakes the feaffold for the pile. 

In this one paffion man can ftrength enjoy, 
As fits give vigour, jut when they deftroy. 
‘Time, that on all things lays his lenient hand, 
Yet tames.not'this; it fticks to our laft fund. 
Confiftent in our follies and our fins, 

Here honeft nature ends as the begins. 

Qld politicians chew on wifdom paft, 
And totter on in bufinefs to the lait; 

As weak, as carneft; and as gravely out, 
As fober Lanefborow dancing in the gout. 

Behold a reverend fire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a namelefs race, 
Shov'd from the wall perhaps, or rudley prefs'd 
By his own fon, that pafles by unblefs’d : 
Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 
And envies every fparrow that he fees. 

A falmon's belly, Helivo, was thy fate ; 
The doctor cail’d, declares all help tev late: 
« Mercy! cries Helluo, mercy on my foul! 240 
Ig there no hope?— Alas !—then bring the jowl.” 
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VARIATIONS. 
_ Inthe former editions, ver. 208. 
Nature well known, no miracles remain. 
Altered, as aboye, for very obvious reafons. 





THE WORKS OF POPE. 


‘The frugal Crone, whom praying priefts attend, 
Still ttrives to fave the hallow’d taper’s end, 
Colleéts her breath, as ebbing life retires, 

For one puff more, and in that puff expires. 

“ Qdious : in woollen ! *twould a faint provoke, 

(Were the laft words that poor Narciffa fpoke) 

“ No, let a charming chiatz, and Bruffels lace, 

“ Wrap my cold limbs, and thade my lifelefs face : 

“ One would not, fure, be frightful when one’s 
“ dead— 250 

“ And—Betty—give this check a little red.”” 

The courtier fmooth, who forty years had thin’d 
An bumble fervant to all human kind, [Qir, 
Juft brought out this, when fearce his tongue could 
“ Hf—where I’m going—I could ferve you, Sir!” 

“ t give and I devife (old Euciio faid, 

And figh’d) “ my lands and tenements to Ned.” 
Your money, Sir ?—* My money, Sir! what all? 
“ Why—if Umuit—(then wept) I give it Paul.” 
The manor, Sir?—* The manor! hold, he 
ery’d. . 260 
“ Not thar,—i cannot part with that”—and dy'd. 

And you! brave Cobham, to the lateft breath, 
Shall feel your ruling paffion ftroag in death : 
Such in thofe moments as in all the pat, 

“Oh, fre my country, Heaven :” fhall be your 











EPISTLE i 


To A LaDy, 


* Of the Charafters of Women, 


Trere is nothing in Mr. Pope’s works more 
highly finithed than thie epiftle: Yet its fuc- 
ceis was in be proportion to the pains he took 
in compofing it. Something he chanced to drop 
in a fhort advertifement prefixed to it, on its 
firft publication, may perhaps account for the 
fall attention given to it. He‘faid that nu 
one charater in it was deawn from the life. The 
public believed him on his word, and expreffed 
Jittle curiofity about a fatire, ic which there was 
nothing perfonal. 


Notmine fo true as what you once.let fall, 

* Moft women have no characters at all.” 

Matter too foft a lafting mark to bear, 

And beft diftinguith’d by black, brown, or fair. 
How many pictures of one nymph we view, 

All how unlike each other, all how true! 

Arcadia’s Countefs, here, in ermin'd pride, 

Isthere, Paftora by a fountain fide. 

Here Fannia, leering on her own good man, 

And there, a naked Leda with a fwan. rey 

Let then the fair one beautifully cry, 

In Magdalene’s loofe hair, and lifted eye, 

Or dreft in fmilcs of fweet Cecilia thine, 

With fimpering angels, palms, and harps divine; 

Whether the cha:mer finner it, or faint it, 

If folly grow romantic, I muft paint it. 

Come then, the colours, and the ground prepare! 

Dip in the rainbow, trick her off in air 5 
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MORAL ESSAYS. 
“Choofe a firm: cloud, before it fall, and init ~ 


19 

Catch, ere the change, the Cynthia of this minute. 
Rufa, whee eye, quick giencing-o’er the Park, 

Attradts each light ysy meteor of a fpark, 





” Agrees as ilk with Rola tudying Locke, 


As Sappho’s diamond. with her dirty fmock; 


“Or Sapphe at ber toilet’s greafy tatk, 


‘With Sappho fragrant at an evening mafk: 
So morning infeds, that in muck begun, 
Shine, buzz, and blow in the fecting fun. 
How foft is Silia! fearful to offend 3 
The frail one's advocate, the weak one’s friend. 
"Po her Califta prov'd her conduet nice; 
And ,sood Simplicius afke of her advices 
Sudden, the forms! fhe raves! You tip the wink, 
But fpare your cenfure ; Silia does not drink. . 
All eyes may fee from what the change arofe, 
All eyes may fee—a pimple on her nofe. 
Papilla, wedded to her amorous fpark, 
Sighs for the fhades—* How charming is a park!” 
A park is purchas’d, but the fair he fees 
All bath’d in tears-—“. Oh odious, odious trees!” 
Ladies, like variegated talips, thew, 
"Tie to their changes half theie charms we owe ; 
Fine by defegk, and ielicately weak, 
Their happy fpots tha nice admalrer take. 
*Twas thus Calypfo once each heart alarm’d, 
Aw’d without virtue, without beauty chatm'd; _ 
Her tongue bewitch’d as oddly as her eyes, 
Lefs wit than mimic, more a wit than wife ; 
Strange graces ftill, and ftranger flights fhe had, 
‘Was juft not ugly, and was juft not mad; 50 
Yet ne’er fo fure our paffion to create, 
As when fhe touch’d the brink of ail we hate. 
Narciffa’s nature, tolerably mild, 
To make a wath, would hardly ftew a child; 
Has ev’n heen prov'd to.grant a Jover's prayer, 
And paid-a tradefman once to make him itare ; 
Gave almsat Eafter, ina Chriftian trim; 
And made a widow: happy, for a whim, 
Why then declare good nature‘is her feorn, 
‘When ‘tis by that alone the can be borne? 
'y pique all mortals, yet affe& a name? 
A fool to pleafure, yet a flave to fame : 
Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 
Now drinking citron-with his Grace and Chartres; 
Now confcience chills her, and now paffion burns; 
And atheifm and religion take their turns; 
A very Heathen in the carnal part, 
Yet ftill a fad good Chriftian-at her heart. - 
See fin in ftate, majeftically drank, 
Prond asa peerefe, prouder as a pusk ; 
Chafte to her hufband, frank. to all befide, 
A teeming miftrefs, but a barren bride. 
What then ? Ict blood and body bear the. fault, 
Her head’s untouch’d, that noble feat of thought: 
Such this day's dorine in another fit 
She fins with poets through pure love of wit. 
‘What has not fir'd her bofom or her brain ? 
Cxfar and Tall-boy, Charles and Charlemagne. 





29 


60 


7o 








. VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 77. What has not fir'd, &c.] In the MS. 
In whofe mad brain the mix’d ideas roll, 
Gf Tall-boy’s breeches, and of Cafar’s foul, 


“Aw Helluo, late di@ator of the feab,> 

‘The nofe of Haut-gout, and the tip-of taftey 

Critiqu’d your wine, and analyz'd your-mex 

Yet on plain pudding deign’d at home'vo-dab3 

So Philomedé, IcGturing all. mankind’ -, 

On the foft paffion, and the tafte refin’d, 

Th’ addrefs, the delicacy—ftoops at once, 

And makes her hearty meal upon a.dunce, * 
Flavia’s a wit, has too much fenfe to pray ;’ 

Totoaft our wants and withes is her way; 

Nor afks of God, but of-her ftara, to. give + 

‘Yhe mighty hiefling, “ while‘we live, ro live,” go" 

Then all for death, that opiate of the foal! 2 

Lucretia’s dagger, Rofamonda’s bowl. |* 

Say, what can caufe fuch impotence of miad?: 

A {park too fickle, or a fpoufe too kind. 

Wife wretch !. with pleafures too refin’d' to pleafe¢:, 

With too mach fpirit to be c'er ug cafes: 

With too much quicknefs-ever to’! 

With too much thinking tohave 

You purchafe pain with alf that 

And die of nothing but a rage to live, 
Turn then from wits; and look on Simo’s matép 

No afe fo meck, no afs fo obftinate. » Ss 

Or her, that owns her faults, but mever mends, 

Becaufe the’s honeft, and the beft of friends. 

Or her, whofe life the church and fcandal fhare,, 

For ever in a paffion, or 2 prayer, . - : 

Or her, who laughs at hell, (bur like her Graca}ia 

Cries, “ bis \ how: charming,.if there's no ‘Sate 

: place! No npe Se : 

Or who in fweet vicifiitude appears ~ 

OF mirth and opium, ratafie and tears, 4 ‘ 

The daily anodyne, and nightly draaght;: ..... 

To kill thofe foes to fair ones; time and thought, 

Woman and fool are two hard: thingsto-hft.;’ . -: 

For true no.meaning puzalesmore than' wit. *» .. 
But what are thele to:great Atofla’s mind? * 

Scarce once htrfelf}/by‘turns ol! womankind ! 

Who, with herfelf, or others, from her birth 

Finds all her life one warfare upon earth: 4 

Shines in expofing knaves, and painting fools: _ 

Yet is, whate’er the. hates and ridicoles... ~.-+ fey? 

No thought advances, but her eddy brain i 

Whitks it about, and down it goes agaia. 

Full fixty years the world has been her trade, 

‘The wifeft fool much time has ever made, +. 

From lovelefs youth to unrelpetted age, 

No paffion gratify’d, except her raga,.z - 

So much the fury fill out-ran the wi 

The pleafure mifs'd her, and the fcandab hit; 

Who breaks with her, provokesrevenge from belly 

But he’s bulder man who dares be well, © x30". 

Her every tarn with violence purfued, 

Nor more a ftorm her hate than gratitude: © 

‘To that each paffion rurns, or foon orate; 

Love, if it makes her yield, muft make her hates += 

Superiors? death | and equals? what a curfe!:. 

But an inferior not dependant ? Worfe. 

































VARIATIONS. 
After ver. 122, in the MS. 
Opprefs'd with wealth and wit, abundance fad! 
One makes her poor, the other makes her mad. 
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#olfend her, 2nd the knows not to forgive ; 
Oblige her, and the'll hate you while you live: 
But die, and he'll adore you—then the buft 
And temple rife—then fall again to duft. 


A knave this morning, and his will a cheat. 
Strange! by the means defeated of the ends, 
By {pirit robb’d of power, by warmth of friends, 
By wealth of followers ! without one diftrefs 
Sick of herfelf, through very felfithnefs! 
Atoffa,curs'd with every granted prayer, 
Childlefs with all her children, wants an heir. 
To heirs unknown defcends th’ unguarded ftore, 
Or wanders, heaven-directed, to the poor. 
Pi@ures, like thefe, dear madam, to defign, 
Afks no firm hand, and no unerring linc; 
Some wandering touches, fome reflected light, 
Some flying ftroke alone can hit them right : 
For how thould equal colours do the knack ? 
Chameleons who can paint io white and black ? 


* * Yet Chive {ure was form’d without a fpot."”— 


Nature in her then err'd not, but forgot. 
“ With every pleafing, every prudent part, 
“Say, what can Chloe ‘want ?”—She wants a 
‘ heart, 
She fpeaks, behaves, and adts juft as the ought; 
But never, never, reach’d one generous thought. 
Virtue fhe finds too painful an endeavour, 
Content to dwellin decencies for ever.- 
$o very reafonable, fo unmoy’d, 
As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 
She, while her lover pants upon her breaft,~ 
Can mark the figures on art Indian cheft ; 
And when the fecs her friend in deep defpair, 
Obferves how much a chintz exceeds mohair. 170 
Forbid it, heaven, a favour or a debt 
3he e’er fhould cancel—but fhe may forget. 
vafe is your fecrer ftill in Chloé’s ear; 
shone of Chiee’s thall you ever bear. 
ai her dears the nevar flander’d one, 
But cares not if a thoufand are undone. 
» Would Chloe know if you're alive or dead ? 
She bids her footman put it in her head. - 
Chioe is pradent—would yow too be wife? 
‘Then never breek your heart when Chloe dies. 180 
Ond certain portrait may (I grant) be feen, ~ 
Which heaven has virnifh’d out, and made a 
queen ; ' 
‘The fame for ever ! and deferib’d by all 
With truth and goodnefs, as with crown and ball, 
* Poets heap virtues, painters gems at will, 
And thow their geal, and hide their want of fkill, 
“Pie well~-bur, areifts ! who can paint or write, 
‘To draw the naked is your true delight. 
‘That robe of quality fo ftrots and fwells. 
None fee what parts of nature it conceals : 
‘Th’ cxacteft traits of body or of mind, 
‘We owe to models of an humble kind. 
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VARIATIONS. 
After ver. 148, in the MS, 
‘This death decides; nor lets the bleffing fall 
Ou any one fhe hates, but on them ail, 
Cure’d chance ! this only could affig&t her more, 
‘Many part fhould wander go the poor, 


140 
Latt night, her lord yas all that's Rood and great; 
i 
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THE WORKS OF POPE, 


If Queenfberry to fitip there’s no compelling, 
*Tis from a handmaid we muft take a Helen. 
From peer or bifhop ‘tis no eafy thing 

To draw the man who loves his God, or king: 
Ahs ! I copy (or my draught would fail), 
From honeft Mah’met, or plain Parfon Hale. 

But grant, in public men fometimes are fhown, 
A woman’s feen in private life alone; 200 
Our bolder talents in full light difplay’d ; 

Your virtues open faireft in the thade. 
Bred to difghife, in public ’tis you hides 
There, none diftinguith ’twixt your fhame or pride, 
Weaknefs or delicacy ; all fo nice, 
That each may feem a virtue, or a vice. 
In men we various ruling paffions find; 
In women, two almoft divide the kind; 
Thofe, only fix'd, they firft or laft obey, 
The love of pleafure, and the love of fway. 210 

That, nature gives; and where the teffon taught 
Is but to pleafe, can pleafure feem a fault ? 
Experience, this; by man’s oppreffion carft, 


_ They feek the fecond not to lofe the firft. 


Men, fome to bufinels, fome co pleafure take; 
But every woman is at heart a rake : 

Men, fome to quiet, fome to pubic ftrife; 
But every lady would be, queen for life. 

Yet mark the fate of a whole fex of queens: 
Power all their end, but beauty all the means ; 22@ 
In youth they conquer with fo wild a rage, 

As leaves them fearce a fubjec, in their age : 
For forcign glory, foreign joy, they roam ; 

No thought of peace or happinefs at home. 

But wifdom’s triumpiffs well-tim’d retreat, 

As hard a fcience to the fair as great ! 

Beautics, like tyrants, old and friendlefs grown, 
Yet hate repofe, and dread to be alone, 
Worn-out in public, weary every eye, 

Nor leaye one figh behind them when they die. 

Pieafures che fex, as children birds, purfue, 23% 
Still out of reach, yet never out of view ; 

Sure, if they catch, to fpoil the toy at moft, 

To covet flying, and regret when loft : 

At laft, to follies youth could fearce defend, 

tt grdws their age's prudence to pretend; 
Atham'd to own they gave delight before, 
Reduc’d to feign it, when they give no more: 
As hags hold Sabbaths, lefs for joy than fpite, 

So thefe their merry, miferable night; 249 
Still round and round the ghofts of beauty glide, 
And haunt the places where their honour dy’d. 


ne 


VARIATIONS, 
After ver, 198, in the MS. 
Fain I'd jn Fulvia {py the tender wife 5 
i cannot prove it on her for my life : 
And, for a noble pride, I bluth no iefs, 
Inftead of Berenice to think on Befs. 
Thus while immortal Cibber only fings —[kings, 
(As Clarke and Hoadly preach) for queens and 
The nymph that ne’er read Milton’s mighty line, 
May, if fhe love and merit verfe, have mine. 
Ver. 207, in the firft edicion + 
In feveral men we feveral paftions find 3 
In women, twe almoft divides the kindy 


MORAL ESSAYS. ~ e 


See how the world its veterans rewards! 
A youth of frolics; an old age of cards; 
Fair to no purpole, artful to no end; 
Young without lovers, old without a friend ; 
A fop their paffion, bat their prizea fot; 

” Alive, ridiculous; and dead, forgot! 

Ah! friend ! to dazzle fet the vain-defign ; 249 
‘To raife the thought, and touch the heart, be thine: 
That charm fhall grow, while what fatigues the 

ring, : 
Flaunts and goes down, an untegarded thing ; 
So when the fun’s broad beam has tir’d the'fight, 
All mild afcends the moon’s more fober light, 
Screne in virgin modefty the fhines, 
And unobferv’d the glaring orb declines. 

Oh! bleft with temper, whofe unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day + 
Bhe, who can love a fifter’s charms, or hear 
Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear; 
She who ne’er anfwers till a hufband cools, 
Or, if the rnles-him, never {hows the rules; 
Charms by accepting; by fubmitting fways, 
Yet has her humbur moft, when the obeys; 
Let fops de fortune fly which way they vill, 
Difdains all lof of tickets 
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or codilles 

Spleen, vapouts, or fmnall-pdx, above’ them ‘all, 

And miftrefs of herfelf, thongh China fall.” ~ 
And yet, believe me, good as well as ili, 

‘Womman’s at beft a contradiction fill, 

Heaven when it ftrives to polifh all it can, 

Its lait beft work, but forms a fofter man; 
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Picks from each fex, to make the favourite bleft - 


Your love of pleafure, our defire of raft : 
Blends, in exception to all general rules, 
Your tafe of follies, with our fcorn of fools: 
Referve with frankvefs, art with truth ally’d, 
Courage with foftnefs, modefty with pride ; 
Fix'd principles, with fancy ever new 5 

Shakes all together, and produces—You. 

Be thisa woman's fame : with this nnbleft, , 
‘Voafts live a fcorn, and queens miay die a jelt. 
‘This Phoebus promis'd (t forget the year) 
When thofe blue eyes firft open’d on the fphere ; 
Afcendant Phebus watch’d that hour with care, 
Averted half your parents’ fimple prayer ; 

And gave you beauty, bit-deny’d the pelf 

‘That buys your fex a tyrant o’er itlelf. 

"The. generous God, who wit and gole refines, 
And ripens fpirits as he ripens mines, 290 
Kept drofs for ducheffes, the world hall know it, 
‘bo you gave fenfe, good humour, and a poet. 
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ay 
EPISTLE WU. 
TO ALLEN, LORD BATHURST. 
Of the Ufe of Richer. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


money has been more commodions at pernicious 
to mankind. ver. 41 to 77. That riches, either 
ta the avaricious ‘or the prodigal, canst afford 
happinels, fearcely neceffaries, ver. 8y'to 266, 
‘That avarice’is an abfolute frenzy, without ag 
end or purpofe, ver. 313, &c. 152. Conjoaures 
about motives of avaricious men, wer. 12% 
to%53. That the condud of men, with refpege 
to riches, ean only be accounted for by the order 

of Providence, which works the general gos 
out of extremes, and brings all to its great end. 
by perpetual revolutions, ver. 16% 0 378, Hoge, 
‘a mifer ‘adts upon principles which appeay,to 
him resfonable, ver. 179. How 2 prodigal doce 
bets 9 










‘ cd rate tgs The fos mete eed 
fe of ri Were 219. of Robs, 
aso. The fate of he poe a 
in two éxamples; both miferabl 
death, ver: 300, &c. The itory of Sir 
ver. 339 to the end. . ; 





Tats epiftle was written after a violent ontery 
againft our Author, on a fuppofition that he had 
ridiculed a worthy nobleman merely for hie 
wrong tafte. He juftified himfelf upon that ar~: 
ticle in a Iegter.to the Zarl of Burlington; at, 
the end pf" which are thefe words: “1 have. 
“ Jearnt that there are fome who would rathee! 
“ be wicked than ridiculous ¢ and therefore. it 
“ may be fafer to attack vices than follies, © 
will therefore leave my betters in’ the quit. 
‘$ poffeffion of their idols, their groveyrand theitt 
 high-places; and change my fubjed from their’ 

, * pride to their meannefe, from-their vanities 
“ to their miferics;'and.as the only certain way. 
“ to avuidmifconftructions, ta leflen offence, and- 
“ not to multipty ill-natured applications, I may. 
« probably in my next, make ufe of read names +. 
* inftead of fiGitious ones.” aia 


P. Wao thall décide, when dodors difagree, 
And foundeft cafuifts doubt, like you and me? 
You hold the word, from Jove to Montus given, 
That man was made the Manding jet of Hea 

ven: : 
And gold but fent to keep the fools in play, 
For fome to heap, and fome to throw .awaye;.~ 

But 1,-who think more highly of our kind! 
(And, Surely, Heaven and 1 are of a-mind). 
Opine, that nature, as in duty bouad, i 
Deep hid the thining mifchief under ground: 16° 
But when, by man’s audacious labour won, 
Flam'd forth this rival too, ite fire, the fun, 
Then careful Heaven fupply’d twoforts of men, 
To fquander thefe, and thofe to hide again. 

Like do@toss thus, when much difpute-hat 


pat, 
‘We find our tenets juft the fame at laft. 
Both fairly owning, riches, in effe@, 
No grace of Heaven or token of th’ cle; 
Given to the fool, the mad, the-vain, the evil, 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil. 20 


"‘Fuar it is known to few, mot falling into one of | B. What nature wants; commodious gold be< 
2, b prea mS | 


the extremes, avarice or profufion, ver. 1, dcc. 


flows; 


‘The point difcufled, whether the invention of | ’Tis thus we eat the bread another fows, 


ass 
P. But howunequal it beftows, obferve; 


Tis thus we riot, while; who fow it, ftarve : 
‘Whar. nature wants (a phrafe { maft diftrait) © 
Extends to luxury, extends to lu: 
Ufeful, |. grant, it ferves'what life requires, 
But dreadful too, the dark affaffin tires. 
B. Trade-it'may help, fociety extend : 
+ & But lures the pirate, abd corrupts the friend. 30 
B. fe raifesasmies ina nation’s aid : 
“P. But bribes a fenate, ahd the land’s betray’d. 
dn vain maycheroes fight, and patriots rave, 
* "Hf fecret gold fap on from knave te knave. 
Once, we eonfele, beneath the patriot’s cloak, 
From the crack’d bag the dropping guinea fpoke, 
- And jingling down the back-flairs, told the crew, 
46 Qld Cato ts as great a rogue as you,” 
Bieft paper-credit ; laft and belt fupply ! 


‘That lends corruption lighter wings to fly! 40 


Gold, imp’d by thee, can compafa hardeft things,, 


Can pocket: fates, can fetch or carry kings ; 
A fingle leaf thal) waft an army o'er, 

., Ot fhip off fenates.to fome'diftant thore; 

A \eate ike Siby!’s, featter to and fro 
Our fates and fortunes, as the wind shall blow: 
Pregnant with, choufands flite the {crap uofeen, 
And filent fells aking, or buys a queen. 

Oh! that fuch bulky bribes as all might fee, 
, Still, as of old, encumber’d villainy ! 50 
“Could France or Rome divert our brave: de- 

figns, - ’ 
‘With all their brandies, or with all their wines? 
What could they more-than knights and.’fquirce 
ie confound, 
“Or water afl the quorum ten-miles round ? 
~ {RX Barelmas's flumbers how this fpcech would 
fpoii! 
€ Sir, Spain ‘has fent.a thovfand jars of oil ; 
“ Huge bales of Britith cloth blockade the door z 
‘A hundred oxen at your jevee roar.” 

Poor avarice one torment more would find ; 
Nor could profufion fquander all in kind. 
Aftride his cheefe Sir Morgan might we meet : 
And Worldly crying coals from fticet to ftreet, 
‘Whom, with a wig fo wild, and mien fo maa’d, 
Pity miftakes for fome poor tradefiman craz”d, 
Had Colepepper’s whole wealth: béen hops and 

OS, 

Could he himfelf have fent it to the dogs? 
His Grace will game ; to White’s a bull be led, 
With fpurning heels and with a butting head. 
“Yo White's be carry’d as to ancient games, 
Feir courfers, vafes, and alluring dames. 
Shall then Uxorio, if the ftakea he fweep, 

* Bear him fix whores, and make his lady-weep ? 
Or foft Adonis, fo perfum'd and fine, 
Drive to St. James's a whole herd of fwine ? 
‘Oh filthy check on all induftrious £kil), 
To Spoil the nation’s Jaft great trade, quadrille : 
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. VARIATIONS. 

After vey. 50, in the “18. 
'To break a truft were Peter brib’d with wine, 
Peter! ‘twould pofe as wife a head as thing. 


“THE WORKS OF POPE. 


{ Since then, my Lord, on fach a world we fall, - 

What fay you? B. Say? Why take it, Gold 
and all. 

P. What riches give us, Iet us then inquire ? 

Meat, fire, and clothes. B. Whatmore? P. Meat,. 
clothes, and fire. te 

Is this too little ?. would you more than live? 

Alas! "tis more than Turner finds they give. 

Alas! ’tis more than (all his vifions paft) - 

Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at Jatt! 

What can they give? to dying ktopkins, heirs; 

To Chart-es, vigour : Japhet. nofe and cars? 

Can they, in gems bid pallid Hippia giow, 

In Fulvia’s buckle cafe the throbs below ; 

Or heal, old Narfes, ty obfcener ail, 

With all th’ embroidery plaifter’d at thy tail? 9@ 

They might (were Harpax not too wife to fpend) 

Give Harpax {elf the bleffing of a friend ; 

Or find fome doétor that would fave the life 

Of wretched Shylock, {pite of Shylock’s wife : 

But thoufands die, without or this or that, 

Die, and endow a college, or a cat. 

To fome, indeed, Heaven grants the happier fate, 

T” etirich a baftard, or a fon they hate. 

Perhaps you think the poor might have their 

parr; ’ 

Bond danmns the poor, ané hates them from his 
heart : igo 

The giave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule 

‘That every man in want is knave or fool } 

“ God cannot Jove (fays Blunt, with tearlefs eyes) 

* The wretch he ftarves”—and pioufly denies ; 

But the good bifhop, with a meeker air, 

Admits, and leaves them, Providence’s care. 

Yet to be juft to thefe poor men of pelf, 

Each does but hate his neighbour as himfelf : 

Damn'd to the mines, an equal fate betides 

The flave that digs it, and the flave that hides, 19 

B. Who fuffer thus, mere charity fhould own, 

Mutt a& on motives powerful, chough unknown. 

P. Some war,’ fome plague, or famine, they 
forefee, 

Some revelation hid from you and me. 

Why Shylock wants a meal, the caufe is found ; 

He thinks a loaf will rife to fifty pound. 

‘What made direGtors cheat in South-Sea year? 

To live on venifon when it fold dear 

Aik you why Phryne the whole auction buys ? 

Phryne foreicesa general excife. 110 

Why the and Suppho raife that mon@rous fum ? 

Alas! they fear a man will coft a plum. 

Wife Peter fecs the world’s refpest for gold, 
And therefore hopes this nation may be fold: 
Glorious ambition ! Peter, fwell thy ftore, 
And be what’Rome’s great Didius was before. 

The crown of Poland, venal twice an age, 
To juft three millions ftinred modeft Gage. 
But nobler feenes, Maria’s dreams unfold, 
Hereditary reaims, and worlds of gold. 
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. _ VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 77. Since then, &c.] Jn the former Ed. 


| Well then, fince with the world we ftand or fall, 


Come take it, ay we find it, gold and all. 


MORAL 


Congenial fouls; whofe life one svarice joins, 
And one fate buries in th’ Auftrian mines. 
Much-injur'd Blunt! why bears he Britain’s 
hate? 


_ Awizard told him in thefe words our fate : 


“ At length corruption, like a general flood, 
* (90 Jong by watchful minifters withftood) 
* Shall deluge all; ‘and avarice, creeping on, 
« Spread like a low-borne mift, and blot the fun; 


- “ Statefman and patriot ply alike the ftecks, 


* Peerefs and butler there alike the box. 
“ And judges job, and bifhops bite the town, 
+ And mighty dukes pack cards for half a crown. 
See Bricain funk in Jucre’s fordid charms, 
“ And france reveng’d of Anne's and Edward's 
“ arms !"* : . {brain, 
Twas no court badge, great fcrivener, fir’d thy 
Nor lordly luxury, nor city gain.: ’ 
No, ’twas thy cighteous end, afham’d to fe 
Senates degenerate, patriots difagree, 
And nobly withing party-rage to ceafe, 
To buy both fides, and'give thy country peace, 
* All this is madnefs,” cries a fober fage: 151 
But who, my friend, has reafon in his rage? 
“ Vhe roling paffion, be it what it will, 
« The ruling paflion conquers reafon till.” 
Lefs mad the wildeft whimfey we can frame, 
‘Than even that paffion, if it has ne aim; 
#or though fuch motives folly you may call, 
‘The folly’s greater to have none ag all, 
Hear then the truth: “ ’Tis Heaven each paf- 
 fioe fends, 
“ And different men direéts to different ends, 
“ Extremes in nature equal good produce, 161. 
« Extremes in man concur to general ufe.”” 
Aik we what makes one keep, and one beftow ? 
‘Phat power who bids the ocean ebb and flow, 
Bids feed-time, harveft, equal courfe maintain, 
"rhrough reconcil’d extremes of drought and rain, 
Builds life on death, on change duration founds, 
And gives th’ eterna} wheels to know their rounds. 
Riches, like infects, when conceal’d they lie, 
‘Wait but for wings, and in their feafon fy. 170 
Who fees pale Mammon pine amidtt his ftore, 
Sees but a backward feward for the poor; 
"This year a refervoir, to keep and Spare; 
‘The next a fountain, fpouting through his heir, 
In lavith ftreams to quench a country's thirtts 
And men and dogs fhall drink him till chey buri. 
Old Cotta tham’d his fortune and his birth, 
Yer was not Cotta void of wit or worth; 
‘What though (the ufe of barbarous {pits forgot) 
His kitchen vied iu coolnefs with bis grot? 180 
His court with nettles, moats with creffes ftor’d, 
With foups unbought and fallads blefs’d his board ? 
If Cotta liv'd on pulfe, it was no more 
‘Than Bramins, faints, and fages did before ; 
‘Tu cram the rich, was prodigal expence, 
«ind who would take the poor from Providence ? 
Like fome lone Chartreux ftands the good old hall, 
Silence without, and falts within the wail; 
No rafter’d roofs with dance and tabor found, 
No noontide bell invites the country round: 190 
‘Fenants with fighs the fmokelefs towers furvey, 
And carn th’ unwilling Qeeds another way : 


140 


‘ESSAYS. 


+ ATE, 


Benighted wanderers, the foreft o'er, - 
Curfe the fav'd candie, and unopening door}? 
While the gaune maftiff, growling at the gates 
Affrights the beggar whom he longs to eat. 
Mot fo hisfon: he mark’d this overfight, 
And then mittook reverfe- of wrong for right. 
(For what to thun, will no great knowledge need : 
But what to follow, is a tafk indeed), 268 
Yet fure, of qualities deferving praife, - ot 
More go ta ruin fortunes, than to raife. 
What flaughter’d hecatombs, what foods of wine, 
Fill the capacions ‘fquire, and'deep divine! 
Yet no mean thotives this profufion draws, 
His oxen pestiin-his country’s caufe; 
’ Tie George atd:Liberzy that crowns the cup, 
And zeal for that great houfe which eats him. Up. 
The woods recede atound the naked feat, “209 
The Syivans groan--no-matter-—for the fle 
Next goes his woolto clothe our valiant ban 
Laft, for his country’s love, he fells his lands. 
To town he comes, completes the nation’s hope, 
And heads the bold train-bands, and burns a Pope; 
And fhall noc Britain now reward his toils, : 
Britain, that pays her patriots with her {pails ? 
In vain at court the-bankrupt pleads his caufe, ° 
His thanklefe-country leaves him to her laws, 
‘The fenfe to value riches, with the art 
T’ enjoy them, and the virtue to impart, 
Not meanly, nor ambitiouily purfued, 
Not funk by floth, not rais’ 83 fervitude; 
‘To balance fortune by a juft expence, 
Join with economy, magnificence ; 
With {plendour, charity; with plenty, health; 
Oh teach us, Bathurft! yet unfpoil'd by wealcht 
That fecret rare, between th’ extremes to move 
Of mad good-nature, and of mean felf-love. 
4. To worth or want well-weigh'd, be bounty 
given, 
And eafe, or emulate, the caré of Heaven; ‘23 
(Whole meafure full o’erflows on human race) 
Mend fortune’s fault, and juftify her grace. 
Wealth in the grofsisdeath, but life diffue’d; 
As poifon heals, in juft proportion us’d : 
In heaps, like ambetgris, a ftink it lies, 
But welt difpers’d, is incenfe to the fktéa. 
P, Who. ftarves by nobles, or with nobles eats? ~ 
The wretch that trufts them, and the rogue that 
cheats. * 
Is there a lord, who knows a cheerful noon 
Without a fiddler, flatterer, or buffoon ! 
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VARIATIONS. 

After ver. 218, in the MS. 
Where one lean herring furnifh’d Cotta’s board, 
And nettles grew, fit porridge for their lord; - 
Where mad good-nature, bounty mifepply’d, 
In lavifh Curio blaz’d a while aud dy’; 
There Providence once more hall thift the feene, 
And thewing H—y, teach the golden mean. 

After ver. 226,in the MS. 
The fecret rare, which affluence hardly join’d, 
Which W—n loft, yet B—y ne’er could find: 
Still mifs’d by vice, and fcarce by virtue hit, 
By G—’s goodaefs, or by S—’s wit, 


am% 
Whole table, wit, ormodeftumerit thare, 
Un-elbow'd by a gamefter, pimp, or player ? 
‘Who copies your's, ot Oxford’s better part, 


"To eafe th’ opprefe'd, and raife the finking heart? | 


“Where’er he thines, oh fortune, gild the fcene, 
And angels guard him in the golden mean! 
‘There, Englith bouaty yet a while may ftand, 
And honovt linger ere it leaves the land. ° 
But.all our praifes why fhould lords engrofs! 


"Bile honelt mule, and fing the Man of Rofs: 250° 
1 


jeas'd Vaga echoes through her winding bounds, 

And rapid Severn hoarfé applaufe refounds. 
“Who hung with woods yon mountain's fultry 
“brow? : 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 
“Nor to the fkies in ufelefa columns toft, 
Or in proud falls magnificently loft, 
But clear and artlefs, pouring through the plain 
Health to the fick, and folace to the fwain. 
Whofe caifeway parts the vale with fhady rows? 
‘Whole feats the weary traveller repofe ? 260 
‘Who taught that heaven-diredted {pire to rife! 
™ The Man of Rofs,” each lifping bbe replies, 
‘ Bebold the market-place with poor o’erfpread | 
‘The Man of Rofs divides the weekly bread : 
"He feeds yon alms-houfe, neat, but void of ftate, 
Where age and want fit finiling at the gate ; 
Him portion’d maids, apprentic’d orphans bleft, 
The young who labour, and the old who reft. 
$s any fick? the Man of Rofs relieves, 269 
Prefcribes, attends, the medicine makes, and gives. 
‘YJschere a variance? enter but his door, 
Ralk’d are the courta, and conteft is no more. 
‘ Defpairing quacks with curfes fled the place, 
“And vile attorneys, ‘now an ufelefs race. 

B. Thrice happy man! enabled to purfue 
What all fo with, but want the power to do! 

“Qh fay, what tums that generous hand fupply ? 
‘What mines to fwell that boundlefs charity ! 

P. Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear, 
‘This man pofichi—five hundred pounds a-year. 
Bluh, grandeur, blufh! proud courts, withdraw 

“your blaze! 281 
Ne Yerle lars! hide your diminith’d rays. 

¥, And what ! no monument, infcription, ftone? 
His race, his form, bis name almoft unknown ? 

P. Who builds a church to Ged, and not to fame, 
‘Will never mark the marble with his name : 
Go, fearch it there, where to: be born and die, 
Of sich and poar makes all the hiftory ; 
Enough, that virtue fill’d the {pace between ; 
Prov’d by the ends of being, to have been. 
‘When Hopkins dies, a thoufand lights attend 
The wretth; who living fav'd a candle’s end ; 
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‘VARIATIONS. 

After ver. 250, in the MS. 
"Trace humble werth beyond Sabrina’s fhore, 
Who fings not him, oh may he fing no more! 

Ver. 287. Thus in the MS. 

‘The regifter inrolls him with his-poor, 
"Felis he was born, and dy’d, and tells no more. 
Jott as he ought, he fill'd the fpace between ; 
"Lhen ftole to reft, ynheeced and unfecn. 








THE WORKS OF POPE. 


Shouldering God’s altar a vile image flands, 
Belies his features, nay extends his hards; 

‘That live-long wig, which Gorgon’ sfelf might own, 
Eternal buckle takes in Parian ftone. 

Behold what bieflings wealth to life can lend! 
And fee, what comfort it affords our end. 

In the worft inn’s worft room, with mat half-hung, 
The floors of plafter, and the walls of dung, 300 
On once a flock-bed, but repair’d with ftraw, 
With rape-ty’d curtajns, never meant to draw, 
The George and Garter dangling from that bed 
Where tawdry yellow ftrove with dirty red, 
Great Villers lies—alas! how chang’d from him, 
‘That life of pleafure, and that foul of whim! 
Gallant and gay, in Cliveden’s proud alcove, 
The bower ef wanton Shrewfbury and love; 

Or juft as gay, at council, in a ring 

Of mimick’d ftatefmen, and their merry king. 310 
No wit to flatter, left of all his ftore ! 

No fool to laugh at, which he valued more. 
There, viGtor of his health, of fortune, friends, 
And fame, this lord of ufelefs thoufands ends, 

His Grace’s fate fage Cutler could forefee, 

And well the thought) advis'd him, “ Live like 
me!” 

As welt his Grace reply’d, “ Like you, Sir John? 

“ That [ can do, when all } have is gone.” 

Refolve me, reafon, which of thefe are worfe, 

Want with a full, or with an empty purfe? 320 

Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confefs’d, 

Arife, and tell me, was thy death more blefs'd? 

Cutler faw tenants break, and houtes fall, 

¥or very want; he could not build a wall. 

His only daughter in a ftranger’s power, 

For very want; he could not pay a dower, 

A few grey hairs his reverend temples crown’d, 

’fwas very want that fold them for two pound. 

What ! even deny'd a cordial at his end, 

Banifh'd the doétor, and expell'd the friend? 330 

What but a want, which yo: perhaps think mad, 

Yet numbers fel, the want of what he had! 

Cutler and Brutus dying, both exclaim, 

“ Virtue! and wealth ! what are ye buta name!" 

Say, for fuch worth are other worlds prepar’d? 
Or are they bath, in this, their own reward ? 
A-knotty point! to which we now proceed. 

But you are tit’d—ll tell a tale—-B. Agreed. 

P. Where London’s column, pointing at the tkies 
Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lies; 340 
There dwelt a citizen of fober fame, 

A plain good man, and Balaam was his name; 
Religious, punctual, frugal, and fo forth ; 

His word wonld pais for more than he was worth. 
One folid dith his week-day meal affords, 

An added pudding folemniz'd the Lord's: [fure, 
Conftant at church, and Change ; his gains were 
His givings rare, fave farthings to the poor. 

The devil was piqu'd fach faintthip to behold, 
And long’d to tempt him, like good Job of ald: 350 





ee 
VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 337. In the former editions. E 
That knotty point, my Lord, thall I difegf,’ 
Or tell a tale?—A tale—it follows thua. 


"Bot Satan now is wifer than of yore; 
And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 
"Rouz’d by the Prince of Air, the whirlwinds 
: {weep - 
The furge, and plunge his father in the deep; 
Then full againft his C ornifh Jands they roar, 
® and two rich shipwrecks blefs the lucky fhore. 
-Sir Balaam.now, he lives like other folks, _. 
He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes 
4“ Live like yourfelf,” was foon my lady's war; 
‘And lo! two puddings fmok’d upon the board. 
Afleep and naked as an Indian lay, 
“An honeft fa@tor ftole a gem away ; 











So kept the diamond, and the rogue was bit. - 
Some feruple rofe, but thus he eas'd his thought, 
Pl now give fixpence where | gavea gtuat; 


& Whereonce I went to church, I'll nowgotwicees 


And am fo clear too of aj] other vice.” 


The tempter faw his time t the work he ply’d; | 


Stocks and fubfcriptigns pour oa every fide, 370 
© "FIR all the damon makes his full defcent 
In one abundant fhower of cent per cent, 
Sinks deep within him, and poffeifes whole, . 
Ten dubs diredtor, and fecures his foul, ; 
Behold Sir Balzam, now @ man of f{pirit, : 
Aferibes his gettings to his parts and merits, -; 
‘What late he call’d 2 blefling now is wit, . 
And God’s good providence a lucky hit. + 


. ‘Things change their titles, as our manners turg: 


His coyncing-houfe employ’d the Sunday morn : 
Seldom at church, (’twas fuch a bufy life) 384 
But duly fent his family and wife. 

There (fo the devil ordain’d) one Chriftmas tide 
My good old lady catch’d a cold, and dy'd. . 

A nymph of quality admires our knight; 

He marries,.bows at Court, and grows polite 5 
Leaves the dull cits, and joins (to pleafe the fair) 
"The well-bred cuckolds in St, James's air: 
'Firtt, for his fon a gay commilfiun buys, 


Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel dies: "390° 


‘His daughter flaunts a vifeoont's tawdry wale 5, 
She bears a coronet and p--x for life. 

‘In’ Brieain’s fenate he a feat obtains, 

= And one more penfioner St, Stephen gains. 

* My lady falls to play + fo bad her chance, 
He mutt repair it; takes a bribe from Franc 

“The Houfe impeach him, Coningfoy harangr 

+ The.C ourt forfake him, and Sir Baluam hangs: 

» Wife, fon, and daughter, Saran! are thy own, 
His wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the crown; 490 
"The devil and the king divide the prize, 

Af And fad Sir Balaam curfes God and dies. - 
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.. Of the Ufe of Riches. 
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pee “TRE ARGUMENT. —~ 


‘Tur vanity of expence in people of wealth and 
© quality. The abufe of the word tafte, ver. 15. 
Vou, VIU. . = x 


MORAL 


gAr. 


He pledg’d it to the knight, the knight had wity, | ; 


ESSAYS. mart 
‘Phat the firft principle and foundation in thig,, 
i in every thing elfe, is good fenle, ver. 49- 
“The chief proof of it is to follow Nature, even in : 
"- works of mere luxury and elegance. In‘tanced 
~ in architeéture and gardening, where all muit 
“he adapted to the genius and ufe of the place, 
and the beauties not forced into it, but refulting ° 
{: from it, ver. 50, How men are dile pointed 
in their moft expenfive undertakings, or want 
of this true foundation, without which nothing 
can pleafe long, if at all; and the beft examples 
"and rules will be perverted into fomething bur- 
-denfome and ridiculous, ver. 65, &e. ta g2. A 
defcription of the falfe alte of magnilicence ;, 
the firit grand error of which is, toinugine that 
greatnefs confil's in the fize and dimention, ine 
flead of the proportion and harmony of the 
whole, ver. 97. and the fecond, either in joining 
together parts incoherent, of too. minutely rg 
fembling,or ia the repetition of thc fame too fi'g- 
quently, ver. ros. &e. Aword or twoof falfecafke 
in books, in mafic, in painting, even in preach+ 
ing dad prayer ;, and, lailly, in entertainments, 
ver. 133, &c. Yet Providence is jullified in 
giving wealth to be fquandered in this manner, 
fice it is difperfed to the poor and laboriouy 
patt of mankind, ver. 169, &c. {recurring to 
what is laid down in the firft Book, Ep. ii, and 
. in ‘the Eyiftle preceding this, ver. 159, &c] 
What are the proper objects of magnificence, 
_ anda proper field for the expence of great mgn, 
ver. 177, &c. and finally the great and public 
rae which become a prince, ver. agise te 
end, ney 




















The extremes of avarice and profufion being trea 
ed of inthe foregoing epiftle; this takes up one’ 
particular branch of the latter, the vauity of ex- 
pence in people of wealth and quality ; and is. 
therefore acorollary to the preceding, jult as 
the Epifle on the Charagters of Women is to 
that of the Knowledge and Characters of Men, , 

. Tris equally remarkable for exaétnels of method 
with the ret. But the nature of the fubject, - 
whici is lefs philofophical, makes it capable of 
being analyzed in a much narrower compafs, 






‘Ts ftrange, the mifer thould his cares employ 
To gain thofe riches he can ne’er enjoy ¢ oe eh fe. 
Isit Jefs flrange, the prodigal thould wafte 
His wealth, to purchafe what he ne'er can tafte ? 
Not for himfelf he fees, or hears, or eats; ‘ 
_Artifts muft choofe his pictures, mufic, wheats; 
He buys for Topham drawings and defigns; +: 
For Pembroke ftatues, dirty gods, and coins; 
Rare monkthh manufcripts for Hearne-alone, 
And books for Mead, and buttertlies for Sloanes 
‘Think we all thefe are for himfelf? no more 3 an 
Than his fine wife, alas! or finer whore. * 2 
For what has Virro painted, builr, and planted : 
Only to fhow, how many taftes he warited. 
What brought Sir Vifto’s ill-got wealth to wafte? | 
Some-demon whifper’d, “ Vilto! have a talte”® | 
Heaven vifits with a tafte the wealthy fool, * 
And needs no tod byt Ripley with a sple, 


St4 
See! fportive fate,to panith aukward pride, 

Bids Bubu build, and fend. him tuch a guide: 40 
“A ftanding fermon, at each year’s expence, 

‘Lhat never coxcomb reach’d. magnificence { 

You thow us Ron.e was glorious, not profufe, 
Ant! pompous buildings once were things of ufe., 
Net thali (my lord) your juft, your noble rules 
Yul haif the land with imitating fools; - 
Who random dsawings from your fheets fhall 

tuke, oe : . 
and of one beauty, many blunders make; 
Yoad fome vain church with old Theatric flare, 
"Yorn aits of triumph 10a garden gate; 3° 
Reverle ycur ornaments, and bang them all 
Onfome patch’d dog-hole ck’d with ends of wall; 
"Chen clap four flices of pilaiter on’t, 
"Chat, lac'd with bits of ruftic, makes a front. 





shall call the winds through loug arcades ta roar, | 


Proua to catch cold at a Venetian doors 
Contcious they act a true Palladian part, 
«ind if they flarve, they ftarve by rules of art. 
Oft have you hinted eo your brother peer, 
A certain truth, which many buy too dear 
S.mething there is more needful than expence, 
Ard fomething previcus ev'n to tafte—'tis feafe: 
Govd Jenfe, which only isthe gift of Heaven, 
And though no fcience, fairly worth the feven ; 
Avlight, which i yourfelf you mult perceive ; 
Jones and Le Ndtre have it not to give. 
‘To build, toplant, whatever you intend, 
To rear the column, of the arch to bend, 
‘Yo (well the terrace, or to fink the grots ‘ 
In all, let nature never be forgoc. . +50 
But treat the goddets hke a modeft fair, r 
Nor over dre{s, nor leave her wholly bare; 
ict tiot each beauty every where be fpy’d, 
here half che {kill js decently to hide. : 
& gains all joints, who pleafingly confounds, 


me 





HH 
Surprifes, varies, and conceals the bounds, 
Confult the genins of the place in ull; 
‘That tells the waters or to rife or fall; . 
Or hl,» th’ ambitious hill the heavens to.feale, 
Or fcoops in circling theatres the'vale; + 60 
iu the country, catches opening glades, 
Joins willing woods, and varies fiiades from fhad 
Sow breaks, or now direéts th’ intending lince 
Paints as you plant, and, aa you work, delignos, , 
Still folow feofe, of every art the foul, 
Parts anfwering parts fhall flide into a whole, 
Spontaneous beauties all around advance, ~ + 
Start ev'n from difficulty, frike from chance; 
Natore thal] join you: time thall make it grow. 
A. work to wonder ar—perhaps a Stow, 79 
Without it, proud Verfaiils! thy glory falls; 
And Nero’s terraces defert their walls: 
‘The vat partcrres a thoufand hands fhall make, 











dio! Cobhiin comes, and floats them with a lake: 
se oui : 


ee ieee rN ete 


YARIATIONS, 
aoe After ver 22, in che MS, o 
Moll bihops.lawyers, ttatetmen-have the $aill -| 
"Yo koild, to plant, judge paintings, what you will? 
Then why net Kent as weil our treaties draw, 
idgmag explain the gofnel, Gibbs the law ? 
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Or cut wide views through thonntsins to the plais, 
You'll with your hill or fhelter'd feat again. 


. Ev'n im an ornament its place rema: kr, 


Nor in an hermitage fet Dr Clarke. | 
Behold Villario’s ten years toi] complete; _ 


‘| His quincunx darkens, his efpaliers meet; 
<| The wood {upports the plain, the parts unite, 
| And ftrength of thade contends with firength of 


light ; 
A waving glow the bloomy beds difplay; 
Blushing in bright diverfities of day, vs 
With filver-quivering rills msander’d o’er—= 
Enjoy them, you! Villario can no more; ’! 
Tir'’d of the icene parterres and fountains yieldy. 
He finds at lait he better likes.a field. : 
Throvgh his young waods how pleas 
firay'd, ee 
Or fate delighted in the thickening fhade, .... 9 
With annual joy the reddening fhoots to'greet, 
Or fee the ftretching branches long to maget! 
His fon's fine tafte an opener vifta loves, 
Foe to the Dyrads of his father’s groves; « 
One boundleds green, or floprifh'd carpet views, 
With all the mournful family of yews: 
The thriving plants igaoble broomiticks made, . 
Now fweep thofe allcy# they were born to thade,. 
At Timon’s villa let us pafs a day, 
Where all cry out, * What fume are thrown a 
way i? 
So proud, fo grand of that ftupendous air, 
Soft aud agreeable come never there.” |: 
Greatuefs, with Timon, dwells in fuch a draught 
As brings all Brobdignag before your thought. .. 
To compafs this, his building is a town, 
His pond an ocean, his parterre a down ? 
Who but muft laugh, the matter when he fees, 
A puny inf, thivering at a breeze! 
Lo, what buge heaps of littlenefs around! 4; se 
The whole, a labour’d quarry above ground, 40 
Two Cupids fquirt befare: a lake behind 
Improves the keennefs of the northern wind.’ 
His gardens next your admiration call; 
On every fide you look, behold the wall! 
No pleating intricacics intervene, 
No artful wildnefs to perplex.the feene 5 
Grove nods at grove, cach alley has a brother, 
4nd half the platform juit refledts the other, 
The fuffering eye inverted nature fees, ee 
Trees cut to ftatues, ftatues thick as trees; 120 
With here a fountain, never to be play’d3* > 
And there a fummer-honfe that knows no thadeg 
Here Amphitrite fails through myrtle bowers; 
There gladiators fight, ur die in flowers; * 
Unwarer’d fee the drooping fea-horfe mourn, 
And {wallows rooft in Nilus' dufy arn. 
My lord advances with majettic miea, 
Smit with the mighty pleafure to be feen ¢ 
But foft— by regulan approach—not yetma. rag 
Fird through the length of-yon hot terrace fweat; 
And when up teg flecp flopcs you've dragg'd your 
Juft at his @ady-door he'li bict your eyes (thighs, 
His fludy! with what authors is it ftor’d ? 
Tn bo.ks, not authors, curious is my lords 
‘Yo all their dated backs he turns you rounds _ 
hele Aldus printed, thofe Du Sucil has bounds” 


Sabinns 














MORAL ESSAYS. 


Jo fome are vellum, and the reft as good 

‘For al] his lordthip know-, but they ate wood. 
For Locke or Milton, ’tis in vain to look, 

‘Thete thelves admit not any modern book. 140 

And now the chapel’s filver bell you hear, | 
That fummons you to all the pride of prayer 3, 
Light quirks of mofic, brokew and uneven, 

Make the foul dance upon a jig to heaven, 

On painted ceilings you devoutly ttare, 

Where {prawl the ts of Verrio or Laguerre, 
Or gilded clouds in fair expanfion lig, 

And bring all paradife betore your eye. 

To ret, the cufhion and foft dean invite, 

Who never mentions hell to ears polite. © 150 

But hark! the chiming clocks to dinner cali; 

| A hundred footiteps ferape the marble hall : 
‘The rich buffet weil-c Jourcd ferpents grace, 
And gaping lritons tpew to wafh your face, 
CAs this a dinner? this a genial room) | ~~ 
No. ‘tis a temple, and a hecatomb. 
A filemn facrifice perform’d in ftate, ‘ 
You fink by meafure, and to minutes eat. 
So quick retires cach flying courfe, you'd fwear 
Sancho’sdread doctor and hiswand were there, 160 
Between each act the :rembling falvers ring, 
_ From: foup vo fweet-wine, and God blefs the 
King. 
In plenty fharving, tantaliz’d in fate, 
And complaifantly help'd to all 1 hate, 
‘Treated, carefs'd, and tir’d, Utuke «y leave, 
Sick of hig civil pride from morn to eve ; 
Teurte fuch lavith coft, and little fill, 
And fwear no day way ever paft fo ill, 

Yet hence the poor are cloth d, the hungry fed ; 
Health to himfelf, and to his infants bread, 170 
The labourer bears: What his hard heart denies, 
His charitable vanity fupplies. 

Another age thall fee the golden ear 
Imbrown the flope, and nod oa the parterte, 
Deep harveil bury all his pride has plann’d, 

And laughing Cercs reeaflume the land. 

Who then ftall grace, orwhn improve the foil ? 
‘Who plants like B. arhurft, or who builds like Boyle. 
*Tis ufe alone but fanctifies expence, 

And fplendor borrows all-her rays from fenfe. 180 

His father's acres who enjoys in peace, 

Or tuakey his neighbours glad, if he increafe + 
‘Whole cheerful tenants blefs their yearly toil, 

Yet +o their lord owe more than to the foil ; 
Whole ample lawns are not afham'd to feed 

The milky heifer and deferving fleed 5 

Whofe rifling forefts, not for pride or fhow, 

But future buildings. furvre navies, grow : 

Let his plantati ns {tretch from down to down, 
Firit thade a country, and then raife a town. 190 

You too proceed | make falling arts your care, 
Ercet new wonders, and the ald repair 5 
Jones and Pallatio te themselves reftore, 
aind be whare’er Vitrnvius was before : 

Till kings call forth th? ideas of your mind. 
(Proud ro accemphth what fuch hands defign’d) 
+ Bid harbours open, public ways extend, 
Hid temples worthics of the god afcend 5 
Bid the broad archthe dangervus flood ‘contain, 











‘the thole projected break the rowing mein; 2co ¢ 


Rip 


Backto his bounds their fabjed fea commard, 
And oll obedient rivers through the land ; 
Thefe honours, peace to happy Britain brings; ” 
hefe are imperial works, and worthy kings. 











EPISTLE V. 


TO MR. ADDISON, 


Occaffoned by bis Dialogues on Medals. 


Tuts was originally written in the year 1715, when 
Mr. Addifon intended to publifh his buok of 
Medals; it was fome time before hewas Seore- 
tary of State; but uot publithed till Mr. Tick- 
ell’s edition of his works; at which time the 
verfes on Mr. Crags, which conclude the poem, 
were added, viz. in £720. 

As the third Kpiftle treared of the extremes cf 
avarice and profufion; and the fourth tock wp 
one particular branch of the latter, namely, the 
vanity of expence in people of wealthand quality, 
and was therefore a corollary to the third; fo 
this treats of one circumflance of that vanity, 
as it appears in the common collectors of «li 
coins ; and is, therefore, a corollary to the fourth: 








Sex the wild wafte of all-tevouring years! 
How Rome her own fad fzpulchre appears, 
With nodding arches, broken temples fpread! 
‘The very tombs now vanifli’d their d 
Imperial wonders rai-’d on nations fpoil’d, jtui!'d> 
Where mix’d with faves the groning mart 
Huge theatres, that now unpeopled woods, 
Now drain’d a diftant country of her fluods + 
Fanes, which admiring gods wita pride furvey ; 
Statues of men, fearce jef alive than they! 1¢ 
Some felt the filent Rroke of mouldering age, 
Some hottile fury, fome religious rage. 

Barbarian blinduefs, Chriftian zcal confpire, 

And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. 

Perhaps, by its own ruins fav'd from flame, 

Some bury’d marhje half preferves a name; 

Yhat name the learn’d with fierce dilputes purfue, 
And give to Titus old Vefpafian’s due. 

Ambition figh’d fhe found jn vain to truft 
The faithlefs column and the crumbling bak: 2¢ 
Huge moles, whofe fhadow ftretch’d from fhore te 

thore, 
Their ruins perifh’d, and their place no more ! 
Convine’d fhe now contrads her vaft defign, 
And all her triumphs flirink into a coin. 
A narrow orb each crowded conqucft keeps, 
Beneath her palm here fad Judea weens, 
Nosy fcantier limits the proud arch confine, 
And Scarce are feen the proftrate Nile or Rhine; 
‘A (mall Euphrates through the piece is roll'd, 
And little eagles wave their wings in gold. 

‘The medal, faithful to its charge of fame, 
Throughclimesand agesbears each form and name; 
In one fhort view fubjected to our eye 
Go is, emperors heroes, fages, beauties, He, 

With fharpen’d fight pale antiquaries pore, 
Yh’ infeription value, but the ruft adore. 
Hij 
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‘This the blue varnith, that the green endears, | In living medals fee her wars enroll’ 'd, 

‘The facred sult of twice ten hundred years! And vanquith’d realms fupply recording gold? 
To gain Pefcensius one emyloys his fchemes,» || Here, rifing’ beld, the patriot’s honett fact’ 
One grafps a Cecrops in eofiatic dreams. - 40! ‘here, warriors frowning in hiltoric brafa: 





S'oor Vadius, long with learned spleen devour’d, 
Can tafte no pleature fince his fhield was fcour’ 
And Curio, refllefs by the fair-one’s fide, 
vighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride. 

“Theirs is the vanity, the learning chine : ‘Fen fhail thy.Craggé{and let me call him mine) 
Toach'd by thy hand, again Rome's glories thine: On the caft dre, another Pollie, fhine tov + 6 
Her gods and godlike heroes rile-to view, \2 ith alpe& open thall ered bis head, 


Then future ages with deiight fhall fee 

_ How Pluto’s, Bacon’s, Newton's looks agree; 60 
: Or in fair feries Jaurci'd bards be flown, «> a 

{A Virgil there, and here atr Addifon. 











And all her faded garlands bloom anew. And round the’ orb in lafting notes be read, 
Nor bluth, thefe ftndies thy regard engage 5 © Statefman, yet frie 





to truth’! of foul Gncere, 


‘hefe pleas'd the fathers of poetic rage : g0i* In adtion fairhful, and-in honour cleer 5 

‘The verfe and foulpture bore an equal part, | Who brcke no promife, ferv’d uo private end, 

And art reflected images to art. © Who gain’d no title, and who lott no-friend; 7¢ 
Oh, when fhall Britain, confciousof her claim, |“ Ennobled by himfelf, by al! approv’d, é 





« Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame?. ... * And prais'd, unenvy’d, by the mufe he lov’ 








EPISTLE TO'-DR: ARBUTHNOT: 


BEING THE 


PROLOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 








Advertifement to the firft Publication of this Epifile. 


‘Tits paper is a fort of bill of complaint, begun many years fince, and drawn up by fnatches, as the 
feveral occafions offered. I had no thoaghts of publithing it, till it pleafed fome perfons of rank and 
fortune [the authors of verfes to the imitator of Horace, and of an epiftle to a Dodtor of Divinity 
from a nobleman at Hampton- Court} to attack, in a very extraordinary manner, not only my 
writings (of which, being public, the public is judge) but my perfon, morals, and faniily, where- 
of, to thofe who know me not, a truer information may be requifite. Being divided between the 
neceflity to fay fomething of myfelf, and my own lazinefs to undertake fo aukward a tafk, 3 
thought it the fhorteft way to put the laft hand to this epiftle. If it have any thing pleafing, it 
will be that by which I am moft defirous to pleafe, the truth and the fentiment; and if any thing 
offenfive, it will be only to thofe [ am leaft forry to offend, the vicious or the ungererous. 





1 
Many will know their own pictures in it, there being not a circumftance but what is trues but T 
have, for the moft part, {pared their names; and they may efcape being laughed at, if they pleafe. 
would have fome of them to know, it was owing to the requeft of the learned and candid friend 
to whom it is infcribed, that { make not as free ufe of theirs as they have done of ming, How- 
ever, I fhall have this advantage and honour on my fide, that whereas, by their proceeding, any 
abufe may be directed at any man, no injury can poflibly be douic by mine, fince a namelefs cha> 
racter can never be found out, but by its truth and likenefe. S - 


P. Suu, thut the door, good Tohn ! fatigu’d Ifaid, | Us there a parfon, mech bemnus'd in beer, 
i'm fick, {'m dead." ‘A maudlin poetels, a rhyming peer, 

















, tis paft a doubt, A clerk, foredom’d his father’s foul to croft, 
Al) Bedlam, or Parnafius, is let out + Who pens a ftanza, when he fhould engrafs? : 
Fire incach eye, and papers in each hand, Is there, who, lock'd from ink and paper, feravls 
"They rave, recite, and madden round the lend. With deipe: ‘harcoal round his darken’d walls? 
What wails can guard me, or what fades can | Ail fy to Fwit’nam, and in huinble frat ak 
hide ? “pply to me, to keep them mad ur vain. 
They pierce my thickets, throughmy grot they tide apa = 


By land, by water, they renew the cl VARIATIONS. 

‘They Stop the chariot, and they hoard the barge. fo] After ver. 20,in the Ms. : 

No place is facred, net the church is free, ts there a bard in durance? turn them free, 
Ev’n Sunday fhines no Sabbath day to mes With all their brandith’d reams they run to me? 


Pes 
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Arthur, whofe giddy fon negledts the laws, 
Impttes to me and my damn’d works the caufe: 
Porr Cornus fees his frantic wife elope, 

And curfles wit, and poetry, and Pope. ‘ 

Friend co my life | (which did you not prolong, 

‘The world had wanted many an idle fong), 
What drop or noftrum can this plague remove ? 
Or which muft end me, a fooi’s wrath or Jove? 30 
A dire dilemmmia? either way I'm fped ; 

Vf foes, they write, if friends, they rcad me dead. 
Seiz’d and ty’d down to judge, how wretched I? 
Who can’t be filent, and who will not lie : 

"Yo laugh, were want of goodnefs and of grace; 
And to he grave, exceecls all power of face. 

Y fit with fad civility; I read 
With honeft anguith, and an aching head ; 

And crop at latt, but in unwilling ears, 39 
‘This faving counfel, “ Keep your piece nine years.” 
Nine years. cries he, who high in Drury-lane, 
id by (of: zephyrs through the broken pane, 

Khymes e’er he wakes, and prints before term ends, 

Oblig’d by hunger, and requeft of friends +” 

«Lhe piece, you think, is incarredt? why take its 
“Vm all fubmaffion; what you'd have it, make ic.”” 

Three things another's modeft wifhes bound, 

My hiendinp, and a prolegue, and ten pound. 

Pitholcon fends to me: © You know his grace; 

“ | want a patron ; afk him for a place.” §° 
Pirhoteon Iibell’d me—* bat here's a fetter 
“ Informs you, Sir, twas when he knew no better. 
“ Dare you refufe him ? Curll invites to dine, 
He'll write a journal, or he'll turn divine.” 

Blels me! a packet.“ "Vis a ranger fues, 

“ A virgin tragedy, an orphan mule,” 

MI diftike it,“ furiew, death and rage 1” 

If 1 approve, “ commend it to the ftage.” 
“There (thank my ftars} my whele conuniffion ends, 
"The players and 1 are, luckily, no friends. 60 
Fir’d that the houfe reje@& him, “odeath! CH 

© print it, 
“ And fhame the fools—your interft, Sir, with 
,- Lintot.”” 

Lintot, duil rogue’ will think your price toe much: 
NotgSir, if you revife it, and retouch,” 
All my demurs but double his attacks : 
Atiaft he whilpers, Do; and we go fnacks.” 
Glad of a quarrel, ftraight F clap the door, 
* Sir, let me fee your works and you no miore." 

"Tis fung, when Midas’ ears began to (pring. 
(Midas, a facred perfon and a king), 
His very minifter, who fpy’d thenr firft, 
Some fay his queen). was fore’d to fpeak, or burft. 
And is not mine, my fricnd, a forer cafe, - 
When every coxcomb perks them in my face ? 











70. 








. VARIATIONS, 
Ver. 29, in the ft Ed. 
‘Dear doctor, tel} me, is not this a curfe ? 
Say, is their anger, or their friendfhip worfe ? 
Ver. $3, in the MS. 
If you refute, he goes, as fates incline, 
‘Te plague Sir Robert, or to turn divine. 
Vir. 60, in the former Ed. 
Cibher and I are luckily no Giends, 


Still to one bishop Philips feem a wit? 
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A4.Good friend, forbear! you deal indangerousthingsy 
Vd never name queens, minitters, o: kings ; 
Keep clofe to ears, and thofe let affes prick, 
"Lis nothing— P. Nothing ? if they bite and kick ? 
Out with it, Dunciad! let the fecret pafs, 
That fecret to each fool, that he’s an afs: 8a 
The trath once told (and wherefore fhould we lie?) 
The queen of Midas flept, and fo may [. 

You think this cruel? Take it for a rule, 
No creatare fmarts fo little as » fool. 
Let peals of laughter, Codrus! round thee break, 
Thou unconcern’d canft hear the mighty crack 
Pit, box, and gallery, in convulfions hurl’d, 
Thou ftand’ft unthook amidft a burfting world. 
Who fhamesa feribbler? Break one cobweb through, 
He fpins the light, felf-pleafing thread anew: . 9 
Deftroy his fib or fophiltry, in vain, 
The creature’s at his dirty work again, 
Thron’d on the centre of his thin defigns, 
Proud of a vaft extent of flimfy lines ! 
Whom have t hurt? has poct yet, or peer, “ 
Loft the aich’d eyebrow, or Parnaffian {neer ? 
Ard hasnoe Colly {till his lord, and whore ? 
His butchers Henley, his Free-matons Moor ? * 
Dors not one table Bavius ftill admit? . 99 
[end, 
till Sappho-—.1, Wold. for Gud’s fake—you'll of 
No naues~be calm—-learn prudence of a friend : 
IT too could write, and Tam twice as tall ; [all 
But foes like there, Que flatterer’s worfe tham 
Of all mad creatures, if the learn’d are right, 
It is the flaver kills, and not the bite. 
A fool quite angry is quite innocent : 
Alas! "tis ten times worfe when they repent, 

Once dedicates in high heroic profe, : 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes: “4re 
One from all Grub-ftrect will my fame defend, 
And, more abufive, calls humfelf my friend. 

‘This pribts my letrers, that expects a bribe, 
And others rcar aloud, “ Subleribe, fubferibe !"” 

There are, who to my perfon pay their court 
{cough like Horace, and, though leanjam fhort. 
Amnion’s grcat fon one Shoulder had too high, 
ih Ovid's nole, and, © Sis ! you have an eye 
Go on, obliging crea’ure, male me fee 
All that ditgrac'd my betters, met ini me. 
Bay fir my comfort, langusfhing in bed, 
 Juft fo smimortal Maro - eld his head ;” 
And when 1 die, be dure you let me know 
Great Homer dy’d three thoufand years ago. 

Why oid | write ? what fin to me unknown 
Dipp’d me in ink, my parents’, or my own? . 








ie 








VARIATIONS, 

“Ver. 111, inthe MS. 
For fong, for filence lome expeét a bribe : 
And ‘thers roar aloud, “ Sub{cribe, fubferib 
Time, praifc, or money, is the leaft they crave; 
Yet cach declares the ovher too] or knave, 

After ver 124 inthe M3. 

But ,triend, this thape, which youand Curll> admire;, 
Came not from Anmon’s fon, but from my fret; . 


ere 





"© Gurl fot up bie Bead for a figny 
f Gis father was crovhed. 


$ROLOGUR TO THE SATIRES, 


As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 
“Tifp'’d in numbers, for the numbers came. 
I left no calling for this idle trade, 

No duty broke, no futher difobey’d 130 
The mufe but ferv'd to eafe fome friend, not wife; 
To help me through this long difeafe, my life; 
To fecond, Arbuthnot . thy art and care, 

And tcach, the being you preferv’d, to bear. 

But why then publith ? Granville the polite, 
And knowing Walth, would tell me I could write ; 
Well-nacur’d Garth inflam’d with early praife, 
And Congreve lov'd, and Swift endur’d my lays; 
‘The courtly Talbot, Somers, Shefiieid read, 

Ev’n mitred Rochelter would ned the head, 140 

‘And St, John’s fell (great Dryden's friends before), 

‘With ofen arms receiv’d one poet more. 

Happy my ttudies, when by thefe approv'd 

Happier their author, when by thefe beiov'd ! 

From thefe the world will judge of men and 
books, 

Not frem the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks. 

Soft were my numbers: who could take offence 
While pure defcription held the place of fenfe ? 
Like gentle Fanny's was my flowery theme, 
A painted miftrefs, or a purling ftream. 

Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quills 

Twifh’d the man a dinner, and fate fill. 

Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret 5 

I never anfwer'd, [ was not in debt. e 

If want provok'd, or madnefé made them print, 
“Ywag’d no war with bedlam or the mint, 

Did fome more fober critic come abroad ; 
VU wrong, | fmil'd; if right, 1 kifs’d the rod. 
Pains, reading, ftudy, are their juft pretence, 
And all chey want is fpirit, tafte, and fenfe. 
Coumas and poinss they fer exactly mght, 
And 'twere a fir to rob them of their mite. 
Yet ne'er one fprig of laurel grac'd thefe ribalda, 
From flafhing Bentley down to pidling Tibalds : 
Each wight, who reads not,and but {cansand fpells, 
Each word-catcher, that lives on fylables, 

Ev'n fuch fmall critics fome regard may claim, 
Preferv'd in Milton’s or in Shakfpcare’s name. 
Pretty ! in ansber to observe the furms 
Of hairs, or ftrawa, or dirt, or grubs, or worms! + 
‘The things we know are neither rich nor rare, £71 
But. wonder how the devil they got there. 

, Were others angry : Lexcns’d them too; 
‘Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
A man’s true merit ‘tis not hard co find; 
But cach man’s fecret {tandard in his mind, 
‘That cafting-weight pride adds to emptinels, 
This, who can gratify? for who can guefs? 
The bard whom pilfer'd paftorals renown, 
‘Who turnea Perfian tale tor half a crown, 
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epee nn 
WARIATIONS. 


And for my head, if you’li the truth exeufe, 
Lhadit from my mother *, not the mufe. 
Happy, if he, in whom thefe frailties join’d, 
Had heir'd as well the virtucs of the mind. 








© His mother was much affied with kredachs. 
7 


m9 

Juft writes to make his barrennefs appear, 

‘And ftrains from hard-bound brains, eight lines 

ayear; 

He, who, fill wanting, though he lives on theft, 

Steals much, fpends little, yet has nothing left = 

Ani he, who, now to fenfe, 1 ow nonfenfe leaning, 

Means not, but blunders round about a meaning 3 

And he, whofe fuitian’s fo fablimely bad, 

Ir isnot poetry, but profe run mad: 

All thefe, my modeft tatire had tranflate, 

And own’d rhat nine fuch poets made a Tate. Toc 

How did they fume, and flamp, and soar, and 

chate ! 

And fwear; not Addifon himfelf was fafe. P 
Peace to all fuch . but were there one whofe fires 

‘True genius kindies, and fair fame infpires 5 

Bieit with each talent and each art to pleafe, 

And boro te write, converfe, and live with cafe: 

Should fuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 

Bear, like the ‘Curk, no brother near the throne, 

View him with fcornful, yet with jealous eyes, 

And hate for arts that caus'd himfelf to rife; 20¢ 

Damn with faint priife, aifent with civil leer, 

And, without fneering, teach the ref to fucer; 

Willingo wound, and yet afraid to firike, 

Jutt hinea fault, and hefitate diflike ; 

‘Alike referv'd to blame, or to commend, 

A timorous foe, and a fufpicious friend ; 

Dreading ev'n fools, by fatierers befieg’d, 

And fo obliging, that he ne'er obiig'd ; 

Like Cato, give his tirtle fenate laws, 

And fit attentive to his own applauic 5 

While wits and cemplars every fextence raife, 

Avd wonder with a footifh face of praife— 

Who but muft jaugb, if fuch a man there be? 

Who would n6t weep, if Atticus were he | 
What :hough my name flood rubric on the walle, 

Or platter'd potts, with claps, in cipita's? 

Or fmoking forth, a hundred hawkers toad, 

On wings of winds came flying all ubroad ? 

{fought no homage from the race that write 

T kept, like Afian monarchs, from their fight; 226 

Poems I heeded (iow berhyrii'd fo long) [fing 

No more than thou, grea. George! a birth day 

L ne’er with wits of witlings pafs'd my days, 

To fpread about the itch of verfe and praife 5 

Nor, like a puppy, daggled through the town, 

‘To fetch and carry firg-forg wp and down ; 

Nor at tchearfal. fweat, and mouth’d, ard cry’d, 

With handkerchief and orange at my fide ; 

But, fick of fups, and poe:ry, and prate; 

To Bufo teft the whole Caftalian trate. 
Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 

Sate full blown Bufo, puff’d by every quill; 

Fed with foft dedication all day loug, ‘ 

Horace and he went hand and hand in fong. 
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7 : 
VARIATIONS 
After vet. 208, in the MS. 
Who, if-two wits on rival themes conteft, 
Approves of each, but likes the wurft the beft. 


‘Alluding to Mr. Pope’s and Tickell’s tranflatie: 
of the irk book of the Iliad. 
Hig 


14d . 
His library (where buts of poets dead 
And a tue Pindar floud without a head), 
Receiv'd' of wits an undiftingnifa'd race, 

Who firft his judgment afk’d, and then a place; 
‘Much they extoll’d bis pi@ures, much his feat, 

Ard flatter'd every day, and fome days eat; 2.40 
‘Til, grown more frugal in his riper days, [praife, 

+ Ee paid fome bards with pert, and fome with 

‘To fome a dry rehearfal was vilign’é, 

And others (harder Mill) he paid in kind. 

Drydes atone (whet wonder!) came not nigh, 

Dryden alone cfeap'd this judging ey 

But itil the great have kindnels in referve, 

He help'd to bury whom he kelp’dto Rarve. 
May fome choice patron blefs each grey goofe 

idl f 

May des Bavius have his Bufo till! 

So when a flatetman wants a day’s defence, 

Or envy holds a whole week’s war with fenfe, 

Or fimple pride for finttery makes demands, 

. May dunce by dunce be whittled off my hands! 
Bictt be the great | for thele they take aw ay, 
And thofe they left me; for they left me Gay: 
Left me to fee negleded geniuy bloom, 
Negleded die, cid tell iton histomb: 

Of ali thy blamelefs life the fole return- 
My verse, and Queenfherry weeping o’er thy urn'! 
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Oh, let me live my own, and die fo too! 26x 
(To live and die is all | have to do 3) 
Maintain a poet's dignity and eafe, [pleafe : 


“And fre what friends, and read what books J 

Above a patron, though I condefcend 

Son etimes to call a minifter my friend. 

1 was not born for courts or great affairs; 

T puy my debts, believe, and fay my prayers; 

Can feep without a pocm in my head, 

Nor tinow, if Dennis be alive or dead. 270 
Why am I afk'’d what next thall fee the light ? 

Heavens! was I born for nothing but to write? 

Has life no joys for me? or (to be grave) 

Have f no friend to ferve, no foul to fave? 

“T found him clofe with Swift—indeed? no doubt 

© (Cries prating Balbus) fomething will come out.” 

“Vis all in vain, deny it as I will. 

** No, fach a genius never can lie ftill; 

And then for mine obligingly miflakes 

‘The firft lampoon Sir Wiil or Bubo makes. 

Poor, guiltlefs I and can I chocfe but finile, 

When every coxcomb knows me by my ftyle? 
Curft be the verfe, how well fee’er it fiow, * 

‘hat tends to make oue worthy man my foe, 


eh ey 
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. VARIATIONS, 
After ver. 234, in the MS. 
To bards reciting he vouchfuf’d a nod,. 
And touff'd their incenfe like a gracious God. 
After ver. 270, in the MS. (ail: 
Frieudthips from youth I fought, and feek them 
Fame. like the wind, may breathe where’er it will. 
“the world I knew, but made it not my f{chool, 
And ina courfe of flattery liv’d no fool. : 
Alter ver. 282, in the M8, ‘ 
P. What if I fing Auguftus great‘and goed? 
A. You did fo lately, was it under flood ? 





THE WORKS OF POPE, 


Give virtue fcandal, innocence a fear, 

Gr from the fofe.ey’d virgin fteal a tear * 

But he who hurts 4 harntlefs neighbour's peace, 
Infults fali'n worth, or beauty in diftrefs, 
Whe loves a lie, lame flander helps about, 
‘Who writes a libel, or who copics out : 290 
That fop, whofe pride aifeds « patron's name, 
Yer abfent, wevnds an author's honef¥ fame ¢ 
Who can your merit fellifiily approve, 

And fhow the fenfe of it without the love; 

Who has the vanity to ca'l you friend, 

Yet wants te honour, injur'd, to defend 

Who tells whate’er you think, whate’er you fay,. 
And, if he lie not, muft at leat betray: 

Who to the Dean and filver Bell can fwear, 

And fees at Cannons what was never there; 300 
Who reads but with a luft to mifapply, 

Make fatire a lampoon, and fiction lie. 








A lath like mine no honeft man fhall dread, 


But all fuch babbling blockheads in his ftead. 
Act Sporus tremble—4. What? that thing of 
filk, 
Sporus, that mere white curd of afs's milk’? 
Satire of fenfe, alas! can Sporus feel ? 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel? 
P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 
This painted child of dirt, that flinks and flinge; 
Whofe buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 310 
Yet wit ne'er taftes, and beauty ne’er enjoys: 
So well-bred {puniels civilly delight 
In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
Eternal finiles his eniptinefs betray, 
As fhallow itreams run dimpling all the way. 
Whether in florid impotence he {peaks, ae 
And, as the prompter breathes,the puppet fqueakss 
Or at the ear of Eve, familiar toad, : 
Half froth, half venom, {pits hin:felf abroad, 320 
In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies, " 
Or fpite, or fmut, or rhymes, or blafphemies. 
His wit all fee faw, between that and this, 
Now high, new low, now mafler up, now mifs, 
And he himfelf one vile antithefis. ar 
Amphibious thing! that, adling cither part, 
The trifling head! or the corrupted heart, 
Pep at the toilet, flatterer at the board, 
Now trips a lady, and now flruts a lord. 
Eve’s tempter thus the Rabbins have expreft, 330 . 
A cherub’s face, 2 reptile all the ref. 
Beauty that fhocks you, parts that none will troft, 
Wie that can ercep, and pride that licks the duit. 
Not fortune’s worthipper, nor fafhion’s fool, 
Not lucre’s madman, nor ambition’s tool, 





” VARIATIONS. 
Be nice no more, but, with a mouth profound, - 
As rumbling Dennis or a Nerfolk hound ; 

With George and Frederic roughen every verfey 
Then fmooth up all, and Caroline rehearfe, 

P. No—the high tafk to lift up kings co gods, 
Leave to court fermons, and to birth-day odess 
On themes like thefe, fuperior far to thine, 

Let laurel’d Cibber and great Arnal thine. : 
Why write at all >— 4. Yes, filence if you Keep, 
The town, the court, the wits, the duncea ween. 


PROLOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 


Not proud, nor fervile; be one poet’s praife. 
"phat, if he pleas’d, he pleas’d by manly ways: 
"Thar flattery, ev'’n to kings, he held a shame, 
And thought a Iie in verfe or profe the fame ; 
‘That not in fancy’s maze he wander’d long, 340 
But floop'd to truth, and moraliz’d his fong: . 
That not for fame, but virtue’s better end, 

He ftood the furious foe, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half-approviag wit, 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit; 

Laugh’d at the Sofs of friends he never had, 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad; 
The diftant threats of vengeance on his head, 
‘The blow unfelt, the tear he never fhed ; 
"The tale reviw'd, the lie fo oft o’erthrown, 
‘Th’ imputed trafh, and dudnefs not his own 5 
"The morals blacken’d when the writings "feape, 
The libcl’d perfon, and the pidtus'd thapes 
Abule, on all he fov'd, or lov’d him, fpread, 

A friend in exile, or a father dead; 

The whiper, that, to greatnefs {till too near, 
Perhaps, yet vibrates on his fovercign's car— 
Welcome for thee, fair virtue ! all the pail: 

For thee, fair virtue! welcome cv’n the laft! 

A. But why infult the poor, affront the great? 
P. A knave's a knave, to me, in every ftate: 361 
Alike my fcorn, if he fuccegd or fai 
Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail; 

A hireling feribbler, or a hircling peer, 
Knight of the poft corrupt, or of the thire 5 
If on a pillory, or near a throne, 

Be gain his prince’s ear, or lofe his own. 

Yet foft hy nature, more a dupe than wit, 
Sappho cun tell you how this man was bit: 
"Lhis dreaded fat’ri{t Dennis will confefs 
Foe to his pride, but friend to his diftrefs: 
Se humble, ke has knock'd at Tibbald’s door, 
Has drunk with Cibber,nay, has rhym’d for Moor, 
Fall ten years Macder'd, did he once reply? 
‘Three thoufand funs went down on Welfted’s lie. 
To pleafe his milrefs one afpers’d his lifes 
He lath’d him not, but let her be his wife + 
Let Budgell charge low Grub-ftrect on his quill, 
And write whate’cr he pleas'd, except bis will; 


35° 





370 


tt 


VARIATIONS, 

Ver. 368, in the MS. 
Once, and but ouce, his heedtefs youth was bit, 
And Jik'd that dangerous thing, a fernale wit ; 
Safe as he thought, thongh al! the pradent chid; 
He writ nodibels, but my lady did: 
Great odds in amorcus or poctic game, . 
Where woman’s is the fin, and man’s the fbame. 


tat 

Let the two Curlls of town and court, abufe 3ho 

His father, mother. bedy, foul, and mufe. 

Yet why- that facher heidit for a rule, 

Tt was a fin to call our neighbour fool; 

That harmlefs mother thought no wife a whore : 

Hear this, and fpare his family, James Moore! 

Unfpotted names, and memorable long! 

If there be force in virtue, or in fong. 

Of gentle blocd (part hed in honour’s caufe, 

While yet in Britain honour had applaufe} 

Each parent fprung— 4. What, fortune, pray 2m 
P. Their own, t 

And better got, than Beftia’s from the throne. 

Born to no pride, inheriting no ftrife, 

Nor marrying difcord in a noble wife, 

Stranger to civil and religious rage, 

The good man walk’d innoxious through his 
age. : : 

No courts he fav, no fuits would ever try, 

Nor dar’d an oath, nor hazarded a lie, 

Unlearn’d, he knew no fchoolmen’s fubtle art, 

No language, but the language of the heart. 

By nature honeft, by experience wife ; 

Healthy by temperance, and by exercife; 

His life, though long, to ficknefs paft unknown, 

His death was inftant, and without a groan, 

O grant me thus to live, and thus to die! 

Who {prung from kings fhall know lefs joy 
than [, 

O friend! may each domettic blifs be thine ! 

Be no unpleafing melancholy mine ; 

Me, let the tender office long engage. 

To rock the cradle of repofing age, 

With lenient arts extend a mother’s breath, 4t@ 

Make languor fmile, and fmooth the bed of death, 

Explore the thought, explain the afking eye, 

And keep a while one parent from the {ky ! 

On cares like thefe if length of days attend, 

May Heaven, to blefs thofe days, preferve my 
friend, 

Preferve him focial, cheerful, and ferene, 

And juit as rich as when he ferv’d a queen! 

A. Whether that bleflings be deny’d or given, 

‘Thus far was right, the reft belongs to Heaven. 
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« 
VARIATIONS, 

After ver. 405, in the MS. 
And of myfelf, too, fomething mutt { fay! 
Take then this ver!z, the trifie of a day. 
And if it live, it lives but to commend 
The man whofe heart has ne'er forgot 2 friend, 
Or head, an author; critic, yet polite, 
Aad friend to earning, yet tou wile to writes 





SATIRES AND EPISTLES 
OF HORACE IMITATED. 








ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tur. occafion-of publithing thefe Imitations was the clamour raifed on fome of my epifiles, An 
anfwer from Horace was both more full, and of more dignity, than any I gould have made in 
my own perfor; and the example of much greater freedom in fo en.inenta divine as Dr. Donne, 
feemed a proof with what indignation and contempt a Chriftian may treat vice or folly, in ever 
fo low, or ever fo high a ftation. Both thefe authors were acceptable to the Princes and Mini+ 
fters under whom they lived. The fatires of Dr. Donne } veriified, at the defire of the Earl of 
Oxford'while he was Lord ‘Treafurer, and of the Duke of Shrewfbury, who had been Secretary 
of State: neither of whom looked up na fatire on vicious courts as any reflection on thofe they 
ferved in. And indeed there is not in the world a greater error, than that which fools are fo 
apt to fall into, and knaves with good reafon to encourage, the miftaking a fatirift for a libeller; - 
whereas to a true fatirift nothing is fo odious as a libeller, for the fame reafon as to a man truly 
virtuous, nothing is {6 hateful as a hypocrite, 


Uni acquus Virtuti atque ejus Amicis,” 


* BOOK Il, SATIRE L 


TO MR, FORTESCUE. 


P. Tuere are (I fcarce can think it, but am told) 
(a) Vhere are, 0 whom my fatire feems too bold: 
Scarce to wilt Peter complaifant enou,h, 

And fomething Said of Chartres much too rough. 
(8) The fines are weak, another's pleas’d co fay, 
Lord Kanny fpins a thoufand Juch a day, 





HORAT!US.—TREBATIUS, 
HORATIUS, 


(4) Sunt quibus in Satira videar nimhis acer, et 
uitra [quid 

Legem tendere opus; (4) fine nervis altera. quic- 

Compofui, pars effe putat, finilefque meorum 





Timorous by nature, of the rich in awe, 
(c) { come to councll learned in the law ; . 
You'll give me, like a friend both fage and free, 
Advice; and (as you ufe) without a tee. . 

F, (4) Yd write no more. 

P. Not write? but then I think, 

(e) And for my foul f cannot fleep a wink. 
i nod in company, I wake at night, 
Fools refh into my head, and fo I write. {life. 

F. You could not doa worfe thing for: your 
Why, if the nights feem tedious—take a wife: 





| Mille die verfus dednei poffe. (<) Trebati, 


Quid faciam? praeferihe. 
T. (d} Quiefcas. 


#.Ne facians, i ingni 
Ommino verfas? : 


©. Aio. 
HT. Peream male, fi nom 
Optimum erat: (¢) verum mequeo dormits;  * 


IMITATIONS 


(Sf) Or rather truly, if your point be reft, 
Lettuce and.cowflip wine; “ Probatum eft.” 
But ‘alk with Cclfus, Celfus will advite 
Hartthorn, or tomething that fhal! clofe your eyes, 
(g) Or, if you needs mutt write, write Cielar’s 
7 praife, 
(2) You'll gain at leaft a knighthood, or the bays. 
‘P. What? like Sir (i) Richard, rembiing, rough, ° 
: and fierce, 
With arms aid George and Brunfwick crowd the : 
verfe, 
Rend with tremendous found your ears afunder, 


” ‘With gun, drum, trumpet, biunderbuls, and thun- 


der? 
Or nobly wild, with Budgell’s fire and force, 
Paint angels crembling round his falling horfe? 

2. (4; Chen all your mofe’s fofter art difplay, 
Let Carolina fmooth the tuneful lay, 

Lal with Amelia’s liquid name the Nine, 
And {weetly flow through all the royal line. 

P. (4) Alas few verfes touch their nicer eat; 
They fcarce can bear their laureate twice a year 5 
And juitly Carfar fcorn: the port's lays, 

Te isto hittory he truft for preife. 
F. (my Better be Cibber, Vil maintain it fill, 
Than ridicule all tatte, blafpheme quacrille, 
, Abufe the city’s bett geod men ip metre 
And Jaugh at peers that put their trait in Peter 
* (w) Ev'n thofe you touch nor, hate you 
P. What thould ail "em? 
P..A hundred fmart in Timon and in Batam: 
The fewer fill you name, you wound the more 5 
Bond is but one, bat Harpax is a {core. [deny 
,  P. (o} Each moral tas his pleafures none 
' Scar(dale his bottle, Darty his ham pie! 
Rid: tta fips and dances, till the tee 
"Lhe doubling laftces dance a fai as the; (ther, 
(p) F-= loves te fenate, Hockleyhole his bro- 
Like in all ¢lfe, as one egg to another. 





T. (f) Ter undti- 
Tranfnanto Tiberim, foinno quibus eft opus alto; 
Irriguumve mero tub noctem corpus hahento. 

(g) Aut fi tantus amor feribendi te rapit, aude 
Cacfaris invidii res dicere, (4) multa laborum 
Praemia laturus, 

HH. Cupidum, Pater optime, vires 

Deficiunt : (7! neque enim quivis horreutia pilis 
Aginina, nec fraéta pereuntes culpide Gallos, 
Aut labentis equo defcribat vulnera Parsi. 

%. (A) Attamen et jultam  poteras et fcribere 

fortem, 
Scipiaam ut fapiens Lucilivs. FIG 
‘H, Haud mihi deero, 
Cum res ipfa feret + () nifi dexcro tempore; Flacci 1 

Verba per attentain non ibunt Cacfaris aurem : - 
Cui male fi palpere, reealcitrat undique tutus. , 
T. m) Quant reius hoc, quam trifti laedere verfu | 
Pantolabum {curram, Nomentanumve nepotem ? i 
(2) Cum Abi quifque timet, quainquam elt intadius, | 





* Acceilit fervor capisi, pumerufque lucernis, —- 


et odit. 
Hi. (0) Quid faciam? faltat Milonius, ‘ut femel. ido 
(fp) Caltof gaudet equis ; ovo prognatus cedem, | 


» Publth the pref 


OF HORACE, 


(g)- Hove to pour out alf myfelf, as plain 

As downright Shippen, or as old Montange = . 
In them, as certain to be lov’d asfeen, Z 
“The foul food forth, nor kept a thought within, 
Iu me whai [pots (for {pots { have) appear, 

Will prove at leait the medivm mutt be clear. 
In this irppartial glafs, my nite intends 

Fair to expofe myfelf, my fees, my friends; 

age: but where my text ‘ 
Ys vice too high, referve ic for the next; - 





| My focs thail with my life a longer date, 


And every friend the lefs lament my fate ~ 

My head and heart thus flowing through my quill, 

(r} Verfeman or profeman, term me what you 
will, 

Papift or Proteftant, or both between, 

Like good Erafmys in au honeit mean, 

In moderation placing ali uy, 

While Lories call me W! A Whigea Torye 

(s} Satire ’s my wap: 2 I’m too dilcreet 
To cun a-muck, and tilt at all i meet; 

(tf Lonty.wear it ina land of Hestors, 

Vhiewes, fepercargocs, fharpers, and direétors. 

(u) Save but our army": and let Jove incruft 

Sword-, pikes, and guns, with everlatting ruft! 

(wv) Peace is my dear delight——not Fleury’s 
mores 7° 13 

But touch me, and no minifter fo fore 

Wiue’er offends, at fome unlucky time 

(x: Slides into verfe, and hitches'in a rhyme, 

Sacred to ridicule his whole life long, 

Ant the fad burden of fome merry long. 

(y) Slander or poifon dread from Delia's rage § 
Hard words or hangivg, if your judge be Pages 
From furious Sappho fearce a milder fate, 

Pex'd by her Jove, or ibell’d by her hate. 









So 


Pugnis. quot capitum vivunt, totidem ftudiorum 

Millia. (g) me pedibus deledtar claudere verba, 

Luacili ritu, noftrim meiioris utroque. 

Me velut fidis arcana fodalibus olinr 

Credebat libris; neque, fi male gefferat. nfquam, 

Ducurrens alio, neque f bene; que fit, ut oarnis « 

Votiva pateat veluti defcripta tabella 

VitaTenis. fequor hunc, (7) Lucanus an Appulus, 
anceps 

[Nam Venutinus arat finem fub utrumque colonus;* 

Miffus ad hoc, pulfis (vetus eft ut fama) Sabellis 5 

Qve ne per vacuum Roniane incurreret hoftis; 


| Sive quod Appula gens, feu quod Lucania bellunt 


Incuteret violenta] (s) ted hic ftylus haud pete 


ultro : 
Quemquam animantem, et me veluti cuftodiet - 
enfis : 


Vagina tedtus, quem cur deftringere coner, 
(«) futus ab inteftis latronibus? (v) O pater et 
rex 

Jopiter, ut pereat pofitum rubigine telum, : 
Nec quifquam noceat (0) cupido mihi pacis ! at Hey 
Qui me commédrie, (melius non tangere, clamv) , 
(#) Fiebit, et infignis tota cantabitur urbe 

(4) Cervius iratus legcs minutatur et urnam 3 
Canidia Albut', quibus cit inimica, venenum: 
Grande malém Puri ss, fi quid fc iudice certes > 
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(z) Its proper power to hurt, each creature feels; 
Bails aim their horns, and affes lilt their heels ; 
Vis a bear's talent not to kick, but hug; 

And no man wonders he’s not tung by pug. 

(2) So drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 
They'll never poifon you, they'll only cheat. 

(8) ‘Phen, learned Sir . (to cut the mgtter hort) 
Whate’er my fate, or well or ill at court; 
“Whether old-age, with faint but cheerful ray, 
‘Attends to gild the evening of my day, 

Or death's black. wing already be difplay’d, 

"Yo wrap me in the mniverfal fhade ; : 
Wherher the darken'd room to mufe invite, 

Or whiten’d wall provoke the fkewer to write z 
In durance, exile, bedtam, or the mint, : 

(c) Like Lee or Budyelt, twill rhyme and print. 

F, (d) Alar, young man! your days can ne’er 

be long, : 
In flower of age you perith for a fong ! 
Plums and diredtors, Shylock and his wife, 
Will club the!r tefters, now, to take your Hife! 

P, (e) What? arm’d for virtue when? point 

the pen, 
Brand the bold front of thamelefs guilty ‘men ; 
Dafh the proud gamefter in his gilded car; 
Bare the mean heart that lurks beneath a ftar 5 
Can there be wanting, to defend her caufe, 
Lights of the church, or yuardians of the laws? 
Could perfion’d Boileau luih in honett ftrain 
Flatterers and bigots ev’n itr Louis’ reign ? 
Could Javreate Dryden Pimp and Friar engage, 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage? 
And [not (f) frp the gilding off’ knave, 
Uoplac’d, tnpenfion’d, no man’s heir or fave? 
1 will, or perifh in the generous caufe t 
Hear this, and tremble! you, who 'fcape the Jaws, 
Vee, while I Jive, no rich or noble knave 
Shall waik the world, in credit, to his grave. 
. , 








(x) Ut, quo quifque valet, fulpeos terreat, utque 
Tmperet hoc Natura potens, fic collige mecum, 
Dente lupus, cornu taurus petit; unde, nifi intus 
Monftratum ? (a) Scaevae vivacem crede nepoti 
Matrem ; nil faciet feeleris pia dextra (mirum ? 
‘Ut neque calce cupus yuemquam, acque dento petit 
bos) 

Sed mala tollet anum vitiato melle cicuta. 

(8) Ne longum faciam : feu metranquilla fene€us 
Lpedtat, feu mores atr is cireumvolat alis ; 
Dives, inops; Romae, feu fors ita jafferit, exfuls 
(4) Quifquis erit vitae, fcribam, color, 

T. (dj O puer, ut fis 
Vitalis metuos et majorum ne quis amicus 
~ Frigore te feriat. 
H. (e) Quid? cum ef Lucilus aufus 
Primus in hunc operis compouere carmina msrém, 
(f) Detrehere et pellem, nitidus qua quifque 
per ora 

Cederet, introrfum tarp: 
Duxit ab oppredis 
Jogenio offerfi ? sur ic 
Famofifque Le yo et 
Rrimores popus aviruir, 5 > 





7 tum Laetin 


x Carthavie 5 
















THE WORKS OF POPE, 


(g).To virtue only and her friends a friend, - 
‘The world befide may murmur, or commend, 
Know, al] the diflant din that world can krep, 
Rolls-o’er my grotto, and but fooths my fleep. 
(4) There, my retreat the beft companions grace, 
Chiefs out of war, and ftatefmen out of place. 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowF 
of reafon and the flow of foul ; 
And he, whofe lightning pierc’d th’ Sberian lines, 
Now forms my quincunz, and now ranks my 
» . Vines; 





_Or tames the genius of the fubborn plain, 


Almoft as guickly ashe conquer’d Spain. 
(?) Envy muft.own, ! live among the gréat, 
No pimp of pleafure, and no fpy af ftate! 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats; 
Fond to {pread friendfhips, but to cover heats ; 
To help who want, to forward who excel; : 
This, all who know me, know ; who love te, telli 
And who unknown defame me, Jet them be 
Scribblers or peers, alike are mob to me, , 
This.is my plea, cn this I reft my caufe— 
(4) What faith my council, learned in the laws ? 
£, (2) Your plea is good; but ftill I fay, be 
_ ware! + aaraye Os 
Laws are explain'’d by men—fo have a care. 
It ftands on record, that in Richard's times 
A man was heng’d for very honeft rhymes; 
(m) Confult the atute, “ quart.” T think, it is, 
© Edwardi fext.” or “ prim et quint. Eliz.” 
See libels, fatires—here you have it—read. | 
P. (n) Libels and fatires! lawlefs things indeed ! 
But brave epiftles, bringing vice to light, 
Such as a king might read, a bifhop write, 
Such as Six Robert would approve— a 
_ . F Indeed ? 
The cafe is alter’d—you may then proceed ; 
() In fuch a cafe the plaintiff will be hifs'd, 
My lords the judges laugh, and you're difmifs’d, 








Scilicet (¢) Uni aequus virtuti atque ejus Amicis. 
(4) Quin ubi fe a vulgo et fcena in fecreta remo~ 
rant 

Virtns Scipiadac et mitis fapientia Lacli, 

Nuyari cum illo, et difcindts ludere, donee 

Decoqucretur olus, foliti. a2 
Quidqnid fam ego, quamvis 

Infra Lucili cenfum, ings riumque; tamen me 

(2) Cum maynis vixiffe invita farebitur ufque 

Invidia; et fi quacrens illidere dentem, 

Offendet folide : 








(2) nifi quid tu, do@e Trebaé, 
Diffentis, 
T. (2) Equidem nihil hinc diffingere poffam. 
Sed tamen ut menitus caveas, ne forte negoti 
Ines tiki quid fancarum infettia legum ¢ 
“ Gn) St mala condider’t ix. quem quis carmiaa, 








IMITATIONS 


BOOK IL SATIRE tl. 


TO MR. BETARL. 


(a) Wuaat, and how great, the virtue and 
To live on little with a cheerful heart,” 
(4) (A dodtrine fage, but truly none of mine) 
Let’s talit, my friends, but talk (c) before we dine. 
(4) Not when a gilt buffet’s refle@ed pride 
Turns you from found philofophy afide ; 

Not when from plate to plate your eye-balls roll, 
And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

‘ Hear Bethel’s fermon, one not vers'd in {chools, 
(4) But ftrong in fenfe, and wife without the rules, 
: (f) Go work, hunt, exercife! (he thus began) 

Then feorn a homely dinner, if you can. 
(g) Your wine lock'd up, your Butler ftroll'dabroad, 
Or fifth deny'd (the river yet unthaw’d), : 
Jf then plain bread and milk will do rhe feat, 
‘The pleafure lies in you, and not che meat. 

(4) Preach as I pleafe, | doubt our curious men 
Will choufe a pheatane ftill before a hen 5 
Yet hene of Guinea fuli as good [ hold, 
Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 


the art 





SATIRA IL 


(4 Quae virtus et quanta, boni, fit vivere parvo, 
(4) (Nee meus hic fermo : fed qua praecepit Ofel- 
us, : 
Rufticus, (c)abnormis Sapiens, craffaque Minerva) 
Diifcite, (d) non inter lances menfafque nitentes; 
Cum ftopet infanis acies fulgoribus, et cum 
Acclinis falfis aniinus metiora recufae : 
{*) Verum tie impranfi mecum difquirite. Cur 
- jac f 7 
Dicam, fi potero, male verum examinat omnis 
Corruptus judex. (/) Leporam feétatus, equove 
Laifus ab indomito; vel (fi Romana fatigat 
Militia affuerum graecari) feu pila velox, © 
Molliter aufterum ftudio fallente laborem 5 
Seu te difcus agit, pete cedentem aira difco: 
Cum labor extulcrit faftidia ;. ficcus, inanis, 
Sperne cibum vilem : nifi Hymettia mella Falerno, 
Ne biberis, diluta. (g) foris eft promus, et atrum 
Defendens pifces hicmat mare + cum fale panis 
Tatrantem flomachum bene leniet, unde putas, aut 
Oui partum ? non in caro nidore voluptas 
1.1, fed in teipfo eft. tu pulmentaria quaere 
> pinguem vitiis albumque neque oftrea, 
Nec fcarus, aut poterit peregrina juvare lagois, 
(2) Vix tamen eripiam, pofito pavone, velis quin 
“Hoc potius quam gallina tergere palatum ? 
Corruptus vanis rerum: quia veneat auro 
Rara avis, ct pidta pandat {pectacula cauda: 
‘Famquam ad rem attineat quidquam, Num vef- 
ceris ifta, Boe 
Quam Jaudas, pluma? co@tove num adeft honor 
.. 2 idem? 
Carne tamen quamvis diftat nihil hac, magis illa ; 
+ Mpurllus formis deceprum te pare, eflo, 
bids dazuin fentis, lupus hic, ‘Liberinus, an alto 








OF HORACE. 32g 


(i) OF carps and mullets why prefer the great, _‘ 
(Though cut in pieces cre my lurd can eat) 

Yet for {mall turbots {uch efteem profefs ? 
Becaufe God nrade thefe large, the other lefs. 

(4) Oldfield, with more than harpy throat endued, 


| Cries, “ Send me, gods! a whole iog barbecued!" 


Oh blaft it, (4) fouth winds! tila flench exhale 
Rank as the ripenefs of a rabbit's tail. 
By what criterion do you eat, d’ye think, 
If this is priz’d for fweetnefs, that for ftink ? 
When the tir'd glutton labours through a treat, 
He finds no relith in the fweereht meat, 
He calls for fomething bitter, fomething four, 
And the rich featt concludes extremely poor : 
(m) Cheap egys, and herbs, and olives, fill we fees 
‘Thus much is left of old fimplicity 
(x) Ihe robin-red-breaft till of ta 
And children facred held a martin 
Till beccaticos fold fo dev lith dear 
To one that was, or would have been, a peer. 
(0) Let me extol a cat, on oytters fed, . 
Vil have 2 party at the Bediord-head ; 
Or ev'n to crack live crawfith recommend; 
Vd never doubt at court to make a friend. 

(2) ’ Lis yet in vain, 1 own, to keep a pother 
About one vice, and full into the other : 
Between excefs and famine lies a mean; 
Plain, but not fordid ; thoagh not {plendid, clean. 
* (q) Avidien, or his wife, (ao matter which, 
For him you'll call a (r) dog, and her a bitch) 
Sell their prefenied partridges, and fruits 
And humbly live on rabbits, and on roots 
(s) One half-pint bottle ferves them buth to dine, 
And is at once their vinegar and wine. 








had reft, 


nei, 





-_—_ eee 


Captus hiet? pontefne inter jaétatus, an amnis 
Oflia fub Pufci? (#) laudas, infanc, trilibrem (ot, 
Mullum ; in fingula quem minuas pulmenta neceffe 
Ducit te {pecies, video, quo pertinet ergo 
Proceros odiffe lupos? quia {cilicet illis 
Majorem natura modum dedit, his breve pondus. 
Jejunus raro ftomachus vulgaria temnit. 

(4) Porrefum magno magnum fpedtare cating 
Vellem, ait Harpyiis gula digna rapacibus. At 

vos, (quamquam 
(2) Pracfentes Auftri, coquite horum: oplonia ; 
Putet aper rhombutque recens, mala copia quando 
Acgtum follicitat flomachum; cum rapula plenus 
Atque acidas mavult inulas. (m) necdum omnis 
abadta 

Pavperies epulis regum : nam vilibus ovis 
Nigrifque eft oleis hodie locus, Haud ica pridem 
Galloni praeconis erat accipenfere menfa {bant ? 
Infamis. quid? tum rhombus minus acquora ales 
(2) Tutus crat rhombus, tutoque ciconia nid, 
Donec vos auctor docuit praetorius. ergo 
(0) Si quis nunc mergos fuaves edixerit aflos, 
Parebit parvi docilis Romana javentas, 

(/) Sordidus a tenui vidtus.diftabit, Ofello 
Judice: nam fruftra vitium vitaveris iftud, 
Si te alio pravus detorferis. (7) Avidienus, 
(+) Cui Canis ex vero duum cognomen adhaeret, 
Quinquennes oleas eft, et fylveftria corna; 
(+) Ac, aif mutatum, parcit defundere vinum ; et 

2 4 


26 


Bat'on fame (1) Yncky day fas when they found 
"A loft back biil, or heard their fon was drown’d), 
“At fuch a feat, () old vinegar to :pare, 
Ys what two fouls ton generou carhot bear t 
Oil, thongh it Rink, they drop by drop impare, 
But fowle the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 
(2) He knows to live, whe keeps the middle 
fate, 
“And neither leans on this fide, nor on that ; 
Nor (9) tops, for one bad cork, his butler’s pay, 
pweats, like Alburius, a good cook away ; 
Ror lets, like (2) Nevins, every error pats, 
“Che multy wine, foul cloth, or greafy glafs. 
(4) Now hear what bleflings temperance ‘can H 
bring + 
(Thus faid our friend, and what he faid | fing) 
(e) Firlt Health: the flomach cramm'd from every 
dih, 
‘A tomb of hoil’d and roaft, and fleth and fith, 
Where bile, and wind and phlegm, and acid jar, 
‘And all the man i one inteftine war) 
Remembers oft (2) the (choo! boy's fimple fare, 
"he temperate fleeps, and fpirits light as air, 
(e) How pale, each worfhipful andreverend gueft 
Rife from a clerpy, ora civy feaft! 
What lide in all thar ample body, fay ? 
What heavunly particle infpires the clay ? 
"The foul fubfides, and wickedly inclines 
‘Yo feem hut mortal, ev's in found divines. [mind 





(/) On morning wings how aGtive {prings the 
That leaves the load of yelterday behind: 
Flow cafy every labour it purtues! 

Vow coming to the poet every mufe ! 
Cg) Not but we may exceed, fome holy time, 
Gr tir’d in fearch of truth, or fearch of thyme; 


t 


Cyjus udorem ole? nequeas perferre (Reebit 
Ws ceporia, natales, aliofque dierua 

(25 Feilos albatas celebrer) corm ipfe bilibri 
Caulidny initillat, (4) veteris non parcas acetie, 

Quali igitur vidlu fapiens utetur, et horum 

Utrum imitabitur? hac urget lupus, hac canis, 
aint, 

(x) Mundus erit, qua non offendat fordibus, atque 

Tn neulraia partem cultus mifer. (3) Hic neque 
forvis : 

Atbutl fenis exemplo, dum muinia didit, 

cul fimplex (2) Naevius, unétam 

Convivis pracbebir aquaat:, vidum hec quoque 
magnum. 7 {fecum 

(8) Accipe nunc, vidtus tenuis quae quantaque 
Afirat (c) In primis valeas bene ; nam variae res 
Ur noceant homini, credas, memor illius efcae, 
Qnag finplex olim (d) abi fedest. at fimul affis 
Mifeueris elixa, finml conchylia tardis 5 
Dulcia fe in bilem verient, Lomachoque tumultum 
Lenta feret pituita, (e) Vides, ut pallidus omnis 
Coena defargat dubia? quin corpus cnuftun 
Hie fernis vitiis animum qu: que pracgravat una, 
Aique afigit humo divinae particulam aurae. 

(/) Alter, ubi di€to citius curata fopari 
Mensbradedit, vegetus pracicripta ad munia furgit. 
(g) tHe tamen ad meliug poterit tranlcurrere 

quangam 5 Pee 








Sagvus crit: Dee 

















THE WORKS OF POPE. 


Bl health fome jut indulgence may engages . 
‘And more the ficknefs of lone life, old age; * 
(A) For fainting age what cordial drop remains, 
If our intemperate youth the veffel drains? 
(4) Our ane prais'd rank ven’fon, You fup 
fe, , 
Pemage young men! our fathers had no nofe. 
Not fu: a buck was then a week's repaft, 
Aud ’twas their point, 1 ween, to make it laft; 
More pleas’d to keep it till their friends could 
come, Fe 
‘Than eat the fweeteft by themfelves at home. | 
(4) Why had not fin thofe good times my hirth, 
Ere coxcomb pyes or coxconibs were on earth? 
Unworthy he, the voice of fame to hear, 
(2) That fweetelt mufic to an honeft ear; 
(For ‘faith, Lord Fanny! you are in the wrong, 
The world’s good word is better than a fong) 
Who has not learn'd, (7) freth tturgeon and harig 
Are no rewards for want, and infamy + [pres 
When Juxury nas fick’d up all my pelf, / 
Curs'd be thy (#} neighbours, thy truftees, thyfeif, 
To friends, to fortune, to mankind a thame, 
‘Yhink how pofterity will treat thy name; 
And (0) buy a rope, that future tinres may tell 
Thou hatt at leaft bettow'd one penny well. (need 
(2) * Right, cries his lordthip, for a rogue in 
« To have a taile, is infolence indeed : 
« In me ’tis noble, fuits my birth and flate, 
“ My wealth unwieldy, (y)and tny heap too great. 
Then, hike the fun, let bounty fpread her ray, 
And thine that fuperfluiry away. 
Oh impudence of wealth! with all thy ftore, 
How dae'ft thou let onc worthy man be poor ? 


} shal} half the (r) newebuilt churches round thee 


fail? 
Make keys, build bridges, or repair Whitehall ¢ 


I LT 


Sive diem feftum redicns advexerit annus, 
Seu recreare volet tenuatum corpus: ubique 
Accedent anni. et tra@ari mollius aetas 
Imbecilla volet. (4) Pibi qtidnamaccedet ad iftam, 
Quam puer et vaiidus praetumis, molliticm 5 feu 
Dara valetudo inciderit, feu tarda fenectus? 

() Rancidum aprum antiqui laudabant : non 
: quia nafus {hofpes 
{lis nulins erat; fed, eredo, hac mente. quod 
ardius adven’ vitiatum commodius, quam 
Imtegram cdax duminus coufumeret (2) hos utie 

nam inter 











“Heroas natum tellus me privta tuliffet. © [aurem 


(2) Da’ aliquid famae, quae carmine gratior 
Occupet humanum ? grandes thombi, patinacque 
Grande ferunt tna (a) cum damno dedecus. adde., 
(m) Iratum patruam, vicines, te tibi ioiqaum, 

Fc fiuitra mortis capidum, cum deerit egenti 
‘(e) As, laquei pretium. 
(p) Jore, inquit, Traufius iff 

Jugatur verbis: ego vectigalia magna," 7 
(q) Erge 


Divitiafque habco tribus amplas regibus. 
Quod fuperat, non eft melius quo infumere pois 
Cur eget indignus quifquam, té divite? quart 
(r) Templa ruunt antiqui Dem? cum iesp 

* earag = 








IMITATIONS 


fr to thy country Jet that heap be lent, 
As M **0’s was, but not at five per cent. 
(s) Who thinks that fortune cannot change 
her mird, 
Prepares a dec adful jeft for all mankind. 
‘And (4) who funds fafeit? cell me, is it he 
That {preads and {wells in puff’d prolperity, 
Or bieft with little whofe preventing care 
In peace provides fit arms againh a war? 
(u) Thus Bethel fpoke, who always {peaks his 
thought, 
nd always thinks the very thing he ought; : 
His equal mind Leepy what I can, 
“yd as I love, would imitate the man. 
-outh-Sea days not happier, when furmis'd 
yet lord of thoufands, chan il now (~) excis’ds 
seporeft planted by a father’s hand, 
‘an in five acres now of rental land, 
content with little I can piddte here 
On (x) broccoli and mutton, round the year; 
Bur (y) ancient fiends (theugh poor, or out of 
‘That touch my bell, J cannot turn away. {play) 
*Tis true, no («) turbots dignify my boards, 
But gudgeons,tiounders, what my ‘Vhames affords: 
‘To Houuflow Heath ! point, ana Banited Down, 
‘Thence comes your mutton, and thefe chicks my 
own: 
(a) From yen old walnut.tree a fhower fhall fall ; 
And grape, longelingering on my unly wali, 
And figs trom ftandard and efpalier join; 
‘The devil is in you if you cannor dine 
Then (6) cheerful beaiths (your miftrefs fhall have 
place); 
And, what’s more rare, a poet fhall fay grace. 
Fortune not much of humbling me can boat : 
‘Though double tax'd, Low licle have 1 lot! 





Non aliquid patriae tanto emetiris acerva ? 

Uni nimirum tibi reete fomper erunt res? 

(4) O magnus pofthac inimicis rifus. uterne 

(4) Ad cafus dubios fidet fibi ceruus? hic, qui 

Piuribus affuc ri¢ menitem corpufgue fuperbum 5 

Ao qui contentus paive metuentque fururi, 

In pace, ut fapiens, aptarit idonea bello? 

(#) Quo magis his credas: puer hunc ego par- 

vus Ofellam 

Tategris opibus novi non latius ufum, 5 

Quam nunc (v) accifis, Videas, metato in agello, 

Cum pecore ct gnatis, fortum mercede colonum, 

Noa ego, narranten, temere cdi luce profefta 

Quidquam, praeter (x) olus fumofae cum pede 
pernac. {pes, 

Ac mihi feu (y) longam poft tempus venerat hof- 

Sive operum vacuo gratus couviva per iribrem 

Vicinus; bene erat, non (2; pilcibus urbe petitis, 





Sed pullo atque hoedo: tum (a) penfilis uva fe- ¢ 


cundas 
Et nox ornabat menfas, eum duplice fica. 
Polt hoc ludas crat (6) cuppa potare magiftra: 
Ac venerata Ceres, ita culmo fergeret alto, 
Expii uit vino contradlae feria frontis, 
iat atqua novos moveat Fortuna tumuitus! 
oc imminuct ? quanto aut ge parcius, 
U8 












OF HORACE. 12g 
My life's amufement’s have been juft the fame, 


“~ Belore, and alter (c) ftanding armies came. 


My lands are fold, my father’s howfe is gone ; 
Vil hire another's; is not that my own, {ing gate 
And yours, my friends? through whofe free open- 
Nouce comes too early, none departs toa fate; 
(For I, who hold fage Homer's rule the bett, 
Welcome the coming, {peed the going guelt). 


“ Pray heaven it laft } (cries Swift) asyou go ong > 


~ S wilh to God this houfe had been your own: 

“ Pity! to build, without a fon or wife; 

« Why, you'll enjoy it only al! your life.” 

Well, if the ufe be mine, can it concern one, 
Whether che name belung to Pope or Vernon ? 
What's (¢) property? dear Swift | you tee it alter 
From you to me, fom me tu (¢) Peter Walter; 
Or, in a mortgage, prove alawyer’s fhare; 

Or, in a jointere, vanifh from the heir; 

Or in pure (f/) equity (the cafe not clear) 

‘The Chancery takes your rent for twenty year + 
At belt, it falis to fome (g) nngracious fon, fown.” 
Who cries, “ My father’s damn'd, and all's my 
(4) Shades, that to Bacon could : etreat afford, 
Become the p rtion of a booby lord ; : 
And Healey, once proud Buckingham’s delight, 
Slides to a kcrivener, or acity knight. 

(4) Let lat ds and houfes have what lords they will, 
Let-us be fix'd, and our own maiters (ill, 


— 


O pueri, nituiftis, ut buc (c) novus incola venit? 
Nam (¢)propriae telluris herum natura nequeiilunm 
Nec me, nec quemquam flatuit. nos expulit ies 
Ulum aut (¢) nequities aut (f) vafri infe.tia juris, 
Poflremum expellet certe { g) vivacior heres. 

(4) Nunc ager Umbreni fub nomine, nuper Ofelli 
Dias erat: nulu proprius; fed cedit in ufum 
Nunc mihi, nunc alii. (i) quocirca vivite fortes, 
Fortiaque adverfis opponite pectora rebus. 





' BOOKL EPISTLEL 


TO LORD BOLINGBROKE. 


Sx. Joun, whofe love indulg'd my labours paft, 
Matures my prefent, and fhall bound my Jatt ! 
Why (4) will you break the fabbath of my days? 
Now fick alike of envy and of praife. 

Public toa long, ah let me hide my age! 

See modeft (¢) Cibber now has left the ftage : 
Our generals now, (d) retir’d to their eftates, 
Hatig their.vld trephies o’er the garden gates, 

In life’s cool eveuing fatiate of applaufe, [caufe, 
Nor (¢) fond of biegding, ev’n in Bruntwick’s 


: E 
EPISTOLA L 


Parma die mihi, fumma dicende camena, 

(0; Speclatum fatis, ct donatum jam rude, quaeria, 
Maecenas, iterum antiquo me inch dere lado, 
Non eadem eft actas,non mens (¢) Vianius, armis 
<@) Herculis ad poftem fizis, latet al-ditus agro; 
Ne popuium (¢) extrema tories exoree arena, * 
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(f) A voice there is, that whifpers in my ear, 
(‘Tisreafon’svoice which fometinies one can heer) 
* Friend Pope ! be prudent, let your (g) mule take 

* breath, 
* And never gallop Pegafus to death ; 
© Jet Riff, and flatcly, void of fire or force, 
* You limp, like Blackmore, on a Lord Mayor's 
' “horfe . toy, 

Farewell then (4) verfe, and love, and every 

‘The rhymes and rattles of the man or boy; 






Whar G) sight, what teve, what fit we juflly call, | 


Let this be a!l my care— for this is all : 
To lay this (4) harvelt up, and hoard with hafle, 
‘Woat every day will want, ahd meft, the lait. 
But afk not, to what (4) dodtors | apply? 
Sworn to no matter, of no fect am T: 
‘As drives the (27) form, at any door J knock, 
And houfe with Montague now, or now with 
‘Locke + . 
Sometimes a (n) patriot, ative in dehate, 
‘Mix with the world, and bactle for the ftate, 
Free as young Lytticron, her cavie purfue, * 
‘Still true to wirtud, (0) and as warm as true + 
Sometimes witi cviftippus, or St. Paut, 
Indulge my candonr, and grow all to alls 
Back to my (p) native moderation fide, 
Aud win my way by yieuling tothe tide. — [day, 
(q) Long, a3 to him who works for debt, the 

Long as the night to her whole love's away, 
Long as the year’s dull circle feems to run, 
When the brifk mi tor pants for twenty-one; 

* Bo flow th’ (r) unprofitable moments rell, 
"That lock up all the fundtions of my foul; 

“That keep me from mylesf;-and fill delay 

inftaot bufinefs toa future day : 

at (s) talk, which as we follow, or defpife, © 
"The eldeft is a fool, the youngeft wife + 

| Which done, the pooreft can no wants endure 5 
And which not done, the riche muft be poor. 
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(f) Eft mihi purgatam erebro qui perfonct 
aurem 3 
Solve (g) fenefcentem mature fanus equum, ne 
Peecet ad extremum ridendus, ct ilia ducat. 
Narre itaque et (4) verfus, et cactera ludicra pono : 
Quid (i) veruma arque decens, curo et rogo, et 
omnis in hoc fum t {fim. 
(4) Condo, et compono, quae mox depromere pol 
Ac ne forte roges, (2) quo me duce, quo lare tuter : 
Nullius addidtus jurare in verba mariltri, 
(2) Quo mecunque repit tempeitas, deferor hofpes. 
Nunc agilis fio, et merfor (1) civilibus undis, - 
Vitutis verae cuftos, (0) rigidufque fateltes 
Nunc in Arittippi ( #) furum praccepta relabor, 
Et mibi res, non me rebus, fubjungere conor. ° 
(q) Ut nox longa, quibus mentitar amica; di- 
efque ‘ ae 
Lenta videtur opus debentibus : ut piger apnus 
Pupillis, quos dura premit cuftodia matruga + ~ 
Sic mihi tarda (7) Ruunt ingrataque tempera, 
quae fpem + [quod 
Confiliumque morantur agendi gnaviter (s) id, 
Acque paupcribus prodeft, locupletibes aeque, 
Acque neglectum pueris fenibufque uocebit, | 








‘Cui fit conditio dulcis fine pulvere palmac? 
 () Vilius argentum eff auro. eae 


THE WORKS QF POPE. 


(¢) Late as it is, 1 put myfelf to fchool, 
And [ecl fome (z) contfort, not to be a fool. 
(v) Weak though I am of limb, and fhort of fight,, 
Far from a lynx, and not a giant quite: * 
Pll do what Mcad and Cheictdrn advile, 
To keep thefe limbs, and tx erve thefe eyeg. 
Not to (%) go back, is fomewhat to advance, 
And men muti walk ot ical before they dance. 
Say, does thy (y) blocd rebel, thy bolum mova 
With wretched avarice, or a# wretched love 
Know, there are worlds, and ipells, which can 
controul 
(=) Between the fits this fever of the fovi : 
Know, there are rhymes, which (2) freth any 
freih apply’d : 
Will cure the arram’ft puppy of his pride, 
Be (6) furious, envious, luthful, mad, or drunk 
(0) Slave to awife, or vaffal toa ponk, 3 
A Switz, a High Dutch, or a Low Dutch (¢) bear 
All that we afc is but a patient ear. 
(¢) 'Tis the firll virtue, vices co abhor 5 
And the firft wifdom, to the fuol no more. 
But to the world no (/) bughear is fo great, 
As wait of figure, and 2 finall eftate. 
To cither India fee the merchant fly, 
Scar'd at the fpectre of pale poverty | 
Sce him, with pains of body, pangs of foul, 
Burn through the tropic, freeze beneath the pole} 
Wilt thou dongthing for a nobler end, | 
Nothing, to make philofophy thy friend ? 
To ftop thy foolith views, thy long defires, 
And (z) eafe thy heare of all that it admires? - 
(2) Here Wifdom calls: (i) Seek virtue firft, be 
“bold! 
“ As gold ta filver, virtue is to gold." 
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(4) Reftat, ut his ego me ipfe regam (w) foler~” 
que elementis : _  foeuss 
(v) Non poffis oculo quantum contendere Lyn- 
Non tamen idcirco contemnas jippus inungi: 
Nec, quia defperes inviGti membra Glyconis, 
Nodofa corpus nolis prohibere chiragra. 
Eft quadam prodire () tenus, fi non datur ultra. 
(5) Fervet avaritia, miferoque cupidine pedtus? 
Sunt verba et voces, quibvs hunc lenire dolorem 
Poffis, ct (z) magnam morbitdeponere partem. {te 
Laudis amore tumes ? funt (@) certa piacula, quae 
Ter pure leéto poterarit recreare libelio. ” . 
(4) Invidus,iracundus, iners,vinofus, (c) amator 5 
Nemo (d) adco ferus eft, vt non mitefcere pollit, 
Si modo culturae patientem commodct aurem, 
(e) Virtus eft, vitium fixere ; et fapientia prima, 
Stultizia caruiffe. vides, quae (//) maxima credis 
Eff mala, exiguum cenfun, turpemque repulfam, 
Quanto devites animi capitifque labore. 
finpiger extremos curris mercator ad Indos, 


‘Per (g) mare pauperiem fugiens, per faxa, per 


ignes: 
Ne cures (4) €a, quae ftulte miraris et optas, 


Difcere, ct'audire, et melioricredere non vis? 


Quis circum pagos et circum compita pugnaxy, 
Magna coronari contemhat Olympia, cui {pesy~ 


‘os mirare color* 
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‘EPILOGUE TO. 
fite, if 1 fpare the minifter, no rules 2 : 
of hevour bind me, not to maul his tools 5° _ 
Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be faid : 
Flis faws are toothlefs, and his hatchets lead. 
It anger’d Turenne, once upon a day, 150 
To fee a footman kick’d that took his pay: + 
+ But when he heard. th’ affront the fellow gave, 
Knew one a man pf honour, one a kuave, 
The prudent general turn’d ittoajels co, x 
And begg’d, he'd take the pains to kick the reft : 
‘Which not at prefent having time to do— ‘ 
E, Hold, Sir! for God’s fake, where's th’ affront 
toyou? ory é 
_ Againft your worhhip when had S—k writ? 
‘Ur P—ge pour'd forth the torrent of his wit?.”_ 
Or grant the bard whofe diftich all commend 160 
[In power a fervant, out of power 2 friend] 
To W—le guilty of fome venial fin; 
‘What's that to you who ne’ér was out nor int ? 
The prieft whofe flattery bedropt the crown, 

How hurt he you? he only ftain’d the gown. 
‘And how did, pray, the florid youth offend, 
‘Whole (peech you took, and, gave it tod friend? 

- P.Baith it importe notmuch from whom it cames 
“Whoever borrow'd, could not be to blame, ‘ 
Since the whole joufe did altorwards the fame. 
Let courtly. wita to wits afford fupply, 71 
As hog to hog in huts of Weftphaly; x 
If one, through wacure’s bounty or his lord’s, 
Vas what the frugal dirty foil affords, 
¥rom him the néxt receives it, thick or thin; 

. As pure a mefs almoft agit came in 5 2 
"The bleffed benefit, not thete confin'd, |... 
Drops to the third, who nuzztles clofe behind § 
from tail to mouth, they feed and they caroufe + 
‘The lat fall fairly gives it to the houfe. 180 
. F. This tilthy fimile, this beattly line 

Quite turns my ftomach-> Sea fos 

oR P. So does flattery mine: 

_ And all your couttly civet-cats can vent, 
Perfume to you, to me is excrement 

Bat hear my father—Japhet, 'tis agreed; 

‘Writ not, and Chartresicarce could write or read, 
In all the courts of Pindus guiltlefs quite ; 

But pens can forge, my friend, that cannot write ; 
And mutt no egg in, Japhet’s face be thrown, 
Bécavfe the deed he forg’d was not my own ? 190 
Moft never patriot then declaim at gin, -  ¢ 
Unlefs, good man !,he has been fairly in? 

No zealous paftor blame a failing fpoufe, 

” ‘Without’a ftaring reafon on his brows? 

And tach blafphemér quite efcape the rod, 
Becaufe the infult’s not on. man, but God? 
“Aik you what provocation [have had? y .~ 
“The ftrong antipathy of good to Wad. 
When truth or virtue an affront endures,. .-. . 
Th’ affront is mine, my friend, and fhould be 
Q your Fa, z00 
‘Mine, as a foe profefe’d to falfe pretence, = , 
Who think a coxcombs honour like his fenfes 
: i 





e 





Leas < VARIATIONS. 
: Ver, 185, in the MS. . 

“'Y grant it, Sir; and further ’tis agreed; . 
Japhet writ not, and Chartres fearce could read. 


THE 5ATIRES. 
‘Mine, asa friend to every worthy minds. ‘ 
And mine as man, who fee! for all mankind, 


F. You're ftrangely proud. hee 
‘ P. Sp proud, Lam no ene 
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So impudent, T own niyfelf no knave + 
So odd, my country’s ruin makes me grave, 
Yes, | am’proud; 1 mutt be proud to fee 


‘Men not afraid of God, afraid of mez oe 


Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 210 
Yet touch’d and fham’d by ridicule alone. 


-. Q facred weapon! left for truth’s defence, 


Sole dread of folly, vice, and infolence 
To all but heaven-directed hands deny’d, 


“The mufe may give thee, bat the gods mutt guide: 


Reverend £ touch thee! but with honeft zeal; 
To rouze the watchmen of the public weal, 

To virtue’s work provoke the tardy hall, 

And goad the prelate Dumbering in his ftall : 

Ye tinfel infeéts! whom a court maintains, 22¢ 
That counts your beauties only by your. ftains, 
Spin all your cobwebs o'er the eye.of day! 


i The mufe’s wing fball bruh you all away + 


All his grace preaches, all his lordthip fings, ; 
Ali that makes faints of queens, and god» of kings, 
All, all but truth, drops dead-born from the prefs, 
Like the laft gazette, or, the laft addrefs, 

‘When black ambition ftdins a public caufe, 

A monarch’s fword when mad vain-glory draws, 
Not Waller's wreath can hide the nation’s fear, .. 
Not Boileau-turn the feather to a ftar. agi 

Not fo, when, diadem’d with rays divine, 

Touch’d with the flame that breaks from virtge's 
| Shring, 2 pom Gs Hi 

Her prieftlefs nufe forbids the good to die, 

And opes the temple of eternity.” 

There, other trophies deck the truly brave, 

Than fuch as Auitis cafts into the grave; 

Far other @ars than "and * * wear, 

And may defcend to Mordington from Stairs 

(Such as on Houghs onfully’d mitre fhine, 240 

Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine) 

Let envy how], while heaven’s whole chorus lings, 

And bark at honour not confetr’d by kings 5 ~ 

Let flattery fickening fve the incenfe rife, 

Sweet to the world, and grateful to the fkiess 

Truth guards the, poet, fanctifies the line, 

And makes immortal verfe as mean as ntine. 

Yes, the laft pen for freedom let he draw; 
When truth {lands trembling of the edge of laws 
Here, laft of Britons: let your names be fead ¢ 
Are nohe, none living? let me praife the dead, 
And for that caufe which made your fathets thingy 
Fall by the votes‘of their degenerate line. : 

F. Alas, alas! pray end what you begag, 

And write next winter more Elfaye on Man. 
er en naeertaenaemerrenenseraaeceem edi, 

~ After ver. 227; in the MSv00 0 
Where's now the ftar that lighted Charles to rife? 
With that which Follow'd Julius to the fkies. ..’ 
Angeis, that watch’d the Royai Oak fo weil, 
How clianc'd ye nod; when jucklefs Sorel fell 2 
Hence, lying miracles! fedac’d fo low . 

As to the regal touch and papal tee ; 


-} Hence haughty Edgaz’s titie to the Main, . 
4 Britain’s te Franse, and 


thine te India, Spaip + 
K ij 





tame 
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EPISTLE vit, 
IMITATED IN THE MANN&R OF DR; SWIFT, 


Yrs true, my lord, I gave my word, 
¥ would ba with you, Jane the third; : 
Chang’d it to Auguft, and (in fhort) | 
Have kept it—as you do at court, 
You humour me when Fam fick; 
Why not when ! am fplenetic# 
In town, whar objects could I meet 
‘the shops thut up in every ftreet, ~ 
And funerals blackening all the doors, 
And yet more melancholy whores: 
And what a duft in every’ place ! 
And a thin court chat wants your face, 
And fevers raying up and down, 
And W* and FI"? both in town! 

“ The dog-days are no more the cafe.” 
‘Tig trac, but winter comes apace: 
‘Then fouthward let your bard retire, 

+ Hold out fome months”twixt fun and fire, 
And you fhall fee, the firft warm weather, 
Me and the butterflies topether, 

. My lord, your favours well f know 5 
*Tis with diftindtion you bettow; 

a\nd not to every one that comes, 

Jolt as a Scorfnian does his plums. 

© Pray take them, Sir—Enough’s a feaft : 
“ Eat foe, and pocket up the reft?-——, 
What, rob your boys? thofe pretry roguest 
“ No, Sir, you'll leave them to the hogs.”* 
‘Thus foo's with compliments befiege ye, 

- Contriving never to oblige yc, .” 3 
Scutter your favours on afop,’ » 
Suyratitude’s the certain crop 5 4 
And “tis but jut, PH tell you wherefare, * 
Vou give the things you never cure fore. 
A wife man always is or thould . |. 

Be mighty ready to do goods - 
But makes a difference in his thought 
Berwixt a guinea and a groat, 

-Now this Wl fay, you'll fiad in me 
A fafe companiun aud g frees oa 


Bre if you'd have me always near——~ 
A word, pray, in your honour’s ear, 
! hope it is your refolution 
To give me back my conftitution! 
The {prightly wit, the lively eye, 
Th’ engaging fmile, the gaicty, . 
‘That laugh’d down many a fummer fun, 
And kept you up fo oft till one + 
And all that voluntary vein, 
As when Belinda rais’d my ftrain. 
A weazel once made thift to link 
{n ata corn-loft through a chink; 
But having amply ftuff’d his fkin, 
Could not get out as he got ing : 
Which one belonging to the houfe 
(Twas riot a man, it was a movfe) 
Obferving;cry'd, * You ‘fcape not fo, 
“ Lean as you came, Sir, you mult go.* 
Sir, you may {pare your application, 
I'nino fuch bealt, nor his relation; 
Nor one that temperance advance, 
Cramm'd to the throat with Qrtolanst 
Extremely ready to refign 
All that may make me none of -mine.+~, 
South-Sea fubfcriptions take who pleafe, 
Leave me but liberty and eafe. : 
"fwas what I faid to Craggs and @hild, ° 
Who prais’d my modefty, and fmil’d. 
Give me, I cry’d, (eneugh for me) 
My bread, and independency ! 
‘So bought an aunaal rent or two; 
“And liv'd —~juft as you fee 1 dos 
Near fifty, and without a wife; _ 
{ truft peat finking fund, my life. 
Can I retrench? Yes, mighty well, 
Shrink back to my paternal cell,’ 
A little houfe, with wees a-row, 
And, like its mafter, very low. ~*. 
There dy’d my father, no man’s debtor, 
And there Pil dic, nor werfe nor beter. 
To fet this nratter full before ye, . 
Onr old friend Swift will tell his tory. 
“ Harley, the nation’s great fuppart—~ 
But you may read it, 1 ftep thor, + 
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IMITATIONS OF HORACE, 


IMITATIONS OF HORACE, 


THE LATTER PART OF SATIRE VI’. 


O charming noons! anit nights divine ! 
Or when I fap, or when Idine, 

My friends above, my folks below, 
“Chatting and laughing all-a-row, 

The beans and bacon fet before ’em, 
‘The gracc-cup ferv’d with all decorum : 
Each willing to be pleas'd, and pleafe, 
And even the very dogs at eafe ! 

Here no man prates of idle things, 
How this or that Italian fings, : 
A neighbour’s madnefs, or his fpoufe’s, 
Or what's in either of the houfes : 

But fomething much more our concern, 
And quite a {candal not to learn: 
Which is the happier, of the wifer, 

A man of merit, or a mifer? 

. Whether we ought to choofe our friends, 
For their own worth, or our own ends? 
What good, or hetter, we may call, 

And what, the very beft of all? ; 
Our friend Dan Prior told (you know) 

A talc extremely “a propos :”” 

Name a town life, and in a trice 

Iv had a flory of two mice. ' 

Once on a time (fo runs the Fable) 

A country moufe, right hofpitable, 

Receiv'd a town moufe at his board, 

Juft as a farmer might a lord. 

A frugal moufe, upon the whole, 

Yee lov'd his friend, and had a foal,” 

Knew what was handfome, and would do’t, 

On jut occafion, “ cofite qui cobte.”” 

He brought him bacon (nothing lean ;) 

Pudding, that might have pleas’d a dean; 

Chcefe, fuch as men in Suffolk make, 

* But with’d it Stilton for his fake ; 

Yet, to his gueft though no way fparing, 

He eat himfelf the rind and paring. 

Our courtier fcarce could touch a bit, 

But thow'd his breeding and his-wit; 

He did his beft to feet tu eat, £ 

And cry’d, & f vow-you’re mighty neat. 

* But lord, my friend, this favage feenet 

© For Gad's fake, come, and live with men: 

“ Confider mice, like men, muft die, 

Both final and great, both yow and T: 

© Then fpend your life in joy and fport, 

© (This do@rine, friend, 1 fearn’d at court.) 
‘Phe vericit hermit in the nation 

May yield, God knows, to ftrong temptation. 

Away they came, through thick and thin, 

‘Yo a tall houfe near Lincolu’s-tnn : 

(Twas on the night of a debate, 

When all their lordthips had fat late). 
Behold the place, where if a poet 

Shin'd in defcription, he might fhow it; 

Tell how the nioon-beam trembling falls, 

Aud tips with the filver all the walls; 

Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 

Grotelco rvols, and fkucco floors: 


% See the Arf part in Swiff's Poems. 
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But let it (in a word) be faid, } 
‘The moon was up, and mén a-bed, 
‘The napkin’s white, the carpet red = 


The gucfts withdrawn had left the treat, 

And down the mice fat, “ téte 4 téte.” 
Our courtier walks from dith to difh, 

Taftes for his friend of fowl and fith; 

“fells all their names, lays down the law, 

Que ca eft bon! Ah goftez¢a : 

“« That jelly’s rich, this malmfey healing, - 

“ Pray dip your whifkers and your tail in.” 

Was ever fuch a happy fwain ? 


; He ftuffs fad Coil, and ftaffs again. 


“I'm quite afham’d—’tis mighty rude 
“ To cat fo much—bat all's good, 

“ T have a thoufand thanks to give— 

“ My lord alone-knows how to live.” 

No fooner faid, but from the halt 

Ruth chaplain, butler, dogs and all; - 

“ A rat, a rat! clapto the deor’— 

The cat comes bouncing on the floor. 

O for the heart of Homer’s mice, 

Or gods'to fave them in 2 trice! 

(It was by providence they think, 

For your damn’d ftucco has no chink). 

“ An’t pleafe your honour, quoth the peafant, 
“ This fame defert is not fo pleafant : 

* Give me again my hollow tree, 

* A cruft of bread, and liberty !’” 





BOOK Iv. ODEL 


TO VENUS. 


Acain? new tamults in my breaft ? 

Ah {pare me, Venus! let me, let me reft! 
Tam not now, alas! the man 

As in the geatle reign of my Queen Anne, 
4h, found no more thy foft alarms, 

Nor circle fober fifty with thy charms! 
Mother ton fierce of dear defires ! 

Turh, turn to willing hearts your wanton fires, 
To number five dire dire& your doves, 

There fpread round Murray al} .your bloom« 

ing loves ; meee : 7 

Noble and young, who {trikes the heart 

With every fprightly, every decent part; 
Equal, the injur’d to defend, ae 

‘To charm the miftrefs, or to fix the friend, 
He, with a hundred arts refin’d, 

Shall ftretch thy senqueits over half the kind 
To him each rival fhali fubmit, 

Make but his riches equal to his wit. 
Then fhalt thy form the marble grace, 

{Thy Grecian form) and Chloe lend the face & 
His houfe, embofom’d in the grove, ae 

Sacred to focial life and focial love, 
Shall glitter o'er the pendent green, . 

Where Thames reflects the viftonaty feene : 
‘Thither the filver-founding Iyres * 

Shall call the {miling loves, and young defires ; 
‘There, every grace and mufe fhall throng, 

Fxalt the dance, or animate the fong; 
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‘There youths and nymphs in confort gay, 
_ Shall hail the rifing, clofe the parting cay. 

‘With me, alas! thofe joysare o’er; 

For me the vernal garlands bloom no more, 
Adieu! fond hope of mutual fire, 

The ftill-believing, ftill reuew'd defire ; 
Adicu! the heart-expanding bowl, 

.. And all the kind deceivers of the foul! 

But why? ab teil me, ah too dear! : 

Steals down my cheek th’ involuntary tear? 
Why words fo flowing, thoughts (0 free, 

Stop, or turn nonfenfe, at one glance of thee? 
Thee, deefs'd in fancy’s airy beam, 

Abfent I follow through ih’ extended dream ; 
Now, now I ceafe, 1 clafp thy charms, 

And now you burft (ah cruel!) from my arms; 
And iwiftly fhoot along the Mall, 

Or foftly glide by the canal, 
Now fhown by Cyuthia’g filver ray, 

Atod now of rolling waters fuatch’d away. 


THE WORKS OF POPE. 


PART OF THE NINTH ODE OF TRE FOURTH ROORG 
A FRAGMENT. Us te 
Lesr you thould think that verfe fhall dic, 
Which founds the fiiver Thames along, 
Taught on*the wings of truth to fy 
Akove the reach of vulgar fon; 
Though daring Milton fits fublimc, 
In Spenfer native mutes play ; 





“Nor yet fhall Wafer yield to mine, 


Nor penfive Cowley’s moral tay— 
Sages and chiefs long fince had birth 
Ere Cafar was, or Newton nanyv'd; 
Then rais’d new empires o’er the earth, 
And thofe, new heavens and fyftems fram’s. 
Vain was the chief's, the fage's pride ! 
They had no poet, and they died : 
In vain they fchem’d, in vain they bled! 
‘They had no poet, and are dead. 











MISCELLANIES. 








On receiving frov: the Right Honourable gt ace 
THE LADY FRANCES SHIRLEY, ee 
: A STANDISH AND TWO PENS. ROBERT EARL OF OXFORD, 
AND 
‘Yes, t beheld th’ Athenian queen 
Defcend in al} her fober charnis; oe | EARL MORTIMER. £ 


« And take (the faid, and fmil’d ferene} © 
« Take at this hand celeftial arms, 


“ Secure the radiant weapons wield ; 

“ ‘This golden lance fhall guard defert, 
And if a vice darcs keep the field, 

“« This feel fhall tab it to the beart.”” 


Aw’d, on my bended knees [ fell, 
Receiv'’d the weapons of the fky 5 

And dipp’d them in the fable well, 
‘Vhe fount of fame or infamy. 


# What well? what weapon? (Flavia cries) 
« A ftandith, fteel and golden pen! 

It came from Bertrand’s, sot the fkies; 
“ T gave it you to write again, 


“ 


But, friend, take heed whom yeu attack ; 

« You'll bring a houfe (1 mean of peers) 

© Red, blue, and green, vay white and black, 
eL and all about your cars, 





You'd write as fmooth again on glafs, 
« And ran, on ivory, fo glib, 

Asnot to ftick at feol or afs, 

“ Nor ftop at flattery or fib. 





Athenian queen | and feber charms! 
[tell you, fool, tnere’s nothing in’t 
& Tis Venus, Venus gives thefe arms; ~ 
* In Dryden’s Virgil fee thé print, 


Come, if you'll be a quiet foul, 
«“ That dares telf neither truth nor lies, 
« PILH& you in the harmicfs rotl 

+ Of thole that fing of thefe poor eyes” 





Suen were the notes thy once-lov'd poet fung, 
‘Lill death untimely ftopp’d his tuneful tongue. 
Oh, jut beheld, and loft: admir’d, and mourn’d? 
With fofteft manners, gentleft arts adorn’d! 

Bleft in each feience, bleft in every ftrain ! 

Dear to the mufe! to Harley dear—in vain! 

Por him, thou oft haft bid the world attend, 
Fond to forget the itatefman in the friend; 

For Swift and him, defpis’d the farce of fate, 
The fober follies of the wife and great; 
Dextrous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleas’d to"fcape from flattery to wit. 

Abfent or dead, {till Ict a friend be dear, 

(A figh the abfent claims, the dead a tear) — 
Recal thofe nights that clos’d thy toilfome days, 
Still hear thy Parnell in his living Jays, 
Who, carelefs now of intereft, fame, or fate, 
Perhaps forgets that @xtord e’er was great; 
Or, deeming meancft what we greateft call, 
Beholds thee glorious only in thy fall. 

And fure, if aught below the feats divine 
Can touch immortals, ’tis afoul like thine : 
A foul fapreme, in each hard inftance try‘d, 
Above all pain, and paflion, and all pride, 
The rage of power, the blaft of public breath, 
The Juft of luere, and the dread of death. 

in vain to deferts thy retreat is made ; 
The niufe attends thee to thy filent fade: 
Tis her’s, the brave man’s lateit iteps to trace, 
Re-judge his adts, and dignily difgrace. 

When incereft calls off ali her fncaking train, 
‘And all th’ oblig’d defert, and all the vain 5 

She waits. or to the fcaffoid, or the ccll, 

When the laft lingering friend has bid farewell. 
Ev'n row, fhe fhades thy evening-walk with bay 
(No hircling the, no proftitute to praife); 
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Ev’n now, obfervant of the parting ray, 

Eyes the calm fun-Set of thy various day, 
Through fortune’s cloud one truly great can fee, 
Nor fears to tell, that Mortimer is he, 





EPISTLE 
TO JAMES CRAGGCS, ES. 
Secretary of State in the Year 47 40. 

A sout.as full of worth, as void of pride, -. 
Which nothing feeks to fhow, or needs,to hide ; 
Which nor to guilt, vor'fear, its éaution owes, 
And boafts a warmth that from_no paffén flows : 
A face untaught to feign; a judging eye,'* 
That darts fevere upon a rifing lie,” ’ Q 
And ftrikes a blofh through frontlefs flattery 
All this thou wert; and being this before, _ 
Know, kings and fortune cannot make thee mote! 
Then fcorn to gain a friend by fervile ways, 
Nor with to lofe a foe thefe virtues raife; 
But candid, free, fincere,as.you began, 
Proceed-—-a minifter, but fti!l a man, 
Ye not (exalted to whate’er degree) 
Atham’d of any friend, not ev’n of me + 
The patriot’s plain, but antrod path purfue; 
¥ not, "tis | muft be afiam’d of you. 





EPISTLE 
TO MR FERVAS, 


With Ma. Davorn's Tronflation of Fursnox's 
Art of Painting. 


_ [Thin cpifile, ind the-two following, wete wricten 
~ " fome years before the sefty and originally print- 
ed in £717.) : 


‘Tuts verfe be thine, my friend, sor then refafe 
This, from no venal or ungrateful mufe. 
Whether thy hand ftrike out fome free defign, 
Where Jife awakes, and dawns at every line; 
Or blend in beautéous tinta the colour’d mals, 
And from the canvafs call the mimic face: 
Read thefe inftructive ‘leaves, in which confpire 
Frefnoy's clofe art, and Dryden’s native fire ; 
And reading with, like theirs, oar fate and fame, 
So mix'd our ftudies, and fo join’d our natne; 
Like thetn to thine through Jong fuccceding aye, 
So jult thy fkill, fo regular my rage. . 
Smit with the love of iler-arts we came, 
And met congenial, mingling Bame with flame; 
Like friendly colours found them both umite, 
And cach from each contraé new Mtrength and 
light. 
How oft'in pleafing tafks we wear the day, 
While fummer-funs roll unperceiv'd away ! 
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How oft our flowly-growing works impart, 
While images reflect from art to are! ! 
How oft review; each finding like a friend 
Something. to blame, aad fomething to com- 
mend? 7 
What flattering {cenes our wandering fancy 
- wrought, . - 

Rome's pompous glories rifing to our thought ! 
Together o’ct the Alps methinks we fly, 
Fir’d with ideas of fair Ytaly. . 
With thee on Raphael's monument ¥ mourn; 
Or wait infpiring dreams at Maro’s urn: 
With thee repofe, where -Tully once was laid; 
Or feek fome ruin’s formidable fhade: 
While fancy brings the vanifh’d piles to view, 
And builds imagiary Rome anew. 
Here thy well-Ludied marbles fix our eye; 
A fading frefcé here demands a figh: 
Each heavenly piece unweatied we compare, 
Match Raphael's grace with thy lov'’d Guida's 

7 air, ot? EGO aa Gar 
Carracci’s ftrength, Correggio’s fofter line, 
Paulo's free ftrake, and Vitian’s warmth divine. 

. How-finith’d with ilufrious tuil appears fs 
‘This fal}, well-polift’d gem, the work of years! 
Yee fill how. faint by precept is cxpref-' 

The diving image in the painter's breatt | 
Thence endlefs reams of fair ideas flow, 
Strike inthe fketch, or in the picture glow; 
‘Thence beauty, waking all her forms, {upplies 
An ai "s fweetnefs, or Bridgewater’s eyes. 
Mule! at that name thy facred forrows fhed, 
Thofe tears éternal that embalm the dead; 
Call round her tomb éach object of defire, 
Each purer frame inform'd with purer fire: 
Bid her be all that cheers or fofteus life, ; 
The tender fifter, daughter, friend, and wife : 
Bidher be all that makes mankind adore ; 
Then view this marble, and be vain no moze! 
“Yet fill bet chatms in breathing paint en- 
ages ae 
Her meen cheek fliall'warm a future age. 
Beauty, frail flower, that every feafon fears, 
Blooms in thy colours for a thoufand ye 
‘Thus Churchill's race thall other hearts furprife, 
And other beauties envy Worfley’s eyes ; 
Each pleafing Blount fhatl endlefs fmiles befow, 
And foft Belinda’s blufh-for ever glow. 
Oh, lafting as thofe colours may they thine, 
Free as thy flroke, yet fatdslefs as thy fine ; 
New graces ycarly like thy works difplay, 
Soft without weakuefs, without glaring gay; 
Led by fome rule, that guides, but not con- 
ftrains ; 
And fioith'd more through happinc{s than pains! 
‘The kindred arts fhall in their praife con{pire, 
One dip the pencil, and one firing the lyre. 
Yet thould the graces all thy figures place, 
And breathe an air divine on cvery face 5 | 
Yet thould the mufes bid my numbers roll 
Strong: as their charms, and gentle as their foul ¢ 
With Zeuxis’ Helen thy Bridauwater vie, 
And thefe be fung till Granville’s Myra die; 
Alas! how little from the grave we claim! 
H Thou but preferv'ft a face, ind 1 a name. 
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EPISTLE 
TO MISS BLOUNT, 


WITH THE WORKS OF VOITUREs 


In thefe gay thoughts the loves and graces fhing, 


‘And all the writer lives in every line 

His cafy art may happy natare feem, 
; Trifles themielves ere elegant in bim, 
4. Sure to charm all was his peculiar fare, . 
‘Who without flattery pleas’d the fair and great; 
Stil with efteem no lefs convers'd than reads" 





‘With wit well-natur'd, and with books well-bred:: 


His heart, his miftrefs, and his friend did thare ; 
His time, the mufe, the witty and the fair. 
"Thus wifely careless, innocently gay, 

Cheerful he play’d the trifle, life, away; 

Pill fate fearce felt his’'gentle breath Iuppreft, 
As finiling infants fport themfelves to reft, 

Ev'n rival wits did Voiture’s death deplore, 


And the gay mourn’d who never mouin’d befores 


"The truett hearts for Voiture heav’d with figha, 
Voiture was wept by all the brighteft eyes: 


"Vhe fmiles and lowes had died in Voiture's death, 


But that for ever in his Jimes they breathe. 
Let the fkri@ life of graver mortals be 

A long, exact, and ferious comedy 3 

In every fcene forme mortal let it teach, 

And, if it can, at once both pleafe and preach. 

‘Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, 

And more diverting full than reguar, 

Have humour, wit, a native eafe and grace, 


"Though not too ftri@ly bound to time and place + 


Critics in wit, or life, are hard to pleafe 5 
Few write to thofe, and’none can live to thefe. « 


‘Too much your fex are by their forms confin'd, ' 


Severe to all, but moft to womankind; 


Cultom, grown blind with age, mutt be yonr guide; 


Your pleafure is a vice, but not your pride ; 
By nature yielding, ftubborn but for fame; 


Made flaves by honour, and made fools by fhame. 


Marriage may all thofe petty tyrants chafe, 
But jets up one, a greater ‘in their place : 


Well might you woth for change by thofe accurft, 


But the lait tyrant ever proves the wort. 
Still in couftraint your fuffering fex remains, _ 
Or bound in formal, or in real chains: . 

* Whole years neglected, for Some nionths ador'd, 
‘The fawning fervant turns a haughty lord. | 
Ah, quit not the free innocence of life, 


+. For the dull glory of a virtuous wife ; 


Nor let falfe hows, nor empty titles pleafe : 
Aim not at joy, but reft content with eafe. , 


‘The gods, to curfe Pamela with her prayers, 


Gave the gilt cozch and dappled Flanders mares, 
The thining robes, rich jewels, beds of fate, 
‘And, to complete her blifg, a foo$ for mate. 

She glares in balls, front boxes, and the ring, 

A vain, unquiet, glittering, wretched thing! 


Pride, pomp, and fate, but reach her outward 


part; 
She fight, and is no duchefe at her heart. 
Bur, madam, if the fates withitand, and you 
Age delin’d Hymen’s willing vidkim too; 





| Good-humour only teaches charms to Jatt,” 














| The brightelt eyes 


| She went from oper: 


“To pai 
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Truft not too much your now refiftiefs charms, : 
Thofe, age or ficknefs, foon or late difarms = 





Still makes new conquefts, and maintains the p 
Love, rais’d on beauty, will like that decay, 
Our hearts may bear its fender chain a day 5 
‘As flowery bands in wantonnels are worn, 
A morning’s pleafure, and at evening torn; 
is hinds in ties more eafy, yet more ftroug, 
ing heart, apd cnly holdg it long. 
Mojture’s carly care ftill thone the fame, 
And ‘Momthaufier was only chang’d in name; 
By this, ev’a now they live, ev’n now they charm, — 
‘Their wit Mill {parkling, and their flamesftill warm, . 
Now crown’d yeith myrtle, on th’ Hlykan coat," 
Ainid thofe lovers, joys his gentle ghoft : - 
Pleas'd, while, with {miles his happy lines you view. 
And finde a fairer YOY) 
Phe brighteft ¢; Erance infpis’d his. cry 
frien coe pevoiey 
-And dead, as living; ‘tis our author's pride 


‘Pui to cbatm thote. who charm, the world befidey 






















«TO THE SAME. 
Ox ber Leaving ye, Toon after the Coronation, 1758S. 


As fome fond virging whom her mother’s care’ 4 
Drags frogs the town"to wholcfome country. air? 
Juit when the foargs to toll a melting eye, - 
‘And hear afpark, yet think no danger nigh; ° 
From the deaf man unwilling the muft fever,’ 
Yet takes oneckifs before the parts for'ever : 
Thus from the world fair. Aephatinda flew, 
Saw othere happy, and with fighs withdrew; 
Not that their pleafures caus’d her difcontent, 
She figh'd, not that they flay’d, ‘but that the went, 
“She went tq plain-work, and to purling brooks, 
Old-fathion’d halig, dull sosts, and croaking rookst 
“opera, park, affembly, play, 
To moraing-welks, and prayers three hours a-day5 
tt her time *twixt reading and bohea, «*~ 
To mufes aiid fpill het totitary tea ; 
Or o'er cold coffee trifle with the {poon,” 
Count the flow lock, and dine exact at noon; 
Divertisber oyes with:pi@ures in the firg, 
Hum half «tung, tell Wosies to the ‘fquite ; 
Up to-her godly garret alter ‘fever, 
There ftarye and.pray, Seq that’s the way tt: : 
Some "{quite, perhaps, you fake delight to,rack 5 
‘Whole gagm is whift, whofe treat a toalt in-fack ¢ 
‘Who vifits with a gun, prefents you birds, 
Then gives.a-{macking bute, and cries——no words! 
Or with his hounds comes hallooing {rem the 
ftable,, . 
Makes love with nods, and. knocs beneath a table 5 
Whofe laughs are hearty, though his jes are 








coarie, i 

And loves you beft of all things—but his horfe, 
- lei fome fair evening, on your elbow laid, 

You dream of triumphs in the rural thade; 

In penfive thought recal the fancy’d feene, 

See coronations rife on every green ; 
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Befors you pafs th’ imaginary fights 
Of lords, and earls, and dukes, and garter'd knights, 
‘While the fpread fan o’erfhades your clofing eyes;' 
‘Then give one flirt, and all the vifion flies, 
Thus vanith fceptres, coronets, and balls, 
And leave you. in lone woods, or empty walls! 

So when your flave, ac fome-dear idle time, 
(Not . plagi’d with headachs, or the waut of 

rhyme), 

Stands in the ftreets, abftrated from the crew, 
And while he feems to ftudy, thinks of you. 
Juit when his fancy pointe your fprightly eyes, 
Or fees the bluhh of foft Parthenia rife, 
Gay pats my fhoulder, atid you vanith quite, 
Streets, chairs, and coxcombs, rufh upon my fight ; 
Vex'd to be ftill in town, { knit my brow, 
ook four, and hum a tune, as you may now. 





‘THE BASSET-TABLE, 


(AN ECLOGOUE. 


CARDELIA, SMILINDA, 


. CARD ELIA, 
" Tur baffet-table fpread, the tallier come ; 
Why flays Smilinda in-the drefling-room ? 
Rife, peniive nymph ; the taltier waits for you, 
here 8MILINDA- 
Ah, madam, fince my tharper is untrue, 
¥ jovvefs make my once-ador’d Aipheu, 
Ffhivr him ftand behind Ombrelia's chair, 
_ Ana whriper with that fott, deluding air, 
And tole feyn’d fighs which cheat the liften- 
ing fair, 
CARDELIA, 
terhisthe caufe of your romantic trains ? 
A mightier grief my heavy heart fattains, 
* Asyou by love, fo by fortune crf ; 
One, one bad deal, three Septlevas have loft. 
ae ° SMILINDA. * 
Ys that the grief, which you compare with mine? 
“With ¢afe, the froiles of fortune U refign : 
Would all my gold in one bad deal were gone, 
Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine alone, 
. CARDELIA. 
A lover Joft, is but a common care; 
And prudentenymphs againft that change prepare ; 
“Fhe knave of clubs thrice loft; Oh! who could 
guefs : 
"This fatal ftroke, this unforefeen diftrefs? 
SMILINDA, . 
See Betty Lovet! very 4 propos, 
She all the cares of love and play does know ¢ 
Dear Betty fhall th’ important point decide 5 
Betty, who oft the pain of each has try’d: 
_ Impartial, fhe fhall fay who fuffers mot, 
By cards, ill ulage, or by lovers loft. 
cE LOVET 
Tell, tell your, gricfe; attentive will I Ray, 
Though time is precious, aud 1 want fome tea. 
CARDS LIA, 
Behold this equipage, by Mathers wronght, 
fifty guineas (a great penn’ worth) bought. 
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See, on the tooth-pick, Mars and Cupid tlrivez 
And both the ftrugeling figures fecm alive, 
Upon the bottom fhines the queen’s bright face ; 
A myrtle foliage round the thimble-cafe ; 
Jove, Jove himfelf does on the feiffars thine ; 
The ntetal and the workmanthip divine! 
_ SMILINDA. 
This fauff-box—once the pledge of Sharper’s love, 
When rival beauties for the prefent ftrove ; 
At Corticelli’s he the raffle won: ff 
‘Then firft his paffion was in public fhown : 
Wazardia blufh’d, and turn’d her head afide, 
A rival's envy (allin vain) to hide. 
This fnuff-box,—on the hinge fee brilliants thine! 
‘This fouff-box will I ftake; the prize is mine. 
CARBELIA. 
Alas! far leffer loffes than I bear, 
Have made a foldier figh, a lover fwear. 
And oh! what makes the difappointment hard, 
* Twas my own lord that drew the fatal card. 
In complaifance, I took the queen he gave ; 
Though my own fecret with was for the knave. 
The kuave was Sonica, which! had chofe ; 
And the next pall, my Seprieva f lofe. 
SMILINDA. 

But ah! what aggravates the killing fmart, 
The cruel thought, that ftabs me to the heart 5 
This curs’d Ombrelia, this undoing fair, 

By whofe vile arts this heavy grief I bear; 

she, at whofe name I fhed thofe fpiteful tears, 

She owes to me the very charms fhe wears. 

An awkward thing, when firft fhe came to town; 

Her thape wrifafhion’d, and her face unknewn : 

She was my friend ; I taught her firft to fpread 

Upon her jallow cheeks enlivening red : 

J incroduc’d her to the park and plays; 

And by my intereft, Cozens made her ftays. 

Ungrateful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert, , 

she dares to fteal my favourite lover's heart! 
CARDELIA. 

Wretch thae I was! how often have I fwore, 

When Winnal tally’d, { would punt no more ! 
{ know the bite, yet to my rw run; 
And fee the folly which F cannot fhun, 
SMILINDA. ' 

How many maids bave Sharper’s vows deceiv'd. 
How many curs’d the monient they believ'd ! 
Yet his known falfchoods could no warning prove ; 
Ah! what is warning to a maid in love? 

CARDELIA. 

But of what marble muit that breaft be form’d, 
To gaze on Baffet, and remain unwarm’d ? y 
When kings, quecns, knaves, are fet in decent 

rank; 
Expes’d is: glorious heaps the tempting bank, 
Guineas, half-guineas, all the fhining train 5 
The winner’s pleafure, and the lofer’s pain : 
in bright contufion open rouleaus lie, 
They ftrike the foul, and glitter in the eye. 
Fir’d by the fight, all reafor | difdain ; 
My paflions rife, and will not bear the rein. 
Look upon Baffet, you who reafon beak ; 
And fee if reafon mutt not there be loft. 

SMILINDA. 

What more than marbiemuft thutheart compofe 

Can hearken coldly to my Sharper’s vows! 
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Thee, when he trembles! when his blufhes rife } 
When awfullove feems melting in his eyes ! 
With eager heats his Mechlin cravat moves = 
He loves—! whifper to myfelf, he loves ! 
Such unfeign'd paffion in his looks appears, ‘ 
ji lofe my memory of my former fears; 
My pantiog heart confeifes all his charms, 
T yield at once, and fink into his arms, 
"Think of that mament, you who prudence boatt ; 
: For fuch a moment, prudence well were loft. 
7 |) CARDELIA. 

At the groom-portér's, batfer’d bullies play, 
Some dukes at Marybone bow! time away. 
Rut who the bowl, or, rattling dice compares 
"To Ballet's heavenly joys, and pleafing ‘cares? 

SMILINDA. 

Soft Simplicetta doate upon 2 beau ; 
Prudina hikes a man, and laughs at fhow. 
Vheir feveral graces in my Sharper meet; ° 
Strong ds the tootman, as the matter dweet- 

LOVET. 


Ceafe your contention, which has been too long;- 


I grow inipatient, and the tea’s too trong, 
Attend, and yield to what IL now. decide ; 
The equipage fhall grace Smilinda’s fide + 
‘The {naff-box to Cardelia T decrees... 
‘Now leave complaining, and begim your tea. 





VERBATIM FROM. BOILEAU. 
UN JOUR, DIT UN AUTEUR, Ke. 


Once (fays an author, where I need not fay), * 
‘Two travellétsfoiind an dyfter in their ways 
Both fierce, both hungry ; the difpute grew ftrong; 
While feale in hand Sine Joftice pate’d along. 
ctore he each with claniour pleads the laws, 
Explain’d the matter, and wonld win the canfe. 
pame fuitice weighing long the doubtful righ, 
Takes, opeus, fwallows it, before their fight. 

The caufe of ftrife remov'd fo rarely well, 

There take (fays Juftice) take you each a fhell- 
‘We thrive at Weitminfter on fools like you + 

> Twasa fat oyfter--Live in peace-—-Adicy. * 


—— 


ANSWERTO THE FOLLOWING QUESTION 
OF MRS. HOWE. 


> Wuar 1s pavpery? 

"Tis a beldam, 
Seen with wit and beauty feldom, ~ “ 
°Tis a fear that farts at fhadows. 
"Tis (no, ‘tis n'¢)-like Mifs Meadows. 
‘Tis a virgin hard of feature, ‘ 
Old, and void of all good. nature 5 
Lean and fretful; would feem wile, 
Yet plays the fool before the dies. 
* Tis an ugly, envious fhrew, 
'y Hat cails at dear Lepell and you. 






sq 
OCCASIONED BY SOME VERSES OF HIS GRACE THE 
DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 


Muss, ’tis enough : at length the labour ends, . : 
And thou fhalt live, for Buckingham commends. 


_| Let crowds of critics now my verfe affail, 


Let Dennis write, and namelefs numbers rai] + 
‘This more than pays whole years of thanklefs pain, 
‘Time, health; and fortune, are not loft in vain,” 
Sheffield approves, confenting Phoebus bends, , 
And Land malice from this hour are friends, 





A PROLOGUE 
BY MR. POPE, 


0 @ Play for Mv, Dennis's Benefit, in-%733, whey 
be was Old, Blind, and in great Diftrefi; a little by 
fore bis Death. 


As when that hero, who in each campaign 
Had brav'd the Goth, and many a Vandal flai 
Lay fortune-ftruck, a fpectacle of woe ! 
Wept:by each friend, forgiv’n by every foe z.. 
Was there.a generoai, a reflecting mind, : 

But pitied Belifarius old and blind? 

Was there a chief but melted at the fight? . 

A common foldicr, but who clubb’d his mite? - 
Such, fuch emotions fhould in Bricons rife, 
When prefs'd by want and weaknefs Deanis lied}* 
Dennis, who Jong had warr'd-with modern Huns,” 
Their quibbles ronted, and-sefy’d their puns, 
A defperate bulwark, fturdy, firm, and fierce, 
Againtt the Gothic fonsof frozen verfe : 

How chang’d from him who made the boxes groan, 
And fhook the ftage with thunders all his own! 
Stood up to dafh each vain pretender’s hope, 

Maul the French tyrant, or pull down the Pope! 
if there's a Briton then, true bred and born, 

Who holds dragoons arid, wooden fhoes in {corn} 
If there’s a critic of diftinguith'd rage ; 

If there’s a fenior, who contémpia this age; 

Let him to-night his.juft affiftance lend. 

And he the critic’s, Briton’s, old man’s friend, 








PROLOGUE TO SOPHONISBA, 


BY POPE AND MALLET, 


Fair, o'er the weftern world, renew'd its hi 
With arte arifing, Sophonifba.rofe : 
‘The tragic mufe, returning, wept: her woen, 
With her th’ Italian feene firft learn’d to glow 
And the firft tears for her were taught te flows 
Her charms the Gallic mufes next infpir'd : 
Corneille himfelf faw, wonder’d, and was fit'd. 
What foreign theatres with pride have fhowyy 


Wuew learning, after the long Gothic nighe 


Britain, by jufter title, makes her own, ° 
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‘When fscedom is the caule, ‘tis her’s to fight ; 
And her’s, when freedom is the theme, tu write, 
For this a Britifh author bide again 

"The heroine rife, to grace the Britith {cene. 
Here, as in life, fhe breathes her genuine flame: 
She afks, what bofom has not felt the fame : 

Aske of the Britith youth—fe filence there ? 

She dares to afk it of the Britith fair. 

To-night, our home-fpun author would be true, 

At once, to nature, hiftory, and you. 

‘Well pleas’d to give our neighbours due applaufe, 
He owns their Iearning, but difdains their laws. 

ae Jfot to his patient touch, or happy flame, 

*Tis to his Britifh heart he truits for fame. 

"YE France excel him in one freeborn thought, 
‘The man, as well as poet, is in fault. 

Nature! informer of the poet's art, 

“Whofe force alone can raife or melt the heart, 
‘Thou art his guide; each: paffion, every line, 
‘“Whate’cr he draws to pleafe, mutt all be thine. 
Be thon his judge: in every candid breaft, 

Thy filent whilper is the facred teft. 





MACER: 
om A CHARACTER, 


Wuen fimple Macer, now of high renown, 
Firft fought a poet’s fortune in the town, 
*Twas'all th’ ambition his high foul could feel, 
To wear red ftockings, and to dine with Stcel, 
Some ends of verfe his betters might afford ; 
And gave the harmlefs fellow a good word ; 

Set up with thefe, he vertur'd on the town, 
And with a borrow'd play out-did poor Crown, 
‘There he ftopp’d fhort, nor fince has writ a title, 
But has the wit to make the moft of little : 

Like ftunted hide-bound trees, that juft have got 
Sufficient fap at once to hear and rot. 

Now he begs verfe, and what he gets commends, 
Not of the wits, his foes, but fools his friends. 

So fome coarfe country wench, almoft decay'd, 
‘Trudges to town, and firft turns chambermaid ; 
Aukward and {upple, each devoir to pay, 

She flatters her good lady twice a-day; 

‘Thought wondrous honeft, though of mean degree, 
Aud ftrangely Jik’d for her finyplicity : 

tn a tranilaced fuic, then trics the town, 

With borrow’d pins, and patches not her own + 
But juft endur’d the winter she began, 

ind in four months a batter’d harridan. 

Now nothing left, but wither’d, pale, and fhrunk, 
'y bawiMfor others, and go fhares with punk. 


TO MR. JOHN MOORE, 


AUTHOR OF THE CELEBRATED WORM-TOWDER. 





| How much, egreginas Moore, ate we 
Deceiv'd by thows 2nd forms! 
Wohate'er we think, what."er we fcr, 
Aj) humankind are were. 
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Man isa very worm by birth, 
Vile, reptile, weak, and vain! 
A while he crawls upon the earth, 
‘Then fhrinks to earth again. 


That woman is a worm, we find 
E’er fince our grandame’s evils 
She firft convers’d with her own kind, 
That ancient worm the devil. 


‘The learn’d themfelves we book-worms name, 
The blockhead is a flow-worm ; : 
The nymph whofe tail is all on flame, 
Is aptly term’d a glow-worm : 


The fops are painted butterflies, 

That flutter for a day; 
Firft from a worm they take thcir rife, 
« And in 2 worm decay. 


The flattercr an earwig grows; 
Ahus worms fuit all conditions. 

Milers are inuckeworms, filk-worms beaux, 
And death watches phyficians. 


‘That ftatefmen have the worm, is feen 
By all their winding play; 

Their conicience isa worm within, 
That guaws them night and day. 


Ah Moore! thy {kill were well employ’d, 
And greater gain would rife, 

If thou could(t make the courtier void 
The worm that never dies! 


O learned friend of Abchurch-lane, 
Who fett’tt our entrails free ; 

Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 
Since worms fhail eat ev’n thee. 


Our fate thou only canft adjourn 
Some few fhort yearr, no more! 

Ev’n Burton’s wits to worms fhall turn, 
Who maggots were befare. 


SONG, BY A PERSON OF QUALITY, 
. 


WRITTEN IN TRE YEAR 1733) 


% 
Fierrerine fpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart; 
Ia flave in thy dominions; 
Nature muft give way to art. 
th 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o’er your flocks, 
See my weary days confuming, 
All beneath yon flowery rocks, 
pita 
Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping, 
Moutn’d Adenis, darling youth ; 


| Him the boar, in filence creeping, 


Gord with ing tuoth 





MISCELLANSES. 


wy 
Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers ; 
Fair difcrétion, ftring the lyre ; 
Sooth my ever-waking flumbers : 
Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 
v 


Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Ami’d in adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the cryftal mirrors, 
Watering foft Elyfian plains. 
vi 


ih 
Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia’s brows, 
Morpheus hovering o'er my pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 
Vite 
Melancholy fmooth Maander, 
Swiftly purling in a round, 


On thy margin lovers wander, . 
With thy flowery chaplets crown’d, ‘cs 
vin, * 


Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly fecks her filent mate, 

See the bird of Juno fooping ; 
Melody refigns to fate, 





ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. 


1 xxaw the thing that’s moft uncommon 5 
(Lavy be filent, aad attend iB) 
I kuow a reafonable woman, 
Handfome and witty, yet a friend. 
Not warp'd by paffion, aw’d by rumour 5 
Not grave through pride, nor gay through folly 
An equal mixture of goad-humour, 
And fenfible foft melancholy. 


* Has fhe no faults then, (Envy fays) Sir ?” 
Yes, the has one, | muft aver : 

When all the world confpires to praife her, 
The woman's deaf, and does not hear. 


ON II3 GROTTO AT TWICKENHAM, 
Compafed of Murble, Spars, Gems Ores, and Minerals. 


Tuou who thale op, where Thames’ tranflucent 
wave 

Shines a broad mirror through the fhadowy cave ; 

‘Where lingering drops from mineral roofs diftil, 

And pointed cryftals break the {parkling rill, 

Minpolith’d gems no ray on pride bellow, 

And latent metals innocently glow ; 

‘Approach. Great Nature ftudioufty behold ! 

“And eye the mine without a with for gold. 

Approach: but awful! Jo! th’ Adgerian grot, 

‘Where, nobly penfive, St. John fat and thought; 

Where Britith fighs from dying Wyndham ttole, 

‘And the bright flame was fhot through March- 
mont’s foul. 

Let fuch, fuch only. tread this facred floor, 

a Who dare to love their country, and be poor. 
Vou. Va 
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TO MRS, M. B. ON HER BIRTH-DAY.- 


. 

Ou, be thou bieft with all that heaven can fend,: 

Long "health, long youth, lung pleafure, and 's 

friend : 

Not with thofe toys the female world admire, 

Riches that vex, and vanities that tire. 

With added years, if life bring nothing new, 

But like a fieve let every blefling through, 

Some joy itill loft, as each vain year rups oer, 

And all we'gain, fome fad reflection miore 5 © 

Is that a hirth-day ? "tis alas! coo clear, 

*Tis but the funeral of the former year. 1e 
Let joy or eafe, let affluence or content, 

And the gay conicience of a life well fpent, 

Calm every thought, infpirit every grace, © 

Glow in thy heart, and fmile upon thy face. 

Let day improve'on day, and year on years, 

Without a pain, a trouble, ora feat 5 7 

"Til death unfelt that tender frame deftroy, . 

In fome foft dream, er ecftaly of joy, 

Peaceful fleep out the Sabbath of the tomb, 

“And wake to raptures in a life te come. 





VARIATION. 

Ver. rs. Originally thus in the MS, 
And oh, fince death mut that fair frame deftrog, 
Die, by fome fudden ecftaty of joy; : 
In fome foft dream may thy mild foul remove, : 
And be thy lateft gafp a figh of love. 





TO MR THOMAS SOUTHERN, 
ON HIS BIRTHDAY, 1742 


Reston’p to live, prepar’d to die, 

With not one fin, but poetry, 

This day Tom’s fair account has run 

( Without a blot) to eighty-oric, 

Kind Boyle, before his poct, lays 

A table, with a cloth of bays; 

And Ireland, mother of fweet fingers, 
Prefents her harp {till to his fingers. 

‘The feat, his towering genius-m«rke. 

In yonder wild.goofe and the larks! 

The muthrooms fhow his wit was fudden't 
And for his judgment, lo, a pudden! 

Roatft beef, though old, proclaims him ftout, 
And grace, although a bard, devout. 

May Tom, whom heaven fent down to raife 
The price of prologues and of plays, 

Be every birth-day more a winner, 

Digeft his thirty-thoufandth dinner ; 

Walk to his grave without reproach, 

And fcorn a rafeal and a coach, 


TO LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE, 





1 
Ix beauty, or wit 
No mortal as yet 


u 
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To queftion yonr empire hap dar’d ; 
But men of difcerning 
Have thought the: in learning, 
To yield to a lady wag hard. 
Ir. 
Impertinent {chools, 
With mufty dull rules, 
Hlave reading to females deny'd : 
So Papifts refufe 
The Bible to ule, 


_ Left flocks thould be wife as their guide. 


im. 
"T'was a woman at firft, 
(indeed fhe was curft) 
fn knowJedge that tafted delight, 
And fages agree 
The laws thould decree 
To the firf of poffeffors the right. 
Iv. 
‘Then bravely, fair dame, 
Refume the oid claim, 
Which te your whole fex does belong ; 
And let men receive, 
From a fecond bright Eve, 


“The knowledge of right, and of wrong. 
2 x 


* But if the firt Eve 
‘Hard doom did receive, 
Wy one apple had fhe, 
at a punifhment new 
Shall be found out for you, 
Who tafting, have robb’d the whole tree? 





THE YOURTH EPISTLE 
OF THE FIRST BOOK OF HORACE, 


A Modern Imitation, 
Say, * &t, John, who alone perofe 
With candid eye, the mimic mufe, 
‘What {fchemes of politics, or laws, 
An Gallic lands the patriot draws! 
Is then a greater work in hand, 


+ ‘Than all the tomes of Haines’s band 2 
. Or thoots he folly as it flies? 


“ Of catches m-nners as they rife?” 

Or, urg'd by unquench'd native heat, 
Does St. John Greenwich fports repeat ? 
‘Where (emulous of Chartres’ fame) 


. Ev’n Chartres’ felf is fearce a name. 


+ To you (th’ all-envy’d gift of heaven) 


. Th’ indulgent gods, unatk’d, have given 


A form complete in every part, 


And, to enjoy that gift, the art. 


+ What could a tender mother’s cgre 
‘With better, to her favourite heir, 





Ad Albium Tibullum. 

* Albi, noftrorum fermonurn candidle juder, 
Buid nunc te dicam facere in regione Pedana ? 
Seribere, quod Coffi Parmenfis opufewla vinzat ? 

‘Di tibi formam 
Di tibi divitias dederant, artemque fruendi. 
$ Quid veveat dulei nutricula majus alumne, 


Quam Sapere, et fari paffet qua fentiat, et oxi 





| Scboef. 


‘Than wit, and fame, and lucky hours, 
A ftock of health, and golden thowers; 
And graceful fluency of fpeech, 
Precepts before unknown to teach ? 

© Amidft thy various ebbs of fear, 
And gleaming hope, and black defpair 
Yet let thy friend this truth impart; 

A truth f tell with bleeding heart, 
(in juftice for your labours paft) 

+ That every day thal! be your lait; 
That every hour you life renew 

1s to your injur’d country due. 

In foight of fears, of mercy fpight, 
My gemus ili mutt rail, and write. 
Hafle to thy Twickenham’s fafe retreat, 
And mingle with the grumbling great : 
There, half devour'd by fpleen, you'll find 
"The rhyming bubbler of mankind; 
There (objects of our mutual hate) 
We'll ridicule both cherch and ftate. 


EPIGRAM ON MRS. TOFTS, 


A bandfome woman with a fine voice, but very covg- 
tous and proud ||. 


So bright is thy beauty, fo charming thy fong, 

As had drawn both the beafte and their Orpheus 
along ; - 2 

Bur fach is thy avarice; and fich is thy pride, 

‘That the beats muft have ftary’d, and the poct 
haye died. 





EPIGRAM 
ON ONE WHO MADE LONG EPtTArHS §, 
Farrenn, for your epitaphs J'm griev'd, 
Where ftill fo much is faid; 


One half will never be deliev'd, 
‘The other never read. 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 


On bis painting far me the Statues of Apollo, Penus, 
and Hercules, : 


Wnuart god, what genius did the pencil move 
When Kneller painted thefe ? 








Gratia, fama, valetude contingat abunde, 
non deficiente erumena ? ‘ 

* Inter fpem, curamgue, timores inter ef iras, 

t Omnem crede diem tibi diluxiffe fupremum. 
Me pinguem, et nitidum bere curata cute vifes, 
Cum ridere veles Epicuri de grege porcum. 

I This epigram is inferited to Pope by Sir Fobm 
Hawhins in big, Hiflory of Mujic. 

§ Dr. Robert Friend, Head Mafter of Wefim 








* MISCELLANIES. 


*Twas Friendthipe-warm as Phebus, kind as { Luxarious lobfter-nights, farewell, 


Love, 
And flrong as Hercules. 


ee 


* A FAREWELL TO LONDON 


IN THE YEAR 3775. 


Bear, damo’d, diftracting town, farewell! 
Thy fools no more I'll teaze = 

This year in peace, ye critics, dwelt, 
Ye harlots, fleep at cafe! 


Soft B and rough C=, adieu! 
Ear] Warwick make your moan, 

The lively Hk and you 

“May knock up whores alone. 


To drink and droll be Rowe allow’d 
Till the third watchman toll ; 

Let Jervais gratis peim, and Frowde 
Save threepence and his foul, 





Farewell Arbuthnot's raillery 
On every learned fot; 

Avd Garth, the bef good Chriftian he, 
Although he knows it not. 


Lintot, farewell! thy bard muft go; 
Farewell, unhappy Tonfon ! 

Heaven gives thee, for thy lofs of Rowe, 
Lean Philips, and fat Johnfon. 


Why thould I ftay ? Both parties rage; 
My vixen miftrefs (qnalls ; 

The wits in envious feuds engage; 
And Homer (dama him‘) calls. 


The love of arts lies cold and dead 
In Halifax’s urn; 

And not one mufe of all he fed, 
Has yet the grace to mourn. 


My friends, by turns, my friends confound, 
Betray, and are betray’d 

Pour Y-—"s fold for fifty pound, 
And B———Il is a jade. 


, Why make I friendfhips with the great, 
When I no favour feck? 

Or follow girls feven hours in eight 2d 
T anced but once a week, 


Scill idle, wich a bufy air, *€ 
Deep whimfies to contrive 

The gaycft valecudinaire, 
Moft shinking rake alive. 


Solicitous far others ends, 

ugh fond of dear repofes 

Carelels or drowfy with my friends, - 
«Aad frelic withmy foes. 





For fober, ftudious days! 
And Burlington’s delicious meal, 
For fallads, tarts, and peafe! - 


Adieu to all but Gay alone;- 
Whofe foul, fincere and free, 
Loves ali mankind, but flatters none, 
And fo may ftarve with.me, 





A DIALOGUE, 


Pope. Since my old friend is grown fo great, 
As to be Minifter of State, 
Tm told (bur ’tis pot true 1 hope) 
‘Yhat Cragge will beafham'd of Pope. 


Craggs. Alas: if 1am fucha creature, 
To grow the worfe for growing greater ; 
Why faith, in fpite of all my brags, 
‘Tis Pope mutt be afham’d of Craggs. 





EPIGRAM, 


Engravied on the Collar of a Dog, which few bahie 
Royal Highnefi. i : 


Tam his Highnefs’ dog at Kew; 
Pray tell me, Sir, whole dog are you? 


EPIGRA™M, 


Occafioned by-an ‘Invitation to Court, 


In the lines that you fent, are the Mufes and. @rd-" 
ces 5 {your faces, 
You've the Nine in your wit, and the Three in 





ON AN OLD GATE. 
ERECTED IK CHISWITK GARDENS. 


O Gate, how eam’ft thou here? 

Gate, 1 was brought from Chelfea laft year, 
Batter’d with wind and weather. 
Inigo Jones put me together, - 

Sir Hans Sloane 

Let me alone: 
“Burlington brought me hither, 

1742. 


—_—_——— 
A FRAGMENT. 


Wuar are the falling rills, the pendant fhades, 


“fhe morning bowers, the evening colonnades, < 


hii A 
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But foft receffes for th’ uneafy mind 

‘To figh unheard in, to the paffing wind ! 

So the ftruck deer, in fome fequefter’d part, 
Lies down to dic (the arrow in his heart) ; 
here hid in fhades, and wafting. day by day, 
Ynly he bleeds, and pants his foul away. 


VERSES LEFT BY MR. POPE, 


On bis lying in the fame Bed which Wilmet the cele» 
brated Lark of Rochefler flopt in, at Adderbury, then 
belonging tothe Duke of Argyll, July 9th. 1739. 


‘Wir no poctic ardour fir'd - 

~_¥ prefs the bed where Wilmot lay; 

‘That here he lov’d, or here expir'd, 
Begets no numbers grave, or gay. 


* But in thy.roof, Argyll, are bred 


Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie, 


©, Stretch’d out in honour’s nobler hed, 


Beneath a nobler roof—the tky. 


_ Such flames as high in patriots burn, 


we Yet Atoop to blefs a child or wife ; 


THE WORKS OF POPE. 


And fach as wicked kings may mourn, 
When freedom is more dear-than lite. 





VERSES TO MR. C. 
ST. JAMES'S PLATE, 
: London, OBober 22. 
Few words are beft; I with ik wells 


Bethel, I’m told, will foon be here : 
Some morning walks along the Mail, 


And evening friends, will end the year. ' 


If in this interval, between 

The falliftg leaf and coming froft, 
You pleafe to fee, on Twit’nam green, 
* Your friend, your poet, and your hott; 


For three whole days you here may reft, 
From office, bufinels, news, and ftrife ; 
And (what moft folks would think a je) 
Want nothing elfe, except your wife; 








“4 Bin farem acetic Fong ita. 
‘AMonere YY iRG. 








ee 












ON CHARLES BARL OF DORSET. iti. | 


“In the Church of With, Suffix ON THE HON. SIMON HARCOURT, 


‘| Only Son of fad: Lenit Rbonctllor Hag cousty. Geer 
Church of Stenten- Hartoari, ix Oafordjbire, oe 





PorszT, the grace ‘of courts, the mufes’ pride, *» 
‘Patron of arte, and judge of nature, dy'd. ¥ 
"rhe feourge of pride, though fangtified or great, 
Of fops in learmng, and of knaves in ftate : 

Yet foft his nature, though fevere bis lay, 
Hisanger‘moral, and his wifdom gay. ++ 
Bleft fatirilt: who, touch’d the mean fo true, 

‘As how'd, vice had his hate and pity too. , 
Bie courtier | whe could king and country, pleafe, 
Yer facred keep his friendfhips, and his cafe. 
Bleit, peer | his great forefathers every grace 
Pefleding, and reftected in. his race 5 ; 
Where other Buckhurfs, other Dorfets thine, 


And patrons,ftill, or poets, deck.the line. 


‘To this fac fhrine, whoéer thou art! draw.nkats 
Flere lied the frierid moft lov'd; the fowrmost:s 
‘Who.ne'er knew joy, but frien might dt é 
‘Pr gave his father grief, but when edy'dy. 
How vain is reafon, eldquence bow weak Yn 
If Pope mutt tell what Hargourt, cannot fpealk,, 
Oh let thy onee-lov'd'felend inféribe thy: fone, 
And, wit .a father’s Torrows, mix his own 








u 


Iv. 
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fre 
ae Mek ee ate ON JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ, - 
ON sik WILLIAM TRUMBALL, NI » ESQ 


One of the principal Secretaries of Ste to King Wil dn Wepminer-Aley, 
Vian Wi. who, Laving refigued bis tlace, died in bis, ; 
Retirement at Eapbamfted, in Berkfoire, 1710. bat efACoBUs CRACER? 
t 3 : Regi Magna Beitanniz a Secretis 
big: ef Confiliis Gandt oribus, 
Principis pariter ac populi amor et deliciz, « 
‘vizit-titulis et invidia major 
‘gnnos, hea paticos, ZExy. 
Ob. Feb. xvi. M.pcc.xt. 


A pieasine foren; a firm,-yet cautions mind 
Sincere, thongh prudent 5 conftant, yet refign’d; 
Honour unchang’d, # principle ptofett, 
¥yx'd to one fide, but moderate to the refts 
An hone. caurtier, yet a patroit too 5°, 

att tp his prince, and.to his country teue 3." 
Vil’d with the fenfe of age, ‘the fire of youth, - 
‘A (corn of wrangling, yet 3 zeal for truths 
Agenerons faith, from {uperftition free a: 
‘A Jove to peace, ard hate of tyranny 5 {mov’d, 
Such this man wast who now,. from earth re- 
‘At length cnjuys that ibercy be lov'd, 


Statefman, yet friend to truth : of foul fintere 

in adtion faithful, and in hanoar clear '. 

‘Who broke no promife, ferv‘d no private’ 

‘Who gain’d.no title, and whd loft no friends” 

Enpobled by himfelf, by all approv'd, i 

Prais'd, wept, and honour’d, by the mifehe tot 
L ij 





x6 
oe. 3 
INTENDED FOR MR. ROWE, 


In W ofirinfler. Abbey, 


Tuy relicks, Rowe, to this fair uri we traft, 
And facred, place by Dryden's awfal duft : 

* Beneath a rude dnd namelefs {tone he li¢s, 
To which thy tomb fhall guide inquiring eyes, 
Peace to thy gentle thade, and endiels reft ! 
Bleft in thy genius, in thy love too bleft ! 
One grateful woman to thy fame fupplics 
What a whole thanklefs land to his denics. 





Le VARIATION. 
It is as follows on the monument in- the Abbey 
eredted to Rowe and his daughter. 

Thy relicke, Rywe! torthis fad thrine we troft, 
And near thy Shakfpeare place thy honour'd butt, 
Oh, next him, fkill’d to draw the tender tear, 
For never heart felt paffton more fincere; 
‘To aobler fentiment to fire the brive, 
Yor never Briton more difdain'd a flave. 
Peace to thy gentle thade, and endlefs reft; 
Bleft in thy genius, in thy love too bleft ! 
And bleft, that, timely from our fcene remov'd, 
Thy foul enjoys the liberty it lov'd. 
‘To thefe fo mourn’d in death, fo lov’d in life; 
‘The childlefs parent and the widow’d wife, 

. With tear infcribes this monumental ftune, 
"Phat holds their athes and expedts her own. 


reunemememmrenrasane 
; . VL 
: ON MRS. CORBET, 
a Whe died of a Cancer in ber Breaft. 


Here refts a woman; good without pretence, . 
‘Bleft with plain reafon, and with fober fenfe s * 
No conquetls the, but o’er herfelf, defir’d, 

No arts effay’d, but not to be admir’d. 

Palfion and pride were to her foul unknown, 
Convine’d that virtue only is our own. 

So unaffected, fo compos’d a mind; 

So firm, yet foft; fo ftrong, yet fo refin'’d ; 
Heaven, as its pureft gold, by tortures try’d; 
‘The faint fuftain’d it, but the woman dy'd, 





Vit. 


‘Onthe Monument of the Honourable Ronert Dicsy, 
and of bir Bifer Many, erelted by their Father the 
Lorp Dicsy, in the Church of Sherborne, i Dore 

Seifpire, LIRF. 


Go! fair example of untainted youth, 
Of modeft wifdom, and pacific truth ; 
- Compbs’d in fufferings, and in joy fedate, 
Good without noife, without pretenfion great. 
Juk of thy word, in every thought fincere, 
Who knew vo with but what the world mighe 
hear: 


THE WORKS GF POPE. 


Qf fofteft manners, unaffected mind, 
Lover of peace, and friend of human kind: 
Go, live! for Heaven’s eternal year is thine, 
Go, and exalt thy moral to divine. 

And thou, bleft maid! attendant on his doom. 
Penfive haft follow’d to the filent tomb, 
Steer’d the fame courfe to the fame quiet fhore, 
Not parted Jong, and now to part no more! * 
Go then, where only blifs fincere is known! 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one! 

Yet take thefe tears, mortality’s relicf, 
And till we fhare your joys, forgive our grief: 
hefe little rites, a ftone, a verfe receive; 
"Tis ali a father, all a friend can give ! 





VHL 
ON SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
In W ofeminfler- Abbey, 1723- 


Knetcer, by Heaven, and not a mafter taught, 
Whofe art was nature, and whofe pictures thought; 
Now for two ages having fnatch’d from fate 
Whate'er was beauteous, or whate'er was great, 
Lies crown’d with princes honours, pnets lays, 
Due to his merit, and brave thirft of praife. 
Living, great nature fear’d he might outvie 
Her works; and, dying, fears herfelf may die. 





1X, 
ON GENERAL HENRY WITHERS, 
Ln. Wefiminfler- Abbey, 1729. 


Harz, Withers, reit! thou braveft, gentleft mind! 

Thy countfy’s friend, but more of human kind, 

Oh born to arms‘ O worth in youth approv'd! 

O foft humanity, in age belov’d : 

For thee, the hardy veteran drops a tear, 

And the gay courtier feels che figh fircere. 
Withers, Adieu! yet not with thee remove 

Thy martial fpirit, or thy focial love ! 

Amidft corruption, luxury, and rage, 

Still leave fome ancient virtues te our age; 

Nor let us fay (thofe Englifh glories one) 

The lait true Briton lies beneath this ftone. 





x. 
ON MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 
dt Eafthamfted, in Berks, 17306 


This modeft ftone, what few vain marbles can, 

May truly fay, Here lies an honeft man : 

A poet, bleft beyond the poets fate, {great 5 

‘Whom Heaven kept facred from the proud and 

Foe to loud praife, and friend to learned cafe, 

Content with (cience in the vale of peace, 

Calmly he look’d on either life, and here 

Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear ; 

From nature’s temperate feaft rofe fatisfy’d, 

Thank Here that he had liy’d, and that be 
y"ds 


EPITAPHS. 


xt 
OW MR. GAY. 
In W efiminfer- Abbey, 1733 


- OF manners gentle, of affections mild; ” 
In wit, a man ; fimplicity, a child : 
‘With native humour tempering vittuons rage; 
_ Form’d to delight at once and lait the age + 
‘Above temptation in a low eftace, 
‘And wncorrupted, ev'n among the great ? 
A fafe companion, and an ealy friend, 
Unblam’d through life, lamented in thy end. 
‘Thefe are thy honours { not that here thy buft 
Is mix’d with heroes, of with kings thy duft ; 
But that the worthy and the good fhall fay, 
Striking their penfive bofome—Here lies Gay. 


ANOTHER. 


Wexr. then! poor Gay lies under ground; 
So there’s an end of honett Jack : 

So little juitice here he found, 
“Tis cen to one he'll ne’er conse back, 


pabeeerenass 
Xi 
INTENDED FOR SIR ISAAC NEWTOR; 
In Wefminfler- Abbey. 


ISAACOS NEWTONUS > 
Quem Immortalem 
Teftantur Tempus, Natura, Colum ¢ 
lortalem. 
Hoe marmor fatetur. | 
Nature, and nature’s laws lay hid in night : 
Sod faid, let Newton be ! and all was fight. 





Xt 
ON DR. FRANCIS ATTERBURY, 
BISHOT OF RUCHESTER, 
Who died in Exile at Paris, 173% 


‘ifis only Daughter having expired in his arms, 
immediately after fhe arrived in France to fee 
him.} 7 

DIALOGUE. 


sme. 
‘Yes, we have liv’d—one pang, and then we part! 
May Heaven, dear father! now have all thy heart, 
Yet alk! how ohce we lov’d, remeimber ftill, 
Till you are duft like me. 

HE. 

; Dear fhade! I will: 
Then mix this dul with thine—O fpotlefs ghoft : 
© more than fortune, friends, or country lot ! 

Ys there on earth, onc care, one with befide! 
Vos-eSimr my cauntry, Heaven, 


-—He faid, and dy’d. 


’ Le 
: xiv. 
ON EDMOND DUKE. OF BUCKINGHAM, 









Who died in the Nineteenth Year of bit Age, 1735+ 


Ir modett youth, with cool reflection crown'd,: 
And every ‘opening virtie blooming round,:; * 
Could faves parent's juttet pride from fate, 
Or add one patriot tua finking ftate 5 
‘This weeping marble had not aik’d thy tear, 
Or fadly told, how many hopes lie here! 
The living virtne now had thone apprev'd; 
The fenat: heard him, and his country fov'ds 
Yet {ofter honours, and Iefs noify fame 

trend the fade of gentle Buckingham + 
In whonz a race, for coutage fam’d and art, 
Enda in the milder-nterit of the heart 5..° 
And, chiefs or fages long to Britain, given, ;” 
Pays the laft tribute of a faint to Heaven .:3: weed 









XV. 
ror oNe Wo WOULD NoT HE BURIED iN west? 
MINSTER-ABBEY. ae 


Hexoes and kings! your diftance keep! , 
In peace let one poor poet fleep, 

Who never Aatter'd folks like you 

Let Hordce blush, and Virgil too. 





ANOTHER, ON THE SAMEs, 

Unner this marble, or under this filly 01 
Or under thidturf, or e’en what they wily 

Whatever an heir, or a friend in hit'ftead, 
Or any good creature fhall lay o'er my heady 
Lies one who ne’er car'd, and ftill cares hot a pia, 
What they faid, of may. fay:of the‘riortal withing’, 
Bur who, living and dying, ferene ftil! and free,” 
“Lrutts im Ged; that as well as he was, he fhall bey. 









RVI. 
LORD CONINGSBY’S EPITAPH 


Hexe-lies‘Liord Coningfby—he civil; — 
The reft God knows—Lo dots the Devil, 





Kvn: 
ON BUTLER’s MONUMENT.” 
Perbaps by Mr. Pope. 
Reseeer to Dryden, Sheffield juftly pay'd, 


And noble Villers honour’d Cowley’s fhade 
A that anamé fo mean’ 





Should, joi 
‘This pyramid would better far proclaim; : 
'o future ages, humbler Settle’s name ¢ 
Poet and patron then had been well piair'dy 
The city printet, and the city bard. 

* Dbis Epitaph, originally woritten on Picus Mia 
randula, ir applied to B. Chartres, and printed among 
the werk: of Swift, . : 

; X jilj 
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LETTER TO THE PUBLISHER, 


OCCASIONED BY THE 


FIRST CORRECT EDITION OF THE DUNCIAD. 








Ir is with pleafare ¥ hear, that you have procured 
‘Mrorre copy of the Dunciad, which the many 
fupreptitious ones have rendered fo neceffary; and 
vitds yet with more, that Tam informed it will be 
attended with a Commentary : a work fo requi- 
-fite, that: I cannot think the author himfelf would 
have omitted it, had he approved of the firft ap- 
pearance of this pocm. ‘ . 
., Such notes as have occurred to me, ! herewith 
fend you: you will oblige me by inferting them 
amongft thofe which are, or will be, tranimitted 
te you by others; fince not only thé author’s 
friends, but even flrangers, appear engaged by; 
dwmanity, to take {ome care of an orphan “of fo 
funch genius and fpirit, which its parcnt feems to 
chave abandoned from the very beginning, and fuf- 
fered to ftp into the world naked, unguarded, and 
wnattcnted, 
+ St was ‘upon reading fome of the abifive papers 
Nitely, publithed, that my great regard to a perfan, 
whofe fricndthip 1 efteem as one of the chief ho- 
nours of my Jife, and a much greater refped& to 
tenth, thxh to him or any min living, engaged 
ame in inguiries, of which the cnclofed notes are 
: the fruit. : 

I perceived, that moft of thefc authors had been 
(duubtlefs very wifely) the firft agpreffors. They 
had. tried, -till they were weary, what was.to be 
got by railing at cach other: nobody was either 
concerned px farptifed, if this or that {cribbler was 
proved a.dunce. But every one was curious to 
read what couhl be faid to prove Mr. Pope one, 
and was ready to pay fomething for fuch a dilco- 
very: a flratagem which would they fairly own, 
a might not erly reconcile them to me, but fereen 

»them from the refentment of their lawfcl fuperi- 
tre, whom they daily abufe, cnly (as 1 charitably 
dope) to get that hy chem, whic they c.nnot get 
trem ikem, 





¥ found this was not all : ilt Succefs in that had 
tranfported them to perfonal abufe, either of him- 
fclf, or (what } think he copld lefs forgive) of his 
friends. They had called men of virtve and ho- 
nour bad men, long before he had either leifure or 
inclination to call them bad writers: and fome had 
been fich dld offenders, thar he had quité forgor- 
ten their perfons as well as their landers, till they 
were pleafed to revive them. 

Now what had Mr. Pope doné before, to ir 
cenfe them? He bad publithed thofe works which 
are in the hands of every body, in which not the 
leaft caention is made of anyof them, And what 
has he done fince ?’ He has laughed, and written 
the Dunciad. What bas that faid of them? A very 
ferious truth, which the public had faid before, 
that they were dull: and what it hed no fooner 
faid, but they themfelvcs were at great pains to 
procure, or even purchafe, room in: the prints, to 
teflify under their hands to the truth of it. 

I fhould fill have been filent, if either 1 had 
{een ay inclination in iny fricnd to be ferious with 
fuch accfers, er if they had only meddled wich 
his writings; fince whoever publifhes, puts him&lf 
on his trial by his country. But when his moral 
charaGer was attacked, and in a manner from 
which neither truth nor virtue can fecure the moft 
innécent; in a manner, which, though it annihi- 
lates the credit of the acéufition with the juft and 
impartial, yet aggravates very much the guilt of 
the accufers ; 1 mean by authors without names ; 
then | thought, fince the danger was common to 
all, the concern ought to be fo; and that it was 
an at of jaftice to detect the authors, not only on 
this account, but as many of them are the fame 
who for feveral years paft have made free with the 
greateft names in church and ftate, cxpofed to the 
world the private misfurtunes of fanuiies, abufed 
all, cvem to women, and whele proftitutcd papers 


LETTER TO'THE PUBLISHER: (gs 


(for one or other party, in the unhappy divifions 
of their country) have infulted che fallen, the 
friendlefs, the exiled, and the dead. 

Befides this, which I take to be a public con- 
¢ern, U have already confeffed I had a private one. | 

“Yam one of that number who have long loved and 
efteemed Mr. Pope; aud had ofte® declared it 
qwas not his capacity or writings (which we ever 

thought the Jeaft valuable part of his character), 
bit the honeft, open, and beneficent man, that we 
moft efteemed, and loved in him. Now, if what 
thefe peopie fay were believed, 1 mutt appear to 
ail my friends either a fool, or a knave; either im- 
pofed on miyfelf, or impofing on them; fo that lam 
4s much interefted in the confutation of thefe ca- 

* Tumnies, ashe is himfelf.. |, 

“Yam no author, and confequently not to be fuf- 
pedted either of jealoufy or refentment againft any 
dof the men, of whom fcarce one js known to me 

“by fight ; and as for their writings, L have fought 
them (on this one occafion) in vain, in the clofets 
dnd libraries of all my acquaintance. 1 had fill 
been in the dark, if 2 gentleman had not procured 
ine (I fuppole ftom fome of themfelves, fur they 
arc generally much more dangerous friends than 
énemies) the paffages I fend you. 1 folemnly pro- 
teft T have added nothing to the malice or abfur- 
dity of them; which it behoves me to declare, fince 
the vouchers themfelves will be fo foon and fo ire 
tecoverably loft. You may in fome mecafure pre- 
Yent it, by prefervirig at leaft their titles (2), and 
difcovering (as far as you can depend on the truth 
of your information) the names of the concealed 
authors. A 

"The firft obje@ion { have heard made to the 
poem, is, that the perfons are too obfeure for fa- 
tite. The perfons themfelves, rather than allow 

_ the objection, would forgive the fatire; and if 
ne could be tempted to afford ita ferious aufwer, 
were not all affaflinates, popalar infurredtions, the 
jnfolence of the rabble without doors, and of do- 
meftics within, moft wrongfully chaftifed, if the 
meannefs of offenders indemnified them from pu- 

. nifament? On the contrary, obfcurity renders them 
‘more dangerous, as lefs thought of : law can pro- 
nounce judgment only on open facts: morality 
alone can pals cenfure on intentions of mifchiel ; 
fo that for fecret calumny, or the arrow flying in 

ithe dark, there is ng public punifliment left, bat 

“what agood writs inflicte, . a : 
The next objection is, that thefe fort of authors 
are poor, Vhat might be pleaded as an excufe at 

“the Old Bailey, for leffer crimes than defamation 

_ (lor it is the cafe of almoft all who are tried 
there), but fure it can be none here : for who will 

“pretend that the robbing another of his reputation | 

-fupplies the want of it in himfelf? 1 quettion not 
‘but fuch authors are poor, and heartily wihh the 

_, objection were removed by any honeft livelihood. 

"But poverty is here the accident, not the fubjed : 

he who defcribes malice and villany to be pale 

> and meagre, expreffes not the lealt anger againgt 


palenefs or leannefs, but againft malice and villas 
ny. The apothecary in Romeo and Juliet is poor 5 
put is he therefore. juttificd in vending poifon ?. 
Not but poverty itfelf becomes a juft fubject of fan 
tire, when it is the confequence of: vice,‘ prodiga- 
lity, or negle-% of one’s lawful calling; for them 
it increafes the public burden, fills the flrects and. 
highways with robbers, and the garrets with clip- 
pers, coiners, aed weekly journalifts. a 

But omitting that two.or three of thefe offend 
lefs in their morals than in theit writings; mutt: 
poverty make nonfenfe facred? If fo, the fame of 
bad authors would be much better confalted than ° 
that of all the good ones in the world ; and not one 
of an hundred had ever been called by his right 
name. 

They miftake the whole matter: it is not cha- 
rity to encourage them-in the way they follow, 
but to get them out of it; for men are not bung 
lers becavfe they are poor, but they are poor be= . 
caufe they are bungters. 5 

Is it not pleafant enough, to hear our authors 
erying out on the one hand, as if their perfors 
and charadicrs were too facred for fatire; and the 
public objecting on the other, that they are too 
mean even for ridicule? But whether bread or 
fame de their end, it muft be allowed, our author, 
by and in this poem, has mercifully given thema 
little of both. : ’ 
| There are two orthrée; who by their rank and 
fortune have no benefit from the former objece. 
tions, fuppofing them goods. and thefe 1 was forry 
to fee in fuch company. But if, without any pro- 
vocation, two or three gentlemen will fall npom 
one, in an affair wherein his intereft and reputa- 
tion are equally embarked ; they cannot certainly, 
after they have been content to print themfelves 
his enemies, complain of being put into the num 
ber of them, .’ te ray Sw 

Others, l-am told, pretend to have ‘been once 
his friends. . Surely they are their enemies who 
fay fo; fince nothing can bemore odious than ta 
treat a friend as they have dene. But of this 1 
cannot perfuade myfelf, when L conlider the cqn« 
ftant and cternal averfion of all bad writers to @ 
good one. ‘ ss ONS 

Such as claim a merit from being his admirers; 
I would gladly afc, ifit lays him under a perfonal 
obligation ? At that rate, he would be the molt 
obliged humble fervant in the world, f dare fwear 
for thefe in particular, he never defired them to be 
his admirers, nor promifed in retern to be theirs, 4 
that had truly been a fign he was of their ac-” 
quaintance ; but would not the malicious world 
Ahaye fufpected fuch an approbation of fome motive 
worfe than ignorance, in the author of the Elfay , 
on Criticifm ? Be it as it will, the reafons of their 
admiration, and of his contempt, are equally fab- 
fifting, for bis works and theirs are the very fame 
that they were. ; 

One, therefore, of their affertions¥ helicve may 
be true, © That he has a contempt for their writ-- 
“ ings.” And thére is another which would proe 
bably be fooner allowed. by himéelf than by any 
good judge befide, “* “Vhat his ows have found tow 
















































©. (a) Which we bavie done it a lift printed in the ‘Ap- 
* pending ‘ : 4 


A ; Beaks 


170 


“ much fuccefs with the public.” But as it cannot 
confift with his modefty to claim this as a juftice, 
it lies not on him, but entirely on the public, to 
defend its own judgment. 

There remains what in my opinion might feem 
a better plea for thefe people, that: any they have 
made ufe of. Hf obfcurity or poverty were to ex- 
empt aman from fatire, mich more fhould folly 
or dulnefs, which are ftill more involuntary ; nay, 
as much fo as perfonal deformity, But even this 
will not help them : deformity becomes an objet 
of ridicule when a man fets up for being handfome ; 
and fo tauft dulnefs when he fets up for a wit. 
They are not ridiculed becaufe ridicule in itfelf is, 
or ought to be, 2 pleafure; but becaufe it is juft to 
undeceive and vindicate the honeft and unpretend- 
ing part of mankind from impofition, becaufe par- 
ticular intereft ought to yield to general, and a 
great number who are not naturally fools, ought 
never to be made fo, in complaifance to a few who 
are. Accordingly we find that in al! ages, all vain 
pisteaders, were they ever fo poor or ever fo dull, 

ave been conftantly the topics of the moft candid 
 fatirifte, from the Codrus of Juvenal to the Damion 
of Boileau. 

Having mentioned Boileau, the greateft poet 
and mofk judicious critic of his age and country, ad- 
mirable'for his talents, and yet perhaps more ad- 
mirable.for his judgment in the proper application 
of thems ¥ cannot help remarking the reheanblanice 

~ betwixt him and our author, in qualities, fame, 
and fortune; in the diftin@tions fhown them by 
their fuperiors, in the general cfteem of their 
is, and in their extended reputation among ft 
foreigners; in the latter of which ours has met 
with the better fate, as he has had for his tranfla- 

, tors perfons of the moft eminent rank and abilities 
in heir refpedtive nations(é). But the refemblance 
holds in nothing more than in their being equally 
vabufed by the ignorant pretenders to poetry of 
their times; of which not the leaft memory will 
remain but in their own writings, and in the notes 
made upon them. What Boileau has done in al- 

> moft all his poema, our author has only in this: 1 
dare anfwer for him, he will do it in no more; and 
on this principle, of attacking few but who had 
flandered him, he could not have done it at all, 
had he been confined from cenfaring obfcure and 
worthlefs perfons, for fcarce any other were his 
enemies, However, as the parity is fo remarkable, 
T hope it will continue to the lat; and if ever he 

(B) Effi on Criticifm in French verfe, by General 
Hamilton ;" the fame, in verfe alfo, by Monfieur Robou 
ton, Counfallur and Privy Sccretary to King George 1. 

« after by the ALBE Reyuel, in verfe, with notes. Rape of 
the Lock, in French, by the Princsft of Conti, Paris 
4728 5 and in Malian verfe, by the Abbé Conti, a noble 
Venetian ; and the Marquis Rungoni, Envoy Pxtracr= 
dinary fron Modena to King George 11. Others of 
bis works by Salvini of Florence, ec. His Effays and 

* Differtations on Homer, feveral times tranflated into 

\MBvench, Effay on Man, by the Abbé Reynel, in verf: 5 
by Monfieur Sitbout, in profe, 1737, and fince by ethers 
in Brinch, Italian, and Latin. 


LETTER TO THE PUBLISHER, 


fhould give us an edition of this poem fimfeli, f 
may ice fome of them treated as gently, on theit 
repentance or better merit, as Perrault and Qui- 
nauit were at laft by Boileau. 

In one point 1 muft be allowed to think the cha- 
racer of Sur Englih poet the more amiable. He. 
has not been a follower of fortune or fuccels; he 
has lived with the great without flattery ; Been 
friend to men in power, without penfions, from : 
whom, as he afked, fo he received no favoar, but 
what was done him in his friends. As his Satires 
were the more juft for being delayed, fo were his 
Panegyrics; beftowed only on fuch pertuns as he 
had familiarly known, only for fuch virtues as he 
bad long obferved in them, and only at {uch times 
as others ceafe to praife, if not begin to calumniate 
them, I mean when out of power or out of fa- 
thion(c), A fatire, therefore, on writers fo noto~ 
rious for the contrary practice, became no man fo 
well as himfelf; as none, it is plain, was fo little 
in their friendthips, or fo much in that of thofe 
whom they had moft abufed, namely the greateft 
and beft of all parties. Lec me add a further rea- 
fon, that, though engaged in their friendships, he 
never efpoufed their animofities; and can almoft 
fingly challenge this honour, not to have written 
a line of any man, which, through guilt, through 
fhame, or through fear, through variety of fortune, 
or change of interefts, he was ever unwilling to own. 

1 thall conclude with remarking, what a pleafure 
it muft be to every reader of humanity, to fee all 
along, that our author, in his very laughter, is 
not indulging his own ill-nature, but only punith- 
ing that of others. As to his Poem, thofe alone 
are capable of doing it juftice, who, to ufe the 
words of a great writer, knew how hard it ia 
(with regard both to his fubje@ and his manner) 
“ Vetuftis dare novitatem, obfoletis nitorem, ob-- 
“ {curis lucem, faftiditrs gratiam. 


Tam your moi humble fervant, 


Sr. James's, 


Deo arty2%.¢ WILLIAM CLELAND (2), 





(c) Ar Mr. Wycherly, at the time the town de 
claimed againft bis book of Poems; Mr Walfh, after 
bis death ; Sir William Trumbull, mn be had ree 
Signed the office of Secretary of Stsies Lord Boling» 
broke, at bis leaving Enghind, after the queen's death 
Lord Orford, in bis laff decline of life ; De. Secretary 
Graggs, at the end of the Seuth-Sea year, and after his 
death = others only in cpituphs, 

(d) This gentleman was of Scotland, and bred at the 
univerfity of Utrecht, with the Earl of Mur. He ferved 
in Spain under Ear! Rivers. After the peace, be was 
made one of the Commiffiamers of the Cuflom: in Scot- 
fund, and then of ta-es in England: in which, having 
foown bimfelf for twenty years diligent, punSualy ant 
incorruptibie (though witheut any other offfflance of fers 
tune), be was fudden'y difpiaced bs the minifier, ix 16 
Sixty-eighth year of bis age ; and died tue months a; 
in 1741. He was a perfin of wuiverfal learning 
an enlarged converfation ; no man hada warmer 
for bis friend, or a jiacerer atta 
of bis counties. 
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DENNIS’ REMARKS 
ON PRINCE ARTHUR. 


T canwor but think it the moft reafonable thing i | town, 


and their fautors, that it is an ill-natured 


the world, to diftinguith good writers, by difeou-" thing to expofe the pretenders to wit and poetry’. 


raging the bad, Nor is it’an iffi-natured thing, in’ 
relation even to the very petfons upon whom the 
refleétions are made. - It is true, it may deprive 
them, a little the fooner, of a short profit. and a 
tranfitory reputation : but then it may have a good 
effect, and oblige them (before it be too late). to 
decline that for which they are fo very unfit, and 
to haverccourfe to fomething in which they may 
be more fuccefsful. 
CHARACTER OF MR. P. 1716. 

‘The perfons whom ‘Boileau has attacked in his 
writings, have been for the moft part authors, and 
moft of thofe authors, poets: and the cenfures he 


hath paffed upon them have been confirmed by ail} 


Europe. ~ 
Gitpon, Pref. to his New Renparsa. 


The judges and magiftrates may withjfull as good 
reafon be reproached with il}-nature for putting 
the laws in execution againft a thief or impoftor.— 
‘The fame will hold in the republic of letters, if the 
critics and judges will let every ignorant pretend- 
er to feribbling pafs on the world. : 


‘Turovarn, Letter to Mift, June aa, 4748." - 

Attacks may be levelled, cither agatnit fail 
in genius, or againft the pretenfions of writity: 
without one. mrs 


Concanen, Ded. to the Authot of the Duncran,. 
A Satire upon duinefs is a thing that has bees 
ufed and allowed in all ages. 
Out of thine own mouth will 1 judge theby 


(is the common cry of the poetafters of the ' wicked feribbler 


the learned concerning eur poet: 
wot only of different guthors, but of the fame au- 











TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS . 
CONCERNING OUR POET AND HIS WORKS. 





M, SCRIBLERU3 LECTORI S. 


Bisones owe prefent, thee, with our. exercitations 


‘Yoirthis: moft deleétable poem (drawn from: the 
“<“many volumes of our adveriaria on modern au- 


thors) we fhall here, according to the laudable 
‘ufage of editors, collect the various judgments of 
various indeed, 


thor at different feafons. Nor dhall we gather on- 


“ly the teftimonics of fuch’ eminent wits, as would 


of courfe defcend to” potterity, and cunfequently 
“be read without our collection ; but we shall likes 
4vife with incredible labour feck out for divers 


Z ‘others, which, but for this our diligence, could 
” never, at the ‘diftance of a few months, appear to 


‘ghe eye of the moft curious, Hereby tHou mayeft 
hot only receive the delegation of variety, but al- 
fo arrive at a thore certain judgment, by a gruve 





"and circumfpe&t_ comparifon of the witueffes with 


each other; or of each with himfelf. Hence allo 
thou wilt be enabled to draw reflections, not onty 


“of a critical, but a moral nature, by being let into 


many particulars of the perfon as well as geni 
“and of the fortune as welt as merit, of cur author: 
“in which, if 1 relate fome things of little concern 
petadventure to thee, and fome of as little evento 
him, I entreat thee to confider how minutely all 

rue critics and commentators are wont to infil 
*tapon fuch, and how material they feem to them- 
felves,if to none other. Forgive me, gentle reader, 





~ if'(following learned example) | ever and anon 
‘become tedious: 


allow me to take the fame pains 
ta,find whether.my author were good or bad, well 

‘or il:natured, modeft or arrogant; as another, 
whether. his author was fair or brown, fiort or 
tall, or whether he wore a coat or a caffock. 

We propofed to begin w:th his life, parentage, 
and efucation ; but as to thefe, even his contem- 
poruries do exceedingly differ. One faith, («) he 
was educated at home; another 6) that he was 















ii in bie 


(a) Giles Jusolls Lives of the Poe 
yon Crit. 


Life. (8) Dennis's RYcdsions on the 


bred at St. Omer’s, by Jefuits; a third (c) not at 
St. Omer’s, but at Oxford! a fourth (@; that he 
had no univerfity education at all. ‘Thole who 
allow him to be bred at honte, differ as much con- 
cerning his tutor: one faith () he was kept by 
his father on purpofe ; a fecond( /), that he wasen 
itinerant prieft ; a third (g)}, that be was.a parfon; 
one(s) calketh him a fecular clergyman of the 
church of Rome ; another (i), w monk. -As tittle 
do they agree about his father; whom one (4) fup- 
pofeth, like the’ father of Hefied, a tradefman or 
merchant; another (2),a hafbandman; another (m,) 
a hatter, &e. Nor has an ‘author been wanting to 
give our poet fuch a father as Apuleius-hath to 
Plato, Jamblichus to Pythagoras, and divers to Ho- 
mer, namely adzmon: for thus: Mr, Gildon (7) : 
ed Certain it is, that his original is not from Adam, 
“ dut the devil; and that he wanteth nothing t but 
“ horns and tail to be the exadt refemblance of his 
“ infernal father.” Finding, therefore, fuch con~ 
trariety of opinions, and (whatever be ours of this 
fort of generation) not being fond. to enter.into 
controverfy, we fhall defer writing the 
poet, till authors can determine amung the $ 
what parents or education he had, or whether he 
had any education or parents at all. 

Proceed we to what ‘is more certain, his works, 
though not lefs uncertain the judgments concern- 
ing them; beginning with his [fay on C 
of which hear firft the moft ancient of critic, 















(f) Dunciad diffected, p. 4. (g) Farmer P. 
(BY Dunciad difeBed. (1) Charatiers of the 
(8) Female Dunciad, p. ult.» (2) Dune 
(m) Reome, Paraphrafe on the ivsh of Gengfi 
4729. (2) Characier of Adr. P. and his Writin; 
a letter t2. a friend, printed for 8. Popping, 1716, p. £0. 
Curll; in his Key to the Dunciad ( fisft edit. fais to le 
printed for A, Dodd) in the 10th page, declared G. 

be theauther of that libel; though, in the fubfequeat editia: ¢ 
of bis bey, be left out this affertion, and affreed (in Oe 
Cur diad, p- A. and 8, that it was written by 
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MR. JOHN DENNIS. 
& His precepts ate falfe or trivial, or both ; his 
thoughte are crude and abortive, his expreffions 
abfurd, his numbers harfh and unmutical, his 
& rhymes trivial and conmmén——inttead oPmajelty, 
we have fomething that is very mean; inftead of 
gravity, fomething that is very boyifh; and in- 
fivad of perfpicuity and lucid order, we have but 
too often obfcurity and confufiog.” And in an- 
~ ther place: “ What rare numbers are here! 

« Would not one. fwear that this youngfter had 

 efpoufed fome antiquated mufe, who had fued 
out a divorce from fome fuperannuated finner, 
upon account of impotence ; and who,. being 
poxed by the former fpoufe, has got the gout in 
her decrepid age, which makes her hobble fo 
“ damnably (0).”” 

No lefs peremptory is the cenfure of our hyper- 
critical hiftorian, © : 
MR. OLDMIXON. 

“ | dare not fay any thing of the Effay on Criti- 
cilm in verfe; but if.any more cttrious reader 
has difcoverdd in ft fomething new, swhich isnot 
« jy Dryden's prafates, dedications, and his Effs 

« on Dramatic Poktry,not to thention the-Fren 

« critics, Ethould be very glad to have the bene- 
« fit of the.difcovery(p).” : prs x 

He is followed (as in fame, fo in udgment) by 

the modeft and fimple-minded aye te 
MR. LEONARD WELSTED. ©" 
Who, out of great refpect to our poet, not namin, 
him, doth yet glance at his effay, together witl 
the Duke of Buckingham’s, and the criticifms of 
Dryden, and ‘of Horace, which he more openly 
taxcth : (7) ‘ As to the numerous treatifes, effays, 
« arts, &c. both in verfe and profe, that have been 
written by the moderns on this ground-work, 
they do but hackney the-fame thoughts over 
again, making them ftill more trite. Moft of 
their pieces are néthing bat a‘pert, infipid heap 
of commonplace. Horace has, even in his 
Art of Poetry, throwh out feveral things which 
plainty thew, he thought an Art of Poetry was 
uf no ufe, even while he was writing one.”” 
‘Vo al! which great authorities, we can only op- 
pofe that of . ead 
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MR. ADDISON, é 
“(r) The Art of Criticifm {faith he) which 
was publifhed fome months fince, i6 a mafter- 
picce inits kind. The obfervations follow one 
another like thofe in Horace’s Art of ‘Poetry, 
without that methodical regularity which would 
have been requifite in°a profe writer. ‘They 
are fome of them uncommon, but fuch aa’ the 
reader muft affent to, when he fees them ex- 
plained with that eafe and perfpicuity in which 
they are del.vered, As for thofe which are the 


« 








(0) RefleBians critical and fatirical on a Rbapfidy, 


calied, Au Effuy on Criticifo. . Printed for Bernard 
Lintut, fave. 


(p) Effiay on Crivicifin in profe, fave, 1728, by | 


the cuthor of the Critical Hiffory of England. 
(g) Preface to his Poems, p. 18+ 53 
(7) Apedhutur, Ne. 253+ 
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moft known and the moft received, they ‘ark 
placed in fo beautiful a ‘light, and illuftrated 
with fuch apt illufions, that they have in then 
all the graces of novelty; and make the reader,’ 
who was before acquainted with them, ftill 
more convinced of ‘their truth and folidity. 
And here give me leave to mention what Mors 
fieur Boileau has fo -well enlarged upon in the 
preface to bis works: that wit and fine writing 
doth not confit fo much in advancing things that 
are new, asin giving things that are known an aw 
agrecableturn. it isimpoffibe foras, who livein * 
the latter ages of the world, to make obfervations 
in criticifin, morality, or any art or {cience, 
which have not been touched upon by others; 
we have littele elfe left us, but to reprefent the 
common fenfe of mankind in more: trong, 
more beautiful, or ‘more uncommon. lights. Ifa, 
reader examines Horace’s Art of Poetry, he wall 
find but few precepts in it which he may not 
meet with in Ariftocle, and which were’ not. 
commonly known by all the poets of the Aughf 
tan age. His way of exprefling, and applying 
them, not his invention of them, is what Wwe 
are chiefly to admire, ee 
Longinus; in “his Reflections, has given. ue. 
*¢ thé fame kind of fublime, which he obferves 
“ €he feveral pallages that occafioned then ty f: 
« cannot but take notice that Our Englith author 
© has, after'the fante manner, exemplified. feveral 
« of thd precepts in the very precepts themfelyes.”” 
He then produces fome initances of a. par: 
beauty in the numbers, and. concludes wi 
that “ there are three poems in our tongue 
fame nature, and tach-a ‘mafter-picce in ita 
« kind!" The Effay on Traoflated Verfes the 
 Effay on the Art of Poctrys and the Effay. om 
 Criticifm.” 3 

Of Windfor Foreft, pofitive is the judgapent 
of the affirinative : : 

: MR. JOHN DENNIS, - 

“ (5) That it isa wretched rhapfody, impudent- 
ly writin emulation of the Cooper’s Hill of Sir: 
John Denham :'the author of it is obicure, is 
ambiguous, is affected, is temerarious, is barbae 
yous.” i : 

But the author of the Difpenfary (#), 

i : DR. GARTH, , 
in the preface to -his poem of* Claremont, differs: 
frora this opinion: “ Thofe. who have feent the 
* two excellent poems of -Cooper's Hill, and? 
* Windfor Foret, the one written by Sir John~ 
* Denham, the other by Mr. Pope, will fhew a 
« great deal of candor if they approve of this.”* 

OF the epiftleto Hloifa, we are told by the obs. 
feure writer of:a poem cz'led Sawney, * hat: 
© becaufe Prior’s Henry and Emma charmed. the 
* fineft taftes, our author writ his Eloifa in op= 

pofition'to it: buc forgot innocence and'virtnes 
if you take away her tender thoughts, and hee: 
fierce defircs, all the ref is of no value’? In 
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(5) Letter to B. B. at the end of the Remarks om 
Popes Homer, 1727- 
(t) Printed 1728, p. 12. 


14 
which, methinks, his judgment refembleth that of 
a French taylor on a villa and gardens by the 
| the Thames: “ All this is. very fine; but take 
4. away the river, and itis for nothing.” 
’ But very contrary hereunto was the opinion of 
Ld tah MR. PRIOR . rc 
’ hhinafelf, faying in his Alma (u), 
+ on Abshard? ill-fare 
1. "Phy tale will juftify this truth : 
> Bat well { weet, thy crucl wrong 
Adorna a-nabler péet’s fong 
Dan Pope, for thy misfortune griev'd, 
‘With kind concern and Skill has weav'd 
A filken web; and. ne'er fhall fade 
+ Atscoloars: gently has he laid 
‘The mantle o'er thy fad diftrefs, 
. And Venus fhall the texture blefs, &c, 
| Come we now to his tranflation of ‘the Miad, 
; e@lebrated by numerous pens, yet, fhall it fuflice to 
mention the indefatigable < 
.. BIR RICHARD BLACKMORE, Knight, 
» Who (though otherwife a fevere cenfurer of our 
: a@ughpr) .-yet ftyleth this. a “ laudable tranfla- 
"gion (0). : aan 
‘Fhat ready writer +, : 
; . . MR, OLDMIXON, sa 
in his forementioned eflay, frequently commends 
the fame. And the painful 
og “MR. LEWIS THEOBALD 
thos extolls it (2), “¢ The {pirit of Homer breathes 
“all throygh this tranflation.-1 am in doub, 
“ phether 1 should not admire the juftnefs to the 
* original, or the force and beauty, of the language, 
, “or the founding variety, of the numbors: but 
* when I find all thefe meet, it pute me in mind 
“of whret the poet faye of one of his -heroes, 
“ That he alone raifed and flung with cafe a 
« weighty fone, that two common men could 
: .# tolift from the ground; juft fo, one fingle per- 








=|.“ fon has- performed in this tranflation, what I. 


-# once detpaired to have feen done by the-force 
“af feveral mafterly hands.” Indeed the fame 
gentleman appears to have.changed his fentiments 
in his Effay on the Art of Sinking in Reputation 
(printed in Mift’s Journal, March go, 1728), 
where -he fays thue; “in order to fink in repu- 
“ tation, let him take it into his head to. defcend 

“toro Homer {let the world wonder, as it will, 
* how the devil he got there), and pretend to‘ do 

»* him into Englith, fo his verfion denote his ne- 
“ glegt of the atanner how.” Stsange variation ! 
We arc told in -. a 

MIST’S JOURNAL, Faure 8. 
* ‘Phat this trandlation of the iliad was not in all 
“ refpedts conformable to the fine tafte of hisfriend 
“ Mr, Addifon; infomuch that he employed a 
* younger. mufe- in an ufldertaking of this kind, 
°* which he fupervifed himfelf”” Whether Mr. 

_Addifon did find it conformable to his talte, or 
not, beft appeare from his awn teftimony the year 
following its publication, in thefe words : 





(a) Alma, Cant2. 
(uv) In bis Effays, vol. x. printed for E. Gurl. 
“ha) Confer, vol. td 2, 33. 



























TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS 


MR. ADDISON’S FREEHOLDER, N® 4a, 

“ When § confidermyfelf as a Britith frecholder, 
“ Fam in a particular manner pleafed with the la- 
“ boursof thofe who have improved our language ” 
“ with the tranflations of old. Greek and Latin 


}  authors—-We have already moft of their hifto— 


“ rians in our own tongue, and, what is. more for 
“ the honour of our language, it has.been taught ' 


1 “ to exprefs with elegance the greateft of their. 


* poets ineach nation. -The illiterate among our + 
“ own countrymen learn to judge from Dry- 

“ den's Virgil of the molt perfed opicperformance, 

“ And thofe pasts of Homer which have been pub- 

“ liked already by Mr. Pope, give us reafon to 

“ think that the Iliad will appear in Englifh with 
“as little difadvantage to that immortal poem.”* 

As tothe reft there is a flight miftake, for this 
younger mufe was an elder: nor wiis the gentle- 
man (who is a friend of our author) employed 
by Mr. Addifon to tranflate it after him, fince he 
faith himfelf that he did it before (y).  Contrasi- 
wife, that Mr. Addifon engaged our author in 
this work appeareth by declaration thereaf in the 
preface to the fliad, printed fome time before his 
death, and by his own letters of O&ober 26, and 
November 2, 1713, where he declares it is his opi- 
nion that no other perfon was equal to it. 

Next comes his-Shakfpeare on the 2. 
“han” (quoth ons, whom cake. =o Le 
MR. THEOBALD, Mif's Fourewi;; Zune 8, 2928). 
“ publiffi feck: ag-author-3a -be has, teaft- ftudied, 
“ and forget to-di even thedall duty of an 
a pearaig In aah jee lot him lend the book{el- 
“ ler his uame:(for a-campetent fum of money) to 
* promote the bina an Prorbicantfubieopt a 
Gentle ‘reader, be pleafed to caft thine eye on the 
Propofa) below quoted, and on what follows (fome 
months after the former affertion) in the fame 
Journalit of June 8, “ The bovkfeller propofed 
“ the book by fwb{cription, and raifed fome thou- 
“ fand of pounds for the fame : I believe the gen- 
* deman did nat thare in the profits of this extra- 
“ vagant fub{cription.” 

“« After the fliad, he undertook” (faith 

MIST’S JOURNAL, June 8, 1728.) 

“ the fequel of that work; the Odyfley; andhaving 
* fecured the fuccefs by a numerous fubfcription, 
“* he employed fome undertings ‘to perform what, 
“ according to his propofals, fhould come from his 
“ own hands.” To which heavy charge we can 
in truth oppofe nothing but the words of 

MR. POPE’S PROPOSAL FOR THE ODYSSEY 

(printed by J. Watts, Fer. 10, 1724.), 

“ take this occafion to declare that the fub{crip- 
“ cion for Shakfpeare bejongs wholly to Mr. Ton- 
“ fon: and that the benefit of this propofal is not 
© folely for my own ule, but for that of two of my 
friends, who have aflifted me in this work.” But 
thefe very gentlemen are extolled above our Poet 
himfelf in another of Mitt’s journals, March 30, 
1728, faying, “ That he would not advife Mr. 
“ Pope to try the experiment again of getting a 

(y) Vid. prof. to Mr. Tickel,’s tranflation of the 

Sich book of the sliad, ato. ie 
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© great part of a hook done by affiftants, lef thofe 
« extraneous parts fhould unhappily afcend to the 


_ fublime, and retard the declenfien of the whole.” 


Behold ! thefe underlings are become good writers! 

If any fay, that before the faid propofals were 
printed, the fubfcription was begun without de- 
claratign of fuch affiftance ; verily thofe who fet it 
on foot, or (as the term is) fecured it; to wit, the 
right honourable thé Lord Vifcount Harcourt, 
were he living, would teftify ; and the right ho- 
nourable the Lord Bathurit, now living, doth 
tcllify, the fame ia a falfehood. 

Sarry 1 am, thar perfons profeffing to be learned, 
or of whatever rank of author, fhould either falfely 
tax, or be falfely taxed. Yer let us, who are only 
reporters, be impartial in ourcitations, and proceed. 

MIS("S JOURNAL, Fune 8, 1728. 

« Mr, Addlfon raifed this author from obfcu- 
" rity, obtained him the acquaintance and friend- 
“ fhip of the whole body of our nobility, and trans- 
“ ferred his powerful interefts with thofe great 
“ men to this rifing bard, who frequently levied 
by that means unufual contributions on the 
“ public.” Which: furely cannot be, if, as the 
author of the Dunciad Diffedted reporteth, Mr. 
‘Wycherly had before “. introduced him into a 
« familiar acquaintance with the greateft peers aud 
“ prighteft wits thea living.” neti 

“ No fooner (faith the fame journalift) was his 
« body lifelefs, but this author, reviving his refent- 
« ment, libelled the memory of his departed friend; 
“ and what was itill more heinous, made the fcan- 
s¢ dal public.” Grievous the accufation ! unknown 
the acceler! the perfon agcufed, no witnefs in his 
own ‘caufe; the perfon, in whofe regard accufed, 
dead! But if there be living any one nobleman 
whole friendthip, yea any one gentleman whofe 
fubfeription Mr. Addifon procured to our author, 
Jet him ftand forth, that truth may appear! Ami- 
cus Plato, amitus Sotrates, fed magis amica veritas. 
In verity, the whole ftory of the libel is a lie ; wit- 
nefs thofe perfons of integrity, who, feveral years 
before Mr. Addifon's deceafe, did fee and approve 
of the faid verfes, in no wife a libel, but a friendly 
rebuke fent privately in our tuthor’s own hand 
to Mr. Addifon himfelf, and never made public, 
till after their own journals, and Curil had printed 
the fame. One name alone, which I am here au- 
thorifed to.declare, will fufficiently evince this 
truth, that of the right honourable che Earl of 
Burlington. 

Next is he taxed with a crime (in the opinion of 
fome authors, 1 doubt, more heinous than any in 
morality), to wit, Plagiarifm, from the inyentive 
and quaint-conceited = * 

JAMES-MOORE SMITH, Gent. 

“ (2) Upon reading the third volume of Pope's 
* mifcellanies, I found five lines which 1 thought 
“ excellent ; and happening to praife them, a gen- 
© tleman produced a modern comedy (the Rival 
“ Modes) publithed lat year, whege were the fame 
* verfes to a tittle. 

“ Phefe gegglemen are undoubtedly the firft 





(2) Del's Frurnal, March 88, 1728. 
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« plagiaries, that pretend to make a reputation by: 
« ftealing from a man’s works in his own life-time, 
« and out of a public print.” Let us join to this 
what is written by the-author of the Rival Motics, 
the faid Mr. James-Moore Smith, ina letter to our 
author himfelf, who had informed him a month 
before that play was acted, Jan. 27, 1726-7, thut. 
“ Thefe verfes, which he had before given him 
“ feave to infert in it, would be known for his, 
“ fome copies being got abroad. He defires, ne~ 
 yerthelefs, that fince the lines had been read in 
* his comedy to feveral, Mr. P. would not deprive 
“it of them,” &c. Surely, if we add the teftie 
monies of the Lord Bolingbroke, of the Lady to 
whom the faid werfes were originally addreffcd, of - 
Hugh Bethel, Bfq; and others, who knew them as 
our author's, lodg before the faid gentleman com~ 
pofed his play; it is hoped, the ingenious,-that_ 
affe& not error, will rectify their opinion bythe* 
fuffrage of fo honourable perfonages. 

And yetfolloweth anothercharge, infinuatingno - 
lefs than hijeamity both to church and ftate, which” 
could come from no other informer than the faid* 

MR, JAMES-MOORE SHITH. 

# (a) The Memoirs of a Parifh Clerk wasa very- 
« dull and unjuft abufe of a perfon who wrote im 
“ éefence of “our religion and conftitution, ‘and: 
“ who has been dead many years.” This feemeth. 
alfo moft untrue; it being known to divers that 
thefe memoirs were written at the feat of the Lord 
Harcourt in Oxfordshire, before that excellent pers 
fon (Bithop Burnet’s) death, and many yearebotors 
the appearance of that hiftory,.of which they-are 
pretended to be an abufe. Molt true it is, that’ 
Mr. Moore had fuch a defign, and was himfelf the 
man who preft Dr. Arbuthnot and Mr. Pope to 
affift him therein; and that he borrowed thofe 
memoirs of our author, when that hiftory came 
forth, with intent to turn them to fuch abufe. 
But being able to obtain from our author but 
one fingle hint, and either changing his mind, or 
having move mind than ability, he contented him- 
felf to keep the faid memoirs, and read them as his 
own to all his acquaintance. A noble perfon there 
is, into whofe company Mr, Pope once chanced to 
introduce him, who well remenybereth the con- 
verfation of Mr, Moore to hayeaurned upon the 
« contempt he had for the -wofk of that reverend 
“ prelate, and how full he was of a defign he des 
“clared himfelf to have of éxpofing’ it.”" This 
noble perfon is the Earl of Peterborough, | w 

Here in truth fhould we crave pardon of all the 
forefaid right honourable and worthy perfonages, 
for having mentioned them in the fame page with 
fuch weekly riff-raff railers and rhymers ; but that 
we had their ever-honoured commands for the 
fame and that they are introduced not as witneffes 
in the controverfy, but as witneffes that cannot be 
controverted : not to difpute, but to decides: =" 

_ Certain it is, that dividing our writers inte twa 
claffes, of fuch who were acquaintance, and of fuch 
who were ftrangersto our anthor; the former are 
thofe who fpeak well, and the other thofe whg 





(2) Daily Journal, April 3, 1728. 
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fpcak evil of him. Of the firft clafs, the moft noble 
JOHN DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM 
fums up his character in thee lines : 
* (6) And yet fo wondrous, fo fublime a thing, 
“As the great liad, fcarce could make me fing, 
“.Unieta 1 juftly could at once commend . 
* A good companion, and as firm a feiend; 
* One moral, or a merc well-natur’d deed, 
+ Con all defert in fcieuces exceed.” 
So alfa is he decypher'd by the honourable 
‘ SIMON HARCOURT, 
« (ey Say, wondrous youth, what column wilt 
* thou choofe, 
What lausel’d arch, for thy triumphant mufe ? 
“ Though each great ancient court thee to his 
 thrine, [thine, 
“ Though cvery laurel throngh the: dome be 
“* Go to the good and juft, and awful train? 
“ Thy foul's delight,.-—” 
Recorded in like manner for his virtuous difpofi- 
tion, and gentle bearing, hy the ingenious 
MR. WALTER HART, 
in this apoftrophe + 
“ (da) Oh! ever worthy, ever crown’d with 
® praife t+ ° 
“© Blot in thy Jife, and bleft in all thy lays, 
“ Add, that the Sifters every thought refine, » 
“ And ev’n thy lif: be faultlefs as thy line, 
“ Yet envy @ijl with tiercer rage parfues, 
* Obfeurcs the virtue, and defames the mufe, 
“A foul like thine, in pain, jn grief, refign “dy 
Views with jaft feorn the malice of mankind. iD 
‘The witty and moral fativitt 
DR. EDWARD YOUNG, 
withing foie check to the corruption and evil 
mannors of the times, calleth out upon our Poet 
to undertake ‘a tafk fo worthy of his virtue: 
* (e) Why flumbers Ropes who leads the mufes 
“ train, {plain 2” 
* Nor hears that virme, which he loves, com- 
MR. MALLET, 
in his Fpiftle on Verbat Criticifm : 
‘ Whofe life, feverely: fcann’d, tranfcends ‘his 
“ Jays 
“« For wit fapreme, is but his fecond praife ;”* 
JR. HAMMOND, 
‘That delicate and correct imicator of Tibullus, in 
his Love Elegies, Blegy xiv. 
“ Now, fir'd by Pope and virtue, leave the age, 
- © In low purfuit of felf-undoing wrong, 
_“* And trace the author through his moral page, 
+" Whofe blumelefs life fill anlwerg to a 
* fong.”” 
& MR. THOMSON, 
in his elegant and phitofophieal Poem of the Sea- 
fons: = 
a Although not fweeter his own Homer fings, . 
* Yet is his life the more endearing fong.” 
To the fame cune alfo fingeth that learned clerk, 
ot Suffolk, 


OF AUUHORS. 


. . MR, WILLIAM BROOME, ; 

« (F) Thus, nobly rifing in fair virtwe’s caufe, 
* © From thy own life tran(cribe th’ unnerting | 

“ laws.” 

And, to clofe all, hear the reverend Dean of St, 
Patrick's: * 

* A foul with every virtue fraught, 
- © By patriots, priefts, and poets taught. 

Whole filial piety excels 

“ Whatever Grecian ftory tells. 
‘© A genius for each bufinefs fit, 

* Whofe meaneft talent is his wit,” &e. 

~: Let us stow recreate thee by turning to the other 
fide, and fhowing- his character drawn by thofe | 
wich whom he never conversed, and whofe coune | 
tenanccs he could not know, though turned againft 
him: firft again commencing with ue high voiced | 
and never ettough quoted 

MR. JOHN DENNIS, 

Who, in his Reflections on the £ flay on Criticifns, 
thus defcribeth him : © A little affected hypocrite, 
« who has nothing in his mouth but candour, truth, 
“ friendthip, good-nature, hymanity, and magna~ 
“nimity. He is fo great a lover of falichood, 
“ that, ‘whenever he has a mind to calumniate his 
 contemporaties, he brands them with fome defect. 
“which was juft contrary to fome good quality, 
“for which all their friends and acquaintance 
“ commend them. He feems to have a particular . 
pique to people of quality, and authors of that 
* rank.—H muft derive his religion from St. 
“ Omer’s ¥—But in the character of Mr. P. and” 
his writings; (printed by S. Popping, 1716, he 
faith, “ Though he is a profeffor of the wortt ri Hy 
“ ligion, yet he laughs at it;” but that, “ never’ 
“ thelefs, be is a virulent papift; and yer a pillar 
“ for the church of England.” 

Of both which opinions 

MR. LEWIS THEOBALD 

feems alfo to be; declaring in Mift’s Journal, of 
June 22, 1718, “ That, if he is not threwdly 














| * abufed, he made it his pradiice to cackle to ho 
** parties in their own fentiments-” But, as to-his 


pique againft people of quality, che fame journalift 


*| doth nat agree, but faith (May 8, 1728), * He had, 


“ by fome means or other, the “acquaintance and 
“ friendfhip of the whole body ef our nobility.” 

However coutradi@tory this may appear, Mr, 
Dennis and Gildon, in the character laft cited, 
nvike icall plain, byaffuring us,“ That he is a creae 
“ ture that reconciles all contradigtions: he is a 
beat, and a man; a Whig, anda Tory ; a writer, 
“ (at one and the fame time) of ( ¢) Guardians 
-* and Examiners; an affeffor of liberty, and of 
“ the difpenfing powersof kings; a Jefuitical pro- 
* feffor of truth; a bafe and a foul pretender to 
“candour.” So. that, upon the whole account, 
we muit conclude him either to have been a great 
hypocrite,-or’a very honeft man; a terrible im- 
poive upon both Parties, or very moderate to ee 
ther, 








“TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS. - 


Mr. Gildon affuresus, i his New Rehearfal,(p. 48.) 

-* That he was writing a play of the Lady Jane 
© Grey; but it afterwards proved to be Mr. 
Rowe's, We are affured by another, “ He wrote 
a pamphlet called Dr. Andrew Tripe (g);” 
which proved to be one Dr. Wagftafl’s, Mr, 
Vhecbald affures us, in Mitt of the 27th of April, 
* That the treatife of the Profound is very dull; 
“and that Mr. Pope is. the author of it” The 
writer of Gulliveriana is of another opinion; and 
fays, “ The whole, or greatet part of the merit of 
“this treatif: muft, and can only be aferibed to 
Gulliver (4). [Here, gentle reader! cannot I 
bue fmile at the range blindnefs and pofitivenefs 
of men; knowing the faid treatife to appertain to 
none other but to me, Martinus Scriblerus ] 

» We are afluved, in Mit of June 8. “ ‘that his 
*-own plays and farces would better have adurned 
«the Danciad, than thofe of Mr. Theobald ; for he 
“had neither genius for tragedy nos comedy.” 
Which, whether true or not, it is not eafy to judge ; 
in as much as he had attempted neither. Unlefs 
we will take it for granted, with Mr. Cibber, chat 
his, being once very angry at hearing a friend’s 
ply abufed, was an infallible proof the play was 
his own; the faid Me, Cibber thinking it impof- 
fible for a man to be much concerned for any but 
himielf: “ Now [Gt any man judge (faith he} by 
‘this concern, who was the true mother of the 
“ronild (4) 2" 

*. But from all that hath been faid, the difcerning 
veader will collect, that it little availed our-author 
tu have any candour, fince, when he declared he 
‘did not write for others, it was fot ecredived 5 as 
little ro have any modelty, fiuce, when he declined 
writing in any way himfclf, the prefymption of 
ahers was imputed to him. If he fingly enterprif- 





(g) Charadter of Mr. Pope, p. 6. 
4(h) Gulliy p. 336. ; 
GG) Cibber's Letier to Mr. P. p. 3g 


4 79 
éd one great work, he was taxed of boldnefs and 
madnefs to a prodigy (4): If he took aififtant in 
anéther, it was complained of, aud reprefented as 
a great injury te the public (/). The loitiett hero- 
ics; the loweft ballads; treatifes againft the fate 
or church; fatires on fords and ladies; raittcty 
on wits and authors; {quabbles with bookfellers ; 
or even full and true accounts of monfters, poifons, 
and murders; of any bereof was there nothing fo 
good, nothing fs bad, which hath not at one or 
other. feafon been ta him afcribed. ff it bore no 
author's name, then lay he concealed ; if it did, 
he fathered it upon that author, to be yet better 
concealed: ff it refembled any of his ftyles, then 
was it evident; if it did nut, then difguifed he it 
on fet purpofe. ¥ea, even dire@ oppofitions in re- 
ligion, principles, and politics, have equally been 
fuppofed ia him inherent. Surely a mof rare anc 
fingufar charagter ; of which let the reader make 
what he can. 

Doubtlefs moft commentators would hence take 
occafion to turn afl to their author's advantage, 
and from the teftimony of his very enemies would 
affirm, that his capacity wag boundlefs, as well as 
his imagination , that he was a perfed mafter of 
all ftyles, and all arguments; and that there was 
in thofe times no other writer, in any kind, of any 
degtee of excellence, fave he himfslf. But as this 
is not our own fentimerit, we fhall determine oy 
nothing ; hut leave thee, gentle reader, to flees 
thy judgment equally between various opinion, 
and to choofe whether thou wilt incline to the 
teRimovies of authors avowed, or of authors con- 
cegled; of thofe who knew him, or of thole who 
kilew him yor, ‘ in 





(2) Burnet’s Homerides, pi, of bit tranflation of 
the Hliad, ; 
(1) The * ondon and. Mipl's Fourtials, on his under 
taking the Odyff'y. : 
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MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 
OF £HE POEM. : 











T'wis poem, as it celebrateth the moft grave and 
aacient things, Chaos, Night, and Dulnefs; fo is 
St of the mott grave and ancient kind. Homer 
(isith Ariftotie) was the firft who gave the form, 
and (faith Horace) who adapted the meafure to 
heroic poefy. But even before this, may be ration- 
ally prefumed from what the ancients have left 
‘written, was a picce by Homer compofed, of like 
nature and matter with this of our poet. For of 
epic fort it appeareth to have been, yet of matter 
furely not unpleafant ; witnefs what is reported 
of it by the learned Archbifhop Euftathius, in 
Odyff. x. And accordingly Ariftotle, in his Poe- 
tics, chap. iv. doth further fet forth, that as the Tli- 
ad and Odyfley gave example to tragedy, fo did 
this poem to comedy its firft idea. 

From thefe authors alfo it fhould feem, that the 
hero, or chief perfonage of it was no lefs obfcure, 
and his underftanding and {entiments no lefs quaint 
and ftrange (if indeed not more fo) than any of 
the actors of our poem, Margites was the name of 
this perfonage, whom antiquity recordeth to have 


been Dunce the firft; and furely, from what we 


hear him, not unworthy to be the root of fo fpread- 
ing a tree, and fo numerous a pofterity. The poem, 
therefore, celebrating him, was properly and ab- 
folutely a Dunciad; which though now unhappily 
Jott, yet is its nature fufficiently known by the in- 
Sallible tokens aforefaid. And thus it doth appear, 
ahat the firft Dunciad was the firft epic poem writ- 

‘ ten by Homer himfelf, and anterior even to the 
liad or Odyfey. 

Now, forafmuch as our poet hath tranflated 
thofe two famous works of Homer, which are yet 
Jeft, he did conceive it in fome fort his duty to 
3mitate that alfo which was loft; and was there- 
force induced to beftow on it the fame form which 
Homer's is reported to have had, uamely that of 
epic pocm; witha title slfo framed after the an- 
cient Greek manner, to wit, that of Dunciad. 

Wonderful it is, that fo few of the moderns have 
‘been fimulated to attempt fome Dunciad : fince, 
3n the opinion of the multitude, it might cott lefs 
pain and toi] than an imitation of the greater epic, 
But poflible it is alfo, that on due reflection the 
maker might find it eafier to paint a Charlemagne, 
a Brute, or a Godlrey, with juft pomp, and dignity 
hersic, than-a Margites, a Codrus, or a Fleckno. 





‘We thall next declare the occafion and the canf 
which moved onr poet to this particular work. 
He lived in thofe days, when (after Providence 
had permitted the invention of printing as a 
fcourge for the fins of the learned) paper alfo be+ 
came fo cheap, and printers fo numerous, that a de« 
luge of authors covered the land: whereby not 
only the peace of the honeft unwriting fubject was 
daily molefted, but unmerciful demands were made. 
of his applaufe, yea of his money, by fuch as would 
neither earn the one, nor deferve the other. At. 
the fame time, the licence of the prefs was fuch, 
that it grew dangerons to refufe them cither: for 
they would forthwith publifh flanders unpunifhed, 
the authors being anonymous, and fkulking undeg 
the wings of publithers ; a fet of men who neither 
fcrupled to vend cither calumny or blafphemy, as 
long as the town would call for it. 

(2) Now our author, living in thofe times, did 
conceive it an endeavour well worthy an honeft 
fatirift, to diffuade the dull, and punith the wick- 
ed, the only way chat was left. In that publice 
fpirited view he jaid the plan of this poem, as the 
greatett fervice he was capable (without much 
hurt, or being flain) to render his dear country. 
Firft, taking things from their original, he con= 
fidereth the caufes creative of fuch authors, names 
ly Dulnefs and Poverty ; the one born with them, 
the other contracted by neglect of their proper ta- 
Ients, through felf-conceit of greater abilities. This 
truth he wrappeth in an allegory (4) (as the con. 
firugtion of epic poefy requireth), and feigns that 
one of thefe goddeifes had taken up her abode with 
the other, and that they jointly infpired all fuck 
writers, and fuch works. (c) He proceedeth to 
fhow the qualities ticy beftow on thefe authors, 
arsi the effects they produce (¢): then the mate- 
rials, or ftock, with which they furnish them (e), 
and, above all, that felf-opinion (f) which caufeth 
it to feem to themfclves vaftly greater than it is, 
and is che prime motive of their fetting up in this 





(6) Boffu, chap, vii. 
(6) Booki. ver. 32. ee 
(4) Fer, 45. to 54, 
(6) Wer. $7. 40.976" 
(f) Bork ic ver. Bon, 


(a) Vide Boffe, Du Porm Epique, chap. vii 
> eer 


MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS OF THE POEM. 


them, “a parcel of poor wretches, fo many filly. 
“ flies (7}:”” but adds, our author's wit is remarke 
ably “ more bare and barren, whenever it would, 
“ fall foul on Cibber, than upon any other perfor 
“ whatever,” . 


fad and forry merchandife. The great power of 
thefe goddeffes acting in alliance (whereof as the 
one is the mother of induftry, fo is the other of 
plodding) was to be exemplified in fome one great 
and remarkable agtion: (g) and none could be 
more fo than that which our poet hath chofen, vz. 
the reftoration of the reign of Chaos and Night, 
by the miniftry of Dulnefs their daughter, in the 
remioval of her imperial feat from the city to the 
polite world; as the action of the Eneid is the 
reftoration of the empire of Troy, by the removal 
of the race from thence to Latium. But as Homer 
fingeth only the wrath of Achilles, yet includes in 
his poem the whole hiftory of the Trojan war; in 
like manner, our author hath drawn into this fin- 
gle action the whole hiftory of Dulnefs, and her 
children, 

~A perfon muft next be fixed upon to fuppore 
this action. This phantom in the poct’s mind mutt 
have a name (4): he finds it to be 2 and 
he becomes of courfe the hero of the poem, 

The fable being thus, according to the beft ex- 
ample, one and entire, as contained in the prope- 
fition ; the machinery is a continued chain of al- 
legories, fetting forth the whole power, miniftry, 
and empire of Dulnefs, extended through her fub- 
ordinate inftruments, in all her various operations. 

This is branched into epifodes ; each of which 
hath its moral apart, though all conducive to the 
main end. The crowd affembled in the fecond 
book, demonftrates the defign to be more extenfive 
than to bad poets only; and that we may expec 
other epifodes of the patrons, encouragers, or pay- 
mafters of {uch authors, as occafion fhail bring them 
forth. And the third book, if well confidered, 
feemeth to embrace the whole world, Each of 
the games relatcth to fome or other vile clafs of 
writers: the firft concerneth the plagiary,to whom 

“she giveth the name of Moore; the fecond, the li- 
bellous novelift, whom he ftyleth Eliza ; the third, 
the flattering dedicator; the fourth, the bawling 
critic, or noify poet; the fifth, the dark and dirty 
“party-writer; and fo of the ref : afligning to each 
fome proper name or other, fuch as he could find. 

As for the chara¢ters, the public hath already 
acknowledged how juftly they are drawn: the 
manners are fo depidted, and the fentimeniz fo pe- 
culiar to thofe to whoni applied, that furely tp 
transfer them to any other or wifer perfonage, 
would be exceeding difficult: and certain it is, 
that every perfpn concerned, being confulted apart, 

“hath readily owned the refembiance of every por- 
trait, his own excepted, So Mr. Cibber calls 





(Cg) Ibid. chap vii. viii, 
(b) Boffs, chap. viii. Vide Arif. Pect, eap, ix. 
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The deferiptions are fingular; the comparifons 


very quaint; the narration various, yet of one 


colour: the purity and chaftity of dition is fo 


preferved, that in the places moft fulpicious, not 
the words, but only the images have been cenfur« 


ed; and yet are thofe images no other than have 
been fanctified by ancient and claffical authority 
(though, as was the manner of thole good times, 
not {fo curioully wrapped up), yea, and comment. 
ed upon by the moft grave do@tors, and approv~ 
ed critics, 

As it beareth the name of epic, it is thercby 
fubjeé to fuch fevere indifpenfible rules as are 
Jaid on all neoterics, a ftridt imitation of the an~ 
cients; infomuch that any deviation, accompanicih 
with whatever poetic beauties, hath always beer 
cenfured by the found critic. How exact that li 
mitation hath been in this piece, appeareth not ona 
ly by its general ftru@ure, but by particular ill 
fions infinite, many whereof have efcaped both tle 
commentator and poet himfelf; yea divers, by his 
exceeding diligence, are fo altered and interwov~ 
en with the reft, that {everal have already beeng 
and more will be, by the ignorant, abufed as al~ 
together and originally his own. 

In a word, the whole poem proveth itfelf to be 
the work of our author, when his faculties wera 
in full vigour and perfection ; at that exa& time. 
when years have ripened the judgment, without 
diminishing the imagination: which, by good 
critics, is held ta be punctually at forty. © For a€ 
that feafon it was that Virgil finifhed his Geor~ 
gics; and Sir Richard Blackmore at the like ace 
compofing his Arthurs; declared the fame to ha 
the very acme and pitch of life for epic poefy = 
though fince he hath altered it to fixty, the year 
in which he publifhed his Alfred (Z). True it is 
that the talents for criticifm, namely fmartnefs, 
quick cenfure, vivacity of remark, certainty of at 
feveration, indeed all but acerbity, feem rather thes 
gifts of youth, than of riper age: bnt it is fare 
otherwife in potty; wituefs the works of Mra 
Rymer and Mr. Dennis; who beginning with cri« 
ticifm, became afterwards fuch pocts 2s no ages 
hath paralleled. With good reafon, therefore, did 
our author choofe to write his eflay on that fub= 





ject at twenty, and referve for his maturer yearg 


this great and wonderful work of the Dunciad, 





(4) Cibber’s letter to Mrs P, p. 9442, Ab 
(4) See big Effays. : 
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RICARDUS ARISTARCHAS 
OF THE HERO OF THE POEM. 











Ox the nature of Dunciad in general, whence de_ 
rived, and on what authority fourded, as well as 
of the art and condoct of this our Poem: in parri- 
cular, the learned and Iahorious Seriblerus bath, 
gto his manner, aid with tolerable fhare 
gment, differtated. But when he comerh to 
Speak of the perfon of the hero fitted for fuch 
yorm, in truth he mifcrably halts and hellucinates: 
Yor, mified by one Monficur Boflu, a Gullic critic, 
he prateth of I cannot tell what phantom of a he- 
yo, only rajfed upto fiupport the fable. A putrid 
conceit! As if Momer ond Virgil, like modern 
undertakers, who firft build their houfe and then 
tcek out for a tenant, had comrived the flory of a 
war and a wandering, before they once thought 
either of Achilles or Aincas. We fhall therefore 
fet our good brother and the world alfo right in 
this particular, Ly affuxing them, that, in the 
greater epic, the prime intention of the mufe is 
to exalt heroig virtue, in order to prepagate the 
Jove of it among the children of men; and con- 
fequently that the poet’s firft thought muft needs 
be turned upon a real fubje@ mect for laud and 
cclebration ; pot one whem he is to make, but one 
whom he may find, troy Wuftrious. ‘Thijs is the 
primum mobile of his poetic world, whence every 
thing ts to recvive life and motion, For. thi fub- 
ject being found, be is imnicdiately ordained, or 
rather ackngwledged, an hero, and put upon fuch 
action as befitteth the diynity of his charadtey. © 
Bur the ntufe ceafeth jot herehereagle-flighe. For 
fomctimes, fatiated with the contenrplation of thefe 
fons of glory, the turneth downward on her wing, 
and darts with Jove's lightning on the goofe and 
ferpent kind. For we may apply to the mufe in 
Jit various moods, what an ancient matter of wif- 
dony afiymeth cf the Gods in general: * Si Du 
© non irafcuntur impiis et injuitis, uee pios utiqae 
« juflofqne diligunt. In rebus enim diverfis, aut in 
«yn utamons partem moveri neceflc of, ant in 
* neatram. [taque qui bunos diligit, ct malve adit; 
© et gai malas non odit, nec bonws diligiz. Quia 
ct diligere honos ex adi malorem venit ; et me- 
los odiffe ex bonorum caritate defcendir.” Which 
jn our vernacular idiom may be thus interpreted : 


% If the Gods be not provoked at evil men, nei- 
* gher are they’ del: 
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“ For contrary objedts muft either excite contrar¢ 
“ affedtions, or no affe@iuns at all. So that he whe 
*loveth good nien, mult at the fame time hate the 
* bad: and he who hateth not bad men, cannot love 
“ the goad; hecaufe to love good men proceedcth. 
* fom an averficn to evil, and to hace evil men 
“ from atendernefs to the good.” From this de+ 
Jicacy of the mnfe arofe the little epic (more lively 
and choleric chan her elder fitter, whofe bulk and 
complezion incline her to the phiegmatic) : ‘aid 
fur this, fome notorious vehicle of vice and folly 
was fought out, to miako thercof an eXample, An 
early inttance of which (nor could it efcape the ac- 
curate Scriblerus) the father of epic pocm himfelf 
afferdeth us, From him the pra@ice defcended to 
the Greek cramatic poets, his off-pring ; who, in 
the compofition of their Tetralogy, or fet of four 
pieces, were wont to make the laft a fatiric tragedy, 
Happily, one of thefe ancient Duaciads) as we may 
well rerm it) is come down unto us, amongft the 
tragedies of the poet Buripides. And what doth 
the reader fuppofe may be the fubjc& theredf? 
Why in truth, and it is worthy observation, the 
unequal conteft of an old, dull, debauched buffoon 
Cyciops, with the heaven-dire@ed favourite af 
Minerva; who, aiter having quietly borne all the 
monfter’s obifcene and impious ribaldry, endeth the 
farce in panithing him with the mark of an inde~ 
lible brand in his forciead. May we not then be 
exculed, if, for the future, we confider the epics of 
Homer, Virgil, and Milton, together with thisour 
poem, asa complete ‘Vetralugy ; in which the laft 
worthily hodeth the place of itation af the fatirie 
piece? : 

Proceed we therefore in our fubjed. Tt hath 
‘been long, and slag tor pity! flill remaineth a 
guettion, whether the hero of the greater epic 
fheuad be an hone man; of as the French critics 
expre(s it, un hoonére horame (a): but it never 
admitted of a doubt, but that the hero of the little 
epic thould be jult the contrary. ‘Hence, to the’ 
advantage of our Dunciad, we may obferve, how 
Touch er che moral of that poem mouft needs be, 


(a) Siun Heros Peitique deit “trewa Lonnite Lomme. 
Befjisy da Perms Bpicue, iv. ¥. ch. $+ 
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where fo important a queftion is previoufly decid- j 
“ed. 

But then it ia not every knave; nor (Jet me add} 
every fool, that is a fit fubject for a Dunciad. 
"Phere nvuft fill ext fome analogy, if not rcfem- 
blance of qualities hetween the heroes of the pwo 
poems; and this, to admit of what neoteric critics 
cali the parody, one of the livelieft graces of the 
Tittle epic. ‘Thus it being agreed that the contti- 
tuent qualitice of the greater epic hero, are wif 
dom, bravery, and love, from whence fpemgeth 
heroic virtuc ; it followeth, that thofe of the leffer 
epic hero fhould be vanity, affurance, and de- 
bauchery, from which aflemblage refulteth heroic 
dulnefs, the never-dying {ubject of this our poem. 

‘This being fetuled, come we now to particulars, 
It is the character of truce wifdum, to feck its chief 
fupport and confidence within iefelf; and to place 
that fupport in che refources which proceed from 
aK us cectitude of will—And are the ad- 
vantages of vanity, when arifing to the heroic 
ftandard,at all fort of this felf-complacence ? Nay, 
are they not, in the opinion of the enamoured 
owver, far beyond it? * Let the world (will fuch 
“© an one fay) impute ta me what folly or weaknefs 
they pleafe , but till wifdom can give me fome- 
“ thing that will make me more heartily happy, 
% Lain content to be Gazev ar (6).” This, we fee, 
Je Vanity according to the heroic gaze or meafure 5 
not that low and iguoble fpecies which pretendeth 
to virtues we have not; but the laudable ambition 
of being gazed at for glorying in thofe vices, which 
every body knows we have. “ Fhe world may afk 

.#* (fays he) why | make my follies public? Why 
«not? i have paffed my life very pleafantly wich 
* them’? in fhort, there is no forf of vanity fuch 
a hero would fcruple, but that which might go 
near to. degrade him from his high ftation in this 
our Dunciad; namely, ° whether ic would not be 
* vanity in him, to take Game to himfeif for not 
cing a wife man?” 

-+ Bravery, the fecond attribute of the true hero, 
is courage manifefting itfelf in every limb; while 
its correfpondent virtue in the mack hero, is, that 
fame courage alk collected into the face. And as 
power, when drawn together, muft needs have 
more force and {pirit than when dilperfed, we ge- 
nerally find this kind of courage in fo high aod 
heroic a degree, that it infults not only men, but 
Gods, Mezentins is, without doubt, the braveft 
charaéter in all the /Eneis: but how ? His bravery, 
we know, was an high courage of blafphemy. 
Ad can we fay lefs of this brave man’s, who 
having told us that he placed his “ fammum 
“+ bonum in thofe follics, which he'was nat con- 
* tent barely to poffels, but would likewife glory 
“ in, adds, * I lam mifguided, ‘ris Naruae’s 
“ ravi, and F follow ner (c).”” Nor can we be 
mitlaken in making this happy quality a fpecies of 
courage, when we confider thole illuttrious marks, 
of it, which made his race * more known (as he 
“ juflly boafteth) than moft in the kingdom ;” 


















(b) Ded. to the Life of C. C. 
(6) Lyft of ©, Gop. 23. 0d. adit. 
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and hit language to confit of what we mufl al- 
lew to be the moft daring figure of fpeech, chat 
which is taken from the name of God 

Gentle love, the next ingredient in the trae 
hero’s compafition, is a mere bird of paffage, or 
(as Shakfpeare calls it) fummer-teeming lait, 
and evaporates in the heat of youth ; doubrlefs by 
that roinement it fuffers in palling through thofe 
certain trainers which our poet fomewhete fpeak~ 
eth of. Bur when it is let alone to work upon the 
Jees, it acquireth ftrength by old age; and becomech 
a lafting ornament to the little epic. It is truc, 
indced, there is one objeétion to its fitnefs for fuch 
an ule: for not only the ignorant may think it 
common, but it is admitced to be fo, even by Kime 
who belt knqweth its value. * Dont you thisi 
“ (argueth he), to fay ¢ only a man has 
“ whore (d),” “ ought to go for little or nothing ? 
le defendit numeruc; take the firft ton thow- 
“ fand men you meet, and, } believe, you would 
“ be no lofer if you betted ten to one, tifat every 
© Gngle finer of them, one with another, has 
been guilty of the fame fraiity (e)" But here 
he feemeth not to have done juftice to himieif: 
the man is fure enough a hero, who hath his lady 
at fourfcore. Haw doth his modefty heveit leflea 
the tnerir of a whole well-fpent fife: not taking 
to himfelf the commendation (which Hurace ac: 
counted the greateft in a theatrical character) of 
continuing to the very dregs the fame ke was 
from the beginning, 
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« ___Servetur ad tmuM 
 Qualis ab incepto proceficrat—-—” 


But here, in juftice both to the poet and the 
hero, let us farther remusk, that the calling her his 
whore, implied fhe was his own, and not his 
neighbour's. Truly a commendable continence ! 
and fuch as Scipio himfelf muft have applauded. ~ 
For iow much felf-denial was neceffary not to 
covet his ncighbour’s whore ? and what diforders 
mutt the coveting her have occafioned in that fo- 
ciety, where (according to this political calculator) 
nine in ten of all ages have their concubines | 

We have now, as briefly as we could advife, 
gone through the three conftituent qualities of ei+ 
ther hero. But it is not in any, or in all of thefe 
that hercilm properiy or etfentially refideth. [tis 
a lucky refult rather from the collifion of thefe 
lively qualitics again@ one another, “Thus, aa 
from wifd¢em, bravery, and love, arifeth magna~ 
nimity, the object of admiration, which is the aig 
of the greater epic; fo from vanity, affurance, and 
debauchery, fpringeth buffoonry, the fource of rie 
dicule, that.“ laughing ornament,” as he weil 
termeth it (f), of the little epic. 

(d) Ailuding to to Dr. Aro 
buthnot : 

“ And has not Colly fill bis lord and whore, 

“His butebirs Lciley, bis free-anfuns aVavere? 


(c) Letter. to Mr, Pp. 46. 
Cf) Letter te firs BP. pe 3 he 
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thefe lines in the Epift. 
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He is net afhamed (Gor forbid he ever fhould 
be afhamed!) of this character ; who deemeth, that 
not reafon but rifibility diftinguifheth the human 
fpccies from the brutal. “ As nature (faith this 
“ profound philefopher) diftinguitheth our fpecies 
* from the mute creation by our rifibility, her 
“defign musr have been by that faculty as evi- 
* dently to raife our Kapriness, as by pur Os 
 fublime (OUR ERECTED PACES) to lift the dignity 
“of our FoRM above them (#).”” All this confi- 
dered, how complete a hero muft he be, as well as 
how happy a man, whofe rifibility lieth, not 
barely in his mufcles, as in’ the commen fort, but 
(as himfelf informcth ts) in his very fpirits ? and 
whofe @s fublime is not fimply an ereét face, but a 
brazen head; as fhould feem by his preferring it 
to one of iron, faid to belong to the late king of 
Sweden? . , 

But whatever perfonat qualities a hero may have, 
the examples of Achilles and /Eneas fhow us, that 
all thofe are of fmall avail, without the conftane 
afidance of the Gons: for the fubverfion and 
erection of empires have never been adjudged the 
work of man. How greatly foever then we may 
eQaem of his high talents, we can hardly conccive 
Lis perfonal prowefs alone fufficient to reftore the 
decayed empire of Dulnefs, So weighty,an at- 
chiévernent mut require the particular favour and 
protedtion of tlie Great; who being the natural 
patrons and fupporters of Ictters, as che ancient 
Gods were of Troy, muft firft be drawn off and 
«npaged in another intereft, before the total fub. 
verfion of them can be accomplifhed., "Fo far- 
mount, therefore, this laft and greateft difliculty, 
we have, in this excellent man, a profeffed favour- 
ite and intimado of the great. And look, of what 
force ancient piety was to draw the gods into the 
party of JEneas, that, and much ftronger ie mo- 
dern incenfe, to engage the great in the party of 
culnefs. 

Thus have we cflayed to pourtray or shadow 
out, this noble imp of fame. Put now the impa- 
tient reader will be apt to fay, If fo many and va- 
rious graces go to the making up a hero, what 
qmortal fhall fuffice to bear his charaéter? Hl hath 
he read, who fecth not, in every trace of this pic- 
ture, that individual, A1.L-aAccOMPLISNRD PERSON, 
in whom thefe rare virtues and Incky circumftan- 
ces have agreed to meet and concentre with the 
Arangeft luitre and fullcit harmony. 

The good Scriblerus indeed, nay the world it- 
fclf, might be impofed on, in the late {purious edi- 
tions, by { can’t tell what fham hero or phantom: 
put it was not fo eafy to impofe on mu whom 
this egregious error moft of alk concerned. For no 
feoner had the fourth book laid open the high und 
Iwelling feenc, but he recognized his own heroic 
acts: and when he came to the words, 

“ Soft on her lap ker laureat fon reclines,* 
{though:Jaureat imply no more than one crowned 
with lautel, as Lefitecth any «ffociate or confort in 


empire), he loudly refenteth this dignity to vio- | 


Tated majetty. Indeed, not without caufe, he be- 
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RICARDUS ARISTARCHUS: 


ing there reprefented as faft afleep ; fo mifbefeeme 
ing the eye of empire, which, like that of Provize 
dence, fhould never doze nor flumber. “ Hah! 
© (faith he), faft afleep, it fecms: that's a little 
“ toa ftrong. Pert and dull af leaft you might 
* have allowed me, but as feldom afleep as any 
fool (4). However, the injured hero may 
comfort himfelf with this reflection, that though 
it be a Rtcep, yet it is not the fleep of death, but 
of immortality. Here he will (7) live at leak, 
though not awake; and in no worfe condition 
than many an enchanted warrior before him. 
The famous Durardante, for inftance, was, like 
him, caft into a long flumber by Merlin the Britith 
bard and necromancer; and his exan:ple for fub~ 
miteing to it with a good grace, might be of ufe 
to our hero, For that difaftrous knight being forely. 
preffed or driven to make his aniwer by feveral 
perfons of quality, only replied with a figh, Pati-, 
ence, and fhuille the cards (x). : 

But now, as nothing in this world,’ no not the, 
moft facred and perfect things, either of religion 
or government, can efcape the fting of envy, me~ 
thinks I already hear thefe carpers objecting te the 
clearnefs of our hero’s title. 

It would never (fay they) have been efleemed 
Sufficient to make an hero for the Hiad or AEncis, 
that Achilles was brave enough to overturn one 
empire, or AEneas pious enongh to raife another, 
had they not been goddefs-born, and princes bred. 
What then did this author mean, by erecting a 
player inftead of one of his patrons (a perfor, 
‘never a hero even on the flage,” to this dig- 
nity of colleague in the empire of dulaefs, and at~ 
chiever of a work that neither old Omar, Attila, 
nor John of Leyden, could entirely bring to pafs. 

To all this we have, as we conceive, a fuflicient 
anfwer from the Roman hiftorian, “ Fabrum effe 
“* fu quemque fortune :” that every man is the 
fmith of hisown fortune. The politic Florentine, 
Nicholas Machiavel, goeth Aill further, and aflirm~ 
eth that a man needeth but to believe himfelf a 
hero to be one of the worthieft. “ Let him (faith 
“he) but fancy himéfelf capable of the higheft 
* things, and he will of courfe be abic to atchicve 
“ them.” From this principle it follows, that ne~ 
thing can exceed our hero’s prowels; ag nothing 
ever equalled the greatnefs of his conceptions. 
Hear how he conftantly paragons himfelf; at one 
time to Alexander the Great, and Charles the XIE, 
of Sweden for the excefs and delicacy of his am~ 
bition; to Henry the IV. of France, for honeft . 
policy ; to the firft Brutus, for love of liberty; 
and to Sir Robert Walpole, for good government. 
while in power : at another time, to the god. 
like Socrates for his diverfions and amufements = 
to Horace, Montaigne, and Sir William Temple, 
for an elegant vanity that maketh them for ever 
read and admired ; to two Lord Chancellors, 
for law, from whom, when confderate againft 
him at the bar, he carried away the prize of cig~ 


9) Letter, p 53. 
(m) Letter, p. 1, 
{e) Dan Qrixctie, part ii. book ii. sh, Udy 
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quence; and, to fay all ina word, to the right 
reverend the Lord Bifhop of London himfelf, in 
- the art of writing paftoral letters. 

Nor did his aétions fall fhort of the fublimity of 
his conceit. In his early youth he met the revo- 
Jution face. to face in Nottingham; at a time 
when his betters contented themfelves with fol- 
Jow'ng her. It was here ke got acquainted with 
old Cattle-array, of whom he hath made fo ho- 
nourable mention in one of his immertal odes. 
But he fhone in courts as well as in camps: he was 
called up when the nation fell in labour of this 
sevolution ; and was a goffip at her chriftening, 
with the bithop and the ladies, : 

‘As to his birth, it is true he pretendeth no re- 
Jation cither to Heathen god or goddefs ; but, what 
is as good, he was defccaded from a maker of 
Doth (p),. And that he did not pa(s himfelf on the 
world for a hero, as well by birth as education, 
was his own fault: for his lineage he bringeth 
jnto his life as an anecdote, and is fenfible he had 
it in his power to be thought nobody’s fon at all ; 
and what is that but coming into the world a 
hero? 

. But be it, (the punGilious laws of epic poefy 
fo requiring) that a hero of more than mortal 
irth muft needs be had: even for this we have a 
gemedy. We can eafily derive our hero’s pedi- 
gree from a goddefs of no {mall power and autho- 
ority amongft mens and legitimate and inftal him 
after the right claflical and authentic fathion: 
for, like aa the ancient fages found a fon of 
Mars in a mighty warrior; a fon of Neptune 
na fkilful feamen; a fon of Phoebus in a har- 
» monious poet; fo have we here, if need be, a fon 
of Fortune to an artful gamefter. And who fitter 
than the offspring of Chance, to affift in reftoring 
the empire of Night and Chaos? 

There isin truth another objection of greater 
‘weight, namely, That this hero ftill exifteth, 
‘sand hath not yet finifhed his earthly courfe.— 
#*: For if Solon faid well, 





ultima femper 
“Expedtanda dies homini: dicique beatus 
"Ante obitum nemo fupremaque funera debet! 


if no man can be called happy till his death, 


$f) 4 Statuary. 
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“ furely much lefs can any one, till then, be pro~ 
“« nounced a hero: this fpecies of men being far 
“ more fubje@ than others to the caprices of for~ 
tune and humour.”? But to this alfo we have 
an anfwer, thatwill (we hopg) be deemed deci- 
five. It cometh from himfelf; who, to cut this 
matter fhost, hath folemnly protefted that he will 
never change or amend. 

With regard to his vanity, he declareth that 
nothing fhall ever part them. “ Nature (faith 
he) “ hath amply fupplied me in vanity; a plea- 
* fure which neither the pertnefs of wit, nor the 
“ gravity of wifdom, will ever perfuade me to 
“ part with.’. Our poet had charitably endea~ 
voured to adminifter a cure toit: but he telleth 
us plainly, ““ My fuperiors perhaps may be mend< 
“ ed by him; but for my part Lown myfelf in-~ 
* corrigible. 1 look upon my follies as the bet 
“ part of my fortune.” And with good reafon ; 
we fee to what thy have brought him! 

Secondly, as to buffoonry, “ Is i¢ (faith he) a 
time of day for me to leave off thefe fooleries, 
and fet up anew character? [ can no more 
put eff my follies than my fin; U have often - 
tried, but they flick too clofe to me: nor 
“ am I fare my friends are difpleafed with them, 
% for in this light 1 afford them frequent matter 
of mirth, &c.” Having then fo publicly dew 
clared himfelf incorrigible, he is become dead in 
law (I mean the law Epopcian) and devolveth 
upon the poetas his property; who may take him, 
and deal with him as if he had been dead as long 
as an old Egyptian hero; that is ta fay, embowel 
and embalm him for pofterity. 2 

Nothing therefore (we conceive) remaineth t 
hinder his own prophecy of himielf from taking---~ 
immediate effe&. A rare felicity! and what few 
prophets have had the fatisfaction to fee, alive — 
Nor can we conclude better than with that extra- 
ordimary one of his, which is conceived in thefe 
oraculous words, My dulnefs will find fomcbody to dy 
it right. : 

* Tandem Phebus adeft, morfufque inferre pz» 

“ rantem 
 Congelat, et patulos, ut erunt, induat hiae 
“ tus.” (a) : a 


“ 
“ 
“ 
“ 


(4) Ovid, of the farpent biting of Orpheus's Brady 














BY AUTHORITY. 


By virtue of the Authority in Us vefted by the A& for fubjeRing Poets to the power of a Licenfer, 
sve have vevifed this Piece ; “where finding the flyle and appellation of KiNG to Lave been given to a certain 
Pretender, Pfeudo-Poet, or Phantom, of the name of Trssgin; and epprebending the fame may be deema 
cd in fome fort a Refection on Majetty, or at leaf an infult on that Legel Authority which bas beflawed on 
another perfon the Crown of Poefy : We uve ordered the faid Pretender, Pfeudo-Poet, or Phantom, uf= 
terly to vanith and evaporate out of this work: And do declare the faid Throne of Poefy from henceforth to 
Le abdicated and vacant, unlefs duly and lawfully fupplied by the Laureate bimfelf. dnd it is hereby enasied, 


that no other perfon do prefume to fill the fame. 


TO DR. JONATHAN SWIFT. 


_ BOOKL. 
‘THE ARGUMENT. 


Tne propofition, the invocation, and the inferip- 
tion, ‘Thon the original of the great empire 
of dulnefs, and caufe of the continuance there- 
of. The college of the goddefs in the city, 
with her private academy for poets in particu- 
lars the governors.of it, and the four cardinal 
virtues. Then the poem haftes into the midft 
of things, prefenting her, on the cvening of a 
Lord Mayor's day, revolving the long fuccef- 
fion of her fons, and the glories paft and to come. 
She fixes her eyes on Bays * to be the inftru- 
ment of that great event which is the fubjec 
‘of che poem. He is defcribed penfive among 
his books, giving up the caufe, and apprehend- 
ing the period of her empire : Alter debating 





VARIATION» 
* In the firft editions Tibbald was the hero of 
the poem, which will account for moft of the fab- 
fequent variations. 


OC. Ch. 


whether to betake himfelf to the church, or to 
gaming, or to party writing, he raifes an altar — 
of proper books, and (making firft his folemn 
prayer and declaration) purpoies thercon to fae 
crifice all his unfuccefsful writings. As the pile 
is kindled, the goddefs bcholding the flame from 
her feat, flies and puts it out by cafting upon it 
the poem of Vhulé. She forthwith reveals 
herfelf tohim, tranfports him to her temple, 
unfolds her arts, and initiates him into her myf- 
teries; then anfiouncing the death of Eniden 
the poet laureat, anoints him, carries him te 
court, and proclaims him fucceffor. 


Tue mighty mother, and her fon, who brings 
‘The Smithfield nufes to the ear of kings, 





VARIATION. 

Ver, 1. The mighty mother, &c.} In the firft 
editien it was thus, 
Books and the man ! fing, the firft who brings 
The Smithfield mutes to the car of kings, 
Say, great patricians! fince yourfelves infpise 
Thefe wondrous works (fo Jove-and Fate require) 





THE DU 


I fing. Say you, her inftruments the great! 
~Call’d to this work by Dulnefs, Jove, and Fates 





VARIATION. 
Say, for what caufe, in vain decry’d and curft, 
Stilb . 

é REMARKS. 

‘The Dunciad, fic MS, It may well be difputed 
whether this be 2 right reading: Ought it not ra- 
ther to be {pelled Dunceiad, as the etymology evi- 
dently demands?) Dunce with an e, therefore 
Duncciad with ane. ‘Phat accurate and punctual 
rian of letters, the reftorer of Shake(peare,conftant- 
ly obferves the prefervation of this very letter e, 
indpelling the name of his beloved author, and 
not like his common carelets editors, with the o- 
miffion of one, nay fometines of two ce’s (as 
Shak{pear), which is utterly unpardonable. “ Nor 
& js the neylet of a fingle letter fo trivial as to 
“ fome it may appear; che alteration whereof in 
* a Icarned language is an atchievement that 

brings honour to the critic who advances it; 
and Dr, Bentley will be remembered to potte- 
rity for his performances of this fort, as long as 
« the world fhall have any efteem for the remains 
of Menander and Philemon.” 





“ 
“ 
& 


Turopasp 

Thisis furely a flip in the learned author of the 
foregoing note; there having been fince produced 
byan accurate antiquary,and autograph of Shake- 
Apeare, whereby it appears that he {pelled his own 
name withaut the firfke. And upon this autho- 
rity it was, that thofe moft critical curators of his 
monument in Wettminfior Abbey erafed the for- 
mace wrong reading, and reftored the new {pelling 
on a new piece of old Egyptian granite. Net for 
this only do they deferve our thanks, but for ex- 
hibiting on the fame monument the firft fpecimen 
of an edition of an author in marble; where (as 
may be feen on comparing the tomb withthe book) 
in the fpace of five lines, two words anda whole 
verfe are changed, and it is to he hoped will there 
ftand, and cutlait whatever hath been hitherto 
done in paper; as for the future, our learned fif 
ter univer fity (the other eye of England) is taking 
care to perpetuate a total new Shakefpeare at the 
Clarendon prefs. Benre. 
- It isto be noted, that this great critic alfo has 
omitted one circumftance; which is, that the in- 
{cription with the name of Shakefpeare was in- 
tended to be placed on the marble fcroll to which 
he points with his hand; inflead of which it is 
now placed behind his back, and that fpecien of 
an edition is put on the feroll, which indeed Shake- 
dpeare hath great reafon to point at. Anon, 
‘Though I haye as juft a value for the letter E, 
as any grammarian living, and the fame affetion 
for the name of this poem as any critic for that of 
his author; yet cannot it induce me to agree with 
shofe who would add yet another ¢ to it, and call 
jt the Dunceiade; which being a French and fo- 
Feign termination, is no way proper to a word eq- 
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You by whofe care, it vain, decry'd and curft, 
Still Dunce the fecond reigns like Dunce the fir ; 
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ee 
REMARKS, 

in this cafe ts sight, and two ec’s wrong. Yet up- 
on the whole ! hall follow the manufeript, and 
Ftint it without any e at all; moved thereto by 
authority (at all times, with critics, equal, if not 
fuyerior to reafon). In which method of pro- 
eceding, | can never enough praife my good friend, 
the exadt of Mr. Thomas Hearne? who, if any 
word ocenr, which to him and ali mankind is evi- 
dently wrong, yet keeps he it in the text with 


| due reverence, and only remarka in the margin, 


fic MS. In like manner we fhall not amend this 
error in the title itfelf, but only note it obiter, to 
evince to the learned that it was not our fault, 
nor any effect of our ignorance or inattention. 
Scuint. 

‘This poem was written in the year 1726. Ia 
the next year an imperfect edition was publithed 
at Dublin, and reprinted at London in twelvcs ; 
another at Dublin, and another at London in oG@a« 
vo: and three others in twelves the fame year. 
But there was no perfe@ edition before that of 
London jn quarto; which was attended with 
notes. We are, willing co acquaine pofterity, 
that this poem was prefented to King George IT. 
and his Queen by the hands of Sir Robert Wai+ 
pole, on the rath of March, 1728-9. 

Scwor, Ver, 

It was cxprefily confeffed in the preface to the 
fir edition, thaz this pocm was not pablifhed by 
the author himfelf. It was printed criginally in 
a foreign country. And what foreign’ country ? 
Why, one notorious for blunders; where finding 
blatiks only intcad of proper names, thefe blunder-- 
ers Giled them up at their pleafure. 

“Lhe very hero of the poem hath been miftakez 
to this hour; fo that we are obliged to open our 
notes with a difcovery who he really was. We 
Jearn from the former editor, that this piece was 
prefented hy the hands of Sir Robert Walpole to 
King George 1, Now the author diredtly telts 
48, his hero isthe man 

 —-—who brings 
* ‘The Smithfield mufes to the ear of kings. 


And it is notorious who was the perfon on whont 
this prince conferred the honour of the laurel. 

It appears as plainly from the apoftrophe to the 
great in the third verfe, that Tibbald could not be 
the perfon, who was never an author in fafhion,. 
or carcfled by the great; whereas this fingle cha- 
racteriftic is fufficient to point out the true hero: 
who, above ail other poets of his time, was the 
peculicr delight and chofen companion of the no- 
bility of England; and wrote, as he hinafelf tells 
us, certain of his works at the earneit defire of 
perfons of quality. : 

Laftly, the fixth verfe affurds full proof: thie 
poet being the only ene who was univerfally 


tirsly Engtith, _ vernacular, Oue € therefore knows to bavg had a fa fo caadtly like hin, ig 
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Say, how the goddefs bade Britannia fleep, 

iAnd pour'd her fpirit o'er the Jand and deep. 
In-eldeft time, ere mortals writ or read, 

Fre Pallas iffu'd from the Thunderer’s head, 10 

Dulnefs o’er all poflefs'd her ancicnt right, 

Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night : 

Fate in their dotage this fair idiot gave, 

Grofs as her fire, and as her mother grave, . 

Laborious, heavy, bufy, bold, and blind, 

She cul'd, in native anarchy, the mind. 
re 
REMARKS. 
his poetical, theatrical, political, and moral capaci- 

ties, that it could juftly be faid of him, 
4 Stil Dunce the fecond reigns like Dunce the 
&* firft.!* Bente. 


Ver. 1. The mighty motherand her fon, &c,} The 
reader ought here to be cautioned, that the mo- 
ther, and not the fon, is the principal agent of this 
spoem; the latter of them is only chofen as her col- 
Jeague (as was anciently the cuftom in Rome be- 
fore fome great expedition), the main adticn of 
the pocm being by no means the coronation of 
the laureate, which is performed in the very firft 
‘ook, but che reftoration of the empire of Dulnefs 
in Britain, which is not atcomplithed till the laft. 

Ver. 2. The Smithfield mufes.] Smithfield is 
the place where Bartholomew fair was kept, 
whofe hows, machines, and dramatical entertain- 
ments, formerly agreeable only to the tafte of the 
xabble, were by the hero of this pocm, and others 
ef cqual genius, brought to the theatres of Covent 
Garden, Lincoln’s-inn-fields, and the Hay-market, 
to be the reigning pleafures of the court and town, 
‘This happened in the reigns of King George I. 
and Il. See Book iii, 

Ver. 4. By Dulnefs, Jove, and Fate :] i. e. by 
their judgtents, their interefts, and their inclina~ 
tions. 

Ver. 15. Laborious, heavy, bufy, bold, &c.] 1 
wonder the learned Scribierus has omitted to ad- 
vertife the reader, at the opening of this poem, 
that Dulnefs here is not to be taken contractedly 
for mere ftupidity, but in the enlarged fenfe of the 
‘word, for all flownefs of apprehenfion, fhortitefs 
of fight, or imperfee fenfe of things. It inciudes (as 
we {ee by the poct’s own words) labour, induftry, 
and 'fome degrees of activity and boldnefs; a ruling 
Frinciple not inert, but turning topfy~urvy the 
aunderftanding, and inducing an anarchy or confu- 
ed ftate of mind. This remark ought to be car- 
ied along with the reader throughout the work ; 
and without this caution he will be apt to miftake 
the importance of many of the characters, as weil 
as of the defign of the poet. Hence it is, that 
fome have complained he chaofes too mean. a fub- 
ject, and imagined he employs himfeif like Domi- 
tian, in killing flies; whereas thote who have the 
rue key will find he fports with a nobler quarry, 
and embraces a larger compafs; or (as one faith, 
an a like occalion) : 

* Will fee his work, like Jacob’s ladder rife, 


§ Its footin dist, its head amaidit the flies.” 
: Banta. 
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Still her old empire to reftore fhe tries, 
For, born a goddefs, Dulnels never dies. 

Oh thou! whatever title pleafe thine car, 
Dean, Drapier, Bickerftaff, or Gulliver ! 
Whether thou choofe Cervantes’ ferious air, 
Or laugh and thake in Rubelais' eafy chair, 
Or praife the court, or magnify mankind, 
Or thy griew’d country’s copper chains unbind; 
From thy Beotia though her power retires, 
Mourn not, my Swift, at aught our realm acquires, 
Here pleas’d behold her mighty wings out-{pread 
‘To hatch a new Saturnian age of Lead. 

Clofe to thofe walis where Folly holdsher throne, 
And laughs to think Monroe would take her 

down, ja 

Where o'er the gates, by his fam'd father's hand, « 
Great Cibber’s brazen, brainlefs brothers ftand ; 





VARIATION. 
Ver. 29-39. Clofe to thofe walls, &e.] In the. 
former edition thus ; 


Where wave the tatter’d enfigns of Rag-fuir, 

A yawning ruin hangs and nods in air ; 

Keen hollow winds how] through the bleak recefs, 

Emblem of mufic caus’d by emptinefs : 

Here in one hed two thivering iifters lie, 

‘The cave of poverty and poetry. 

This, the great mother dearer held than all 

‘The clubs of Quidnuncs, or her own Guildhall ; 

Here ftood her opium, here fhe nurs’d her owls,, 

And deftin’d here th’ imperial feat of fools. 

Hence rire each weekly mufe the living boaft, . 
Ce 


Var. Where wave the tatter’d enfigns of Rag-fair, 
Rag-fair is a placc near the Tower of Londons’ 
where old clothes and frippery are fold, : 


REMARKS. 

Ver. 37. Still her old empire to reftore] Thia 
reftoration makes the completion of the poem.—~ 
Vide Book iv. 

Ver. 22.—Ilavgh and fhake in Rabelais’ ‘ealy 
chait.] The imagery is exquifite; and the equix 
voque in the laft words, gives a peculiar elegance 
to the whole expreflion. The eafy chair fuits his _ 
age: Rabelais’ eafy chair marks his character; 
and he filled and poffeffed it as the right heir and 
fucceffor of that original genius, 2 

Ver. 23. Or praiie the court, or magnify mari- 
kind.] Ironicé, alluding to Gulliver’s reprefenta- 
tion’ of both, The next line relates to the papers 
of the Drapier againft the currency of Wood's 
Copper coin in Ireland, which, upon the great difs , 
content of the people, his Majeity was gracioufly” 
pleafed to recal. 

Ver. 26. Mourn not, my Swift! at aught our 
realm acquires ] Ironicé iterum. The politics of 
England and Ireland were at this time by fome 
thought oppofite, or interfering with cach other. 
Dr. Swift of courfe was in the intereft of the lat. 
ter, our author of the former. 

Ver. 3t. By his fam’d father’s hand.} Mr. Caius- 


Gabsik_Gibbgr, fauhox of phe postjaureate, The 
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~ "| Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 


Gne cell there is, conceal’d from vulgar eye, 
“The cave of Poverty and Poetry. 
Keen, hollow winds howl through the bleak recefs, 
“Emblem of Mufic caus'd by Emptinefs, 
_Hence bards, like Proteus long in vain ty’d down, 
“Efcape in monfters, and amaze the town. 

Hence mifcelianics fpring, the weekly boaft 

Of Curll’s chafte prefs, and Lintot’s rubric poft : 
Hence hymning Tyburn’s elegiac lines, 4t 
Flence Journals, Medleys, Mercuries, Magazines : 
Sepuichrai lies, our holy walls to grace, 

And New-year Odes, and all the Grub-ftreet race, 

Tn clouded majefty here Dulnefs fhone, 
Four guardian virtues, round, fupport her throne: 


pt 


VARIATIONS, 


‘Ver. 41. in the former edit, 
Hence hymning Tyburn’selegiac lay, ‘ 
Hence the foft fing-fong on Cecilia’s day. 


Ver. 42. Alludes to the annual fongs compofed to 
tanfic on St, Cecilia’s feaft. 


REMARKS, 
two ftatues of the Junatics over the gates of Bed- 
fam-hofpital were done by him, and as the fon 
juttly fays of them) are no ill monuments of his 
fame as an artift, 

Ver. 34. Poverty and Poetry.) I cannot here o- 
mit a remark that will greatly endear our author 
toevery one, who fhall attentively -obferve that 
humanity and candour, which every where ap- 
peats in him towards thofe unhappy objects of the 
sidicule of all mankind, the bad poets. He here 
imputes all feandalous rhymes, fcurrilous weekly 
papers, hafe flatterics, wretched elegics, fongs, 
and ver(es (even from thofe fung at court, to bal. 
dads in the ftreets), not fo much to malice or fer- 
vility as dulnefs; and not fo much to duinefs as to 
neceflity. And thus, at the very commencement 
of his fatire, makes au wpology for all that are to 
be faterized, 

Ver. go. Curll’s chafte prefs, and Linton’s rue 
bric polt:] ‘I'wo bookfellers, of whom fee Book 
ii, ‘The former was fined by the Court of King’s 
Bench for publithing cbfcene books; the latter 
vfually adorned his shop with titles in red fetters. 

Ver. 41, Hence hymning ‘I'yburn’s elegiac lines.] 
Te isanancient Englith cuftom for the malefatorsto 
fing a Pfalm at their execution at Tyburn ; and no 
Vefs cuftomary to print elegies on their déaths, at 
the fame time, or before. 

Ver. 43. Sepuichral lies] isa juft fatire on the 
Mlatteries and falfehoads admitted to be infcribed 
on the walls of churches, in epitaphs; whichi oc- 
¢afioned the following epigram : 


“* Friend! in your epitaphs, I'm griev'd, 
* So very much is faids , 
* One haif will ever be believ'd, 
& The other never read.” 


Ver. 44. New-year odes] Made by the poet’ 
Iwurcate lor the time being, to be fang at court.on 
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Of hiffes, blows, or want, or lof of ears : 

Calm Temperance, whofe bleffings thofe partake 
Who hunger and who thirft for (cribbling fake: 5@ 
Prudence, whofe glafs prefents th’ approaching- 


jail ; 
Poetic Jattice, with her lifted feale, 
Where, in nice balance, Truth with gold the weighs, 
And folid pudding againft empty praife. 

Here the beholds the Chaos dark and deep, 
Where namelefs Somethings in their caufes fleepy 
Till genial Jacob, or a warm third day, 

Call forth each mafs,a poem, or a play; 

How hints, like fpawn, fcarce quick in embryo lie, 
How new-born Nonfenfe firft is taught to cry, 6a 
Maggots, halfform’d, in rhyme exactly meet, 
And learn to crawl upon poetic feet, 

Here one poor word an hundred clenches makes, 
And dudile Dulnef&& new meanders takes; 

There motly images her fancy ftrike, 

Figares ill-pair’d, and fimiles unlike. 

She {ees a mob of metaphors advance, 

Pleas’d with the madnefs of the mazy dances - _ 
How Tragedy and Comedy embrace ; 

How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race ; 79, 
How Time himfelf ftands ftill at her command, 
Realms fhift their place, and ocean turns to land ¢ 
Here gay Defcription Egypt glads with thowers, 
Or givesto Zembla fruits, to Barca flowers; 
Glittering with ice here hoary hills are feen, 
There painted valleys of eternal green, 

In cold December fragrant chaplets blow, 

And heavy harvefts nod beneath the fnuw. 

All thefe, and more, the cloud-compelling queen, 
Behoids through fogs, that magnify the fcene, 8a 
She, tinfell’d o’er in robes of varying hues, 

With felf-applaufe her wild creation views; 
Sees momentary monfters rife and fall, 
And with her own fools colours gilds them all. 

*Twas on the other day when * * rich and 


grave, 
Like Cimon triumph’d both on land and wave : 


te, 


REMARKS. 
every new-year’s day, the words of which are haps 
pily drowned in the voices and inftruments. The 
new-year odes of the hero of this work were of a 
caft diftinguithed from all that preceded him, and 
made a confpicuous part of,his character as a writer, 
which doubtlefs induced éur author to mention 
them here fo particularly. 

Ver. 45.1n clouded majefty here Dulnefs shone.] 
See this cloud removed, or rolled back, or gather= 
ed up to her head, book iv. ver. r7, 8. It ig worth 
while to compare this defcription of the majetty of 
Dulnefs in a flate of peace and tranquillity, with 
that more bufy {cene where fhe mounts she throne 
in triumph, aud is not fo much fupported by her 
own virtues, as by the princely confcioufnels of 
having deftroyed all other. 

Ver. 57. genial Jacob) Tonfon. The famous 
race of bookfelers of that name. 

Ver. 85, 86. "Twas on the day, when * * 
Tich and. gravem-Like Cimon triumph’d] Viz. a 


“go. 
(Pomys without guilt, of bloodlefsfwordsand maces, 
Glad chains, warm furs, broad banners, and broad 

faces) 
Now night defcending, the proud fcene was o’er, 
Bur liv’d in Settke’s numbers one day more. 90 
Now mayorsand (hrieves ali hnfh’d and fatiate lay, 
Yet eat, in dreams, the cuftard of the day; 
‘While penfive poets painful vigils keep, 
Sleeplefs chemfelves, to give their readers fleep. 
Much to the mindfal queen the feaft recalls 
What city fwans once fung within the walls; 
Much fhe revolves their arts, their ancient praife, 
And {ure fucceflion down from Heywaod’s days. 
She fuw, with joy, the line immortal run, 
Each fire imprett and glaring in his fon: 
So watchful Bruin forms, with plaitic care, 
Each growing lump, and brings it to a bear, 
She faw old Pryn in reftlefs Daniel thine, 
And Eufden eke out Blackmore’s endlefs line ; 





100 





VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 35. inthe former editions, 

*Twas on the day when Thorald rich and grave. 
Sir George Thorald, Lord Mayor of Gendon, in 
the year £720. 

REMARKS, 
Lord Mayor's day; his name the author had lefe 
in blanks, but moll certainly could never be that 
which the editor foitted in formerly, and which no 
way agreeswirh the chronology ofthe poem. Ben TL. 

“The procefliun of a Lord Mayor is made partly 
dy land, and purtly by water—Cimon,the famous 
Athenian general, obtained a victory by fea, and 
another by land, on the fame day, over the Per~ 
Gans and Barbarians, 

Ver. g9. But liv’d, in Settle’s numbers, one day 
more.] A beautiful mannec of fpeaking, ufual with 
poets in praife of poetry, 

Ibid. Bat liv'd, in Scttle’s numbers, one day 
more.} Settle was poet to the city of London. His 
office was to compofe yearly panegyrics upon the 
Lcd Mayors, and verfes to be fpoken in the pa- 
geants: But that part of the fhows being at lengeh 
frugally abolifhed, the employment of city poet 
ceafed ; fo chat upon Settle’s demile, there was no 
fucceffor to that place. 

Ver. 98. Johu Hiywood, whofe interludes were 
printed in the time of Heary Vill. 

Ver. 104 Old Pry in fettlels Daniel} The firk 
edition had it. < 


She faw in Norton all his father fhine : 


agreat miftake! for Daniel de Foe had parts, but 
Norton de Fue was a wretched weiter, and never 
attempted poetry. Much more juftly is Daniel 
himlelf made fucceffor te W. Pryn, both of whom 
wrote veries ay well as politics; as appears by the 
poum de Jure Divino, &c. of De Fue, and by fome 
lines in Cowley’s Mifcellanics on the other. And 
both theie authors had_a refemblance in their fates 
as well as their writings, having been alike fen- 
tenced te the pillury. 

Ver, ro4. And Eufden eke out, &c.] Laurence 
Eulden, poet lauicate, Mr. Jacob gives a catar 
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She faw flow Philips creep Tike Tate’s poor page 
And all the mighty mad in Dennis’ rage. 

In each the marks her image full expreft, 
But chief in Bays’s montter-breeding breaft 5 





VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 108. But chief in Bays’s, &c.] Yn the-former 
edition, thus, 
But chief in Tibbald’s monfter-breeding brea; 
Sees gods with damons in ftrange league engage, 
And earth, and heaven, and heil her battles wage, 
She ey'd the bard, where fupperlefs he fate; 
Aad pin’d, uncontcious of his rifing fate s 
Srudious he fate, with all his books around, 
Sinking from thought co thought, &c. 


Var. Tibbald.] Author of a pamphlet intituled 
Shakfpcare reftored. During two whole years, 
while Mr. Pope was preparing his edition of Shak-~ 
fpeare, he publithed advertifements, requefting af- 
fiftance, and promifing fatisfu@ion to any who 
could contribute to its greater perfection. But this 
reltorer, who was at that time foliciting favours 
of him byletters, did wholly conceal his defiga, till 
after its publication (which he wasfince not afham- 
ed to own, in a Daiiy Journal of Nov, 26, 1728): 
And then an outery was made in the prints, that 
our author had juined with the bo»kfeller to raife 
an extravagant fubfeription ; in which he had no 
fhare, of which he had no knowledge, and againft 
which he had publicly advertifed his own propo- 
fals for Homer, Probably that proceeding elevat- 
ed Tibbald to the dignity he now holds in this 
poem, which he feems to deferve no other way 
better than his brethre; unlefs we impute iv to 
the fhare he had in the Journals, cited among the 
Tectimonics of Authors prefixed to this work. 


REMARKS, 
Ingue of fome few only of his works, which were 
very numerous. Mr. Cook, in his Battle of Pocts, 
faith of him, 
 Eufden, a laurell'd bard, by fortune rais’d, 
« By very few was read, by fewer prais’d."" =: 


Mr, Oldmixon, in his Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, 
P 413,414 alfirms,* That of ali the Galamatia’s 
* he ever met with, none comes up to fome verfes 
“ of this poet, which have as much of the ridi+ 
 culum and the fultain in them as can welt be 
jumbled together, and ere of that fort of nop- 
“fenfe, which fo perfectly confounds all ideas, 
“ that there is no diftingt one left in the mind.” 
Further he lays of him, That he hath prophe- 
“ Ged his own pactry fhall be fweeter than Catuls 
“Jus, Ovid, and ‘Tibullus; but we have jitthe 
* hopes of the accomplfinent of it from what 
“ he hath lacely publifhed."” Upon which Mr, 
Oldmixou has oot tpared a refledion, © ‘Phat the 
© putting the laurelou the headof one whowsitfuch 
“ verfes, will give futurity a very lively idea of the 
“ judgment and. juitice of thofe who beitowed 
it! thid. p. 417. But the weil known iearning of 
that noble parfon, who was then Le. rt Chamber!ain, 
might have fereened him from this unmannerly 











THE DUNCIAD. , x5? 


Bays, form’d by Nature, flage, and town to bléfs, 
~And act, and be, a coxcomb with fuccfes.° 160 
—_——— 


REMARKS. 

“tefledtion. Nor ought Mr. Oldmixon to com- 

plain, fo long after, that the lauce! would have 

become his own brows, or any other’s: It were 

more decent to acquiefce in the opinion of the 
Duke of Buckingham upon this matter: 


* In ruth'd Eufden, and cry’d, Who fhall have 
ity 

* But I, thetrue laureate, towhom theking gave it, 

“ Apollo begg’d pardon, and granted his claim, 

“ But vow'd that till then he ne’er heard of his 
name,” Seffion of Poets. 


‘The fame plea might alfo ferve for his fucceffor, 
Mr. Cibber ;’and is further flrengthened in the 
following epigram made on that occafion : 





In merry ol England it once was a rule, 
The king had his poet, and alfo his foo); 
But now we're fo frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
‘Nhat Cibber can ferve both for fool and for poet, 


Of Blackmore, fee Book ii, Of Philips, Book i, 
ver. 262. and Book iii, prope fin. 

Nahum ‘ate was poct laureate, a cold writer, 
of no invention; but fometimes tranflated tole- 
rably when befriended by Mr. Dryden. “In his 
fecond part of Abfalom and Achitophel are above 
two hondred admirable lines together of that great 
hand, which Arongly thine through the infipidity 
of the reft. Something paratlel may be lobferved 
of another author here meutioned. 

Ver. 1c6. And all the mighty mad in Dennis’ 
rage.) Mr. Theobald, in the Cenfor, vol. ii. N. 
33 calls Mr. Dennis by the name of Furius. The 
“ modern Furius is to be looked upon more asan 
* object of pity, than of that which he daily pros 
“-vokes, laughter and contempt. Did we really 
“ know how much this poor man” {f with thar 
reflection on poverty had been {pared} “ fuffers 
by being contradicted, or, which is the fame 
“ thing in effect, by hearing another praifed; we 
* fhouid, in compaffion, fometimes attend to him 
with afilent nod, and let him go away with 
the. triumphs of his ill-tature.—-Pvor Furius 
, (again) when any of his contemporaries are 
well fpo%en of, quitting the ground of the pre- 
fent ditpute, fieps back a thoufand years to call 
in the fuccour of the ancients. His very pane- 
gyric is fpiteful, and he ufes it for the fame 
reaton as fome ladies do their commendations of 
a dead beauty, whe would never have had their 
good word, but that a living one happened to be 
in their company. His applaufe is not the tri- 

“ buteof hie heare, but the facrifice of hig revenge,” 
&c, Indeed his pieces againft our poet are fome- 
what ofan angry charadler, and as they are now 
fearce extant, a tafte of his flyle may be fatiefuc. 
tory to the curious. * A young, fquab, fkort gen. ; 
stleman, whole outward form, though it theuld 
* be that of downright monkey, woald not differ 
“$+ fo much from human fhype as his unthinking | 


“ 
ta 
“ 


“ 








Daulnefs with tranfport eyes the lively Dunce, 
Remembering he herfelf was Pertnefs once. 


eo 


REMARKS. 

“ immaterial part does from human underftand_ 
“ ing.—He is as ftupid and as venomous as a 
“ hench-backed toad. A book, through which 
“ folly and ignorance, thofe brethren fo lame and 
“ impotent, do ridiculoufly look big and very 

dull, and ftrut and hobble, cheek by owl, with 
their arms on kimbo, being led and fupported, 
and hully-hacked by that bling Heetor, Impu. 
“ dence.” Reflc&, on the Effay on Criticifm, p. 
26. 29, 30. 

Te would be unjuft nt to add his reafons for this 
fury, they are fo fixong and coercive, «J regard 
“ him (faith he) as an enemy, not fo much to 
“ me, as to my king, to my country, co my re- 

ligion, and to that liberty which has been the 
fole felicity of my life. “A vagary of fortune, 
who is fometimes plcafed to be frolicfome, and 

the epidemic madnefs of the times, have given 
him reputation, and reputation (as Hobbes faysj 
is power, and that has made him dangerous. 

Therefore I-took on it as my duty to King 
George, whofe faithful fubjed 1 am; to my 
country, of which | have appeared a conftans 
lover; to the laws, under whofe protection £ 
have fa long lived; and to the liberty of my 
country, more dear to me than life, of which I 
have now for forty years been a conttunt af- 
fertor, &c. I lovuk upon it as my duty, t fay, 
to do—you fhall fee what—to pull the lion’s 
fkin from this little afs, which popular error has 
thrown round him; and to fhow that this au- 
thor, who has bees lately fo much in vogue, 

has neither fenfe in his thoughts, nor English in 

his expreffions.” Denxas’ Kem. on Hom. Pref, 
. 2.9, Ke, 

Befides thefe public fpirited reafons, Mr. D. had: 
a private one; which, by his manner of expreffing 
ic in p. 92, appears to have been equally ftrony, 
He was even in bodily fear of his Jife from the 
machivations of the faid Mr.P. « The ftory 
“ (fays he) is too long to be told, but who would 
“ be acquainted with it, may hear it from Mr, 
“ Curl, my bookfeller.—However, what my rea. 
fon has fugyefted to me, that L have, with a 
jut confidence faid, in defiance of his two clan. 
deftine weapons, his fancer and his poifon.” 
Which Jaft words of his book phiely difcover Mr, 
D.’s fufpicion was that of being poifoned, in like 
manner as Mr. Curll had been before him: of 
which fa@, fee a full and trae account of the hor. ” 
rid and barbarous revenge, by Poilon, on the body 
of Edmund Cutll, printed in 1716, the year ant 
tecedent td that wherein thefe Remarks of Mr. 
Dennis were publifhed. But what puts it beyoned 
ail queftion, ts a paflage in a very warm treatie, 
in which Mr. D. was alfo concerned, price twoe 
pence, called a True character of Mr Pope and 
his Writings, printed for S. Popping, 1716, in the 
tenth page whereof he is faid to have infuited 
“ people in thofe calamities aud difeafes which he 


“ 
“ 
“« 


192 
Now (fhanie to Fortine !) an ill run at play 
Blank’d his bold vifage, and a thin third day: 





REMARKS. 

™ himfelf gave them, by adminiftering poifon to 
them :” and is called (p. 4.) a lurking .way- 
“ laying coward, and a ftabber in the dark.” 
Which (with many other things moft lively fee 
forth in that piece) muft have rendered him a ter~ 
ror, not to Mr. Demaisonly, but to all Chriftian 
people. This charitable warning only provoked 
our incorrigible poet to write the following epi- 
gram : . 


Should Dennis publifh you had ftabb’d your bro- 
ther, [ther : 

Lampoon’d your monarch, or debauch’d your mo- 

Say, what revenge on Dennis can be had? 

"Poo dull for laughter, for reply too mad : 

On one fo poor you cannot take the law ; 

On one fo old your fword you {corn to draw + 

‘Uncag’d then let the harmlefs monfter rage, 

Secure in dulnefs, madnefs, want, and age. 


For the reft; Mr. John Dennis was the fon of 2 
faddler in London, born in 1657. 
_to Mr. Dryden; and having obtained {ome cor- 
refpondence with Mr! Wycherley and Mr Con- 
gveve, he immediately obliged the public with their 
jetters. He made himfelf known to the Govern- 
ment by many admirable {chemes and projects; 
which the Miniftry, for reafons beft known to 
themfelves, conftantly kept private. For his cha- 
tadter, as a writer, it is given us as follows: * Mr. 
“ Dennis is excellent at Pindaric writings, per~ 
& feétly regular in all his performances, and a per- 
« {on of found learning. ‘That he is mafter of a 
* great deal of penetration and judgment, his cri- 
 ticifms (particularly on Prince Arthur) do fuf- 
* ficiently demonftrate,” From the fame account 
it alfo appears that he writ plays “ more to get 
reputation than money.” Dennis of himfelf. See. 
Giles facob’a Lives of “Dramatic Pocts, p. 68, 69, 
compared with p. 286. 

Ver. 109. Bays, form’d by Nature, &e.] It is 
hoped the poet here hath done full juitice to his 
hero’s chatadter, which it were a great miftake to 
imagine was wholly funk in flupidicy + he is al- 
Jowed to have fupported it with a wonderful 
mixture of vivacity. This charaster is heightened 
according to his own defire, in a letter he wrote 
to our author. “ Pert and dull at leaf you might 
« have allowed me. What! am I only to be duil, 
4 and dull ftill, and again, and for ever?” He 
then folemnly appesied to his own confcience, that 
© he could not think hinelf fo, nor belicve that 
* our poct did; but that he fpake worfe of him 
* than he could poffibly think; and concluded it 
© muft be merely to fhow his wit, or for fome 
# profit or Iucre to himfelf” Life of C- C. chap. 
“vil, and letter to Mr. P. page 15, 40, 3. And 
to tow his claim to what the poet was fo unwil- 
Ying to allow him, of being pert as well as dull, 
he declares he will have the fait word 3 which oc- 
gafioned the following epigrana i 


He paid court [- 





THE WORKS OF POPE. 


Swearing end fupper‘efs the herd faté, . 

Blafphent’d his gods, the dice, and damn’d his fates” 

Then gnaw’d his pen, then dath'd it to the ground, 

Sinking fom thought to thought, a vaft profound! 

Plung’d for his fenfe, but found no bottom there, 

Yet wrote and flounder’d on in mere despair. 120. 

Round him much embryo, much Abortion lay; 

Much future Ode, and abdicated Play ; 

Nonfenfe precipitate, like running lead, 

That flip'd through crags and zig-zags of the 
dead : : 

All that on Folly Frenzy could beget, 

Fruits of dall heat, and footerkins of wit. 





VARIATIONS. ae ° 
Ver. 125. Round him much embryo, &e.] In the 

former editions, thus, 
He roll'd his eyes that witnefs'd huge difmay, 
Where yet unpawn'd much learned lumber lay 3 
Volumes, whofe fize the fpace exadtly fill’d, 
Or which fond authors were fo good to gild. 
Or where, by {culpture made forever known, 
The page admires new beauties not its own, 
Here fwells the fhelf, &c. 


ro REMARKS. 

Quoth Cibber to Pope, * Though ia verfe you 
foreclofe, . {profe."* 

« Pl have the Laft word: for, by G—, 1H write 

Poor Colly, thy reafoning is none of the ftrongeft, 

For know, the laft word is the word that lafte 
longeft. 

Ver. 115. fupperlefs the hero fate.) It is amaz~ 
ing how the fenfe of this hath been ntiftaken by 
ail the former commentators, who mott idly fup- 
pole it to imply that the hero of the poem wanted 
afupper. {n truth a great abfurdity! Not that 
we are ignorant that the hero of Homer's Ody!- 
fey is frequently in that circumtftance, and there- 
fore it cas no way derogate from the grandeur of 
epic poem toreprefent fuch hero under a calamity, 
to which the greateft, not only of critics and poctsy 
but of kings and warriors, have been fubjedt. But. 
much more refined, I will ventare to fay, is the 
meaning of our author: 1t was to give us obliques 
ly a curious precept, or what Boffu callsa difguifed 
fentence,*that “ ‘Temperance is the life of Study.” 
‘The language of poefy brings all ixgo action; and 
to reprefent a critic encompaffed with books but 
without a fupper, is a pi€tare which lively expref~ 
feth how much the true critic prefers the diet of 
the mind to that of the body, one of which he al- 
ways caftigates, and often totally neglects, for the. 
greater improvement of the other. Scr. 

But fince the difcovery of the true hero of the 
poem, may we not add, that nothing was fo natu~ 
ral, after fo great a lofs of money at dice, or of re~ 
putation by his play, as that the poet thould have 
no great ftomach to cat a fupper? Befides, how 
well has the poet confulted his heroic character, in 
adding that he {wore all the time? BEML. 

Ver. 131. poor Fletcher’s half-eat feenes.] 
great number of them teken out to patch up bis 
plays. saa 


THE DUNCIAD - 





Nezt o'er bie bocks his eyes began to roll, 
Iq pleafing memory af all he (tule, 
” Low here he fip'd, how there he plunder'd faug, 
And fuck'd all o'er, dike an induftrious bug. 140 
Tlere lay pepr Fletcher's half-eat ftenes, and here 
The teippery of cruciiy d Moliere : 
Vhere haplels shakfpeare, yet of Tibbald fore, . 
With'd he had bloteed tor bimlelf before. > 
Ths fet on cutiide merit but prefume, 
Or ferve (like other fools) to fist a room ¢ 
Sach with their thelves as:dae proportion hold, 
Qr their fond parents dreft in red and goid ; 
Or where the pictures for the page atone, 
And Quarles is fav’d for beautics not bis own. 140 
' Here fwells the thilf with Gigilby the great; 
“There, ftump'd with artis, Newcuftle thines-¢om- 
fas pletes 











REMARKS, 

Ver. 138%. The frippery] * When F fitted upan 
old play, it was as yvod a houfewife will mend 
* oli tinen, wher the has nt better employment.” 
Life. p. 217, ataen, ye 
, Ver.133- haplets Shak(peare, é&c.} It is not 
to he doubred but Bays was a fublcriber to Vib- 
huld’s Shuktpeare, He was frequently fikeral in 
this way s and, as he tells us, * fubferibed to Mr. 
© Pope's Flomer, out of pure generofity aid civi- 
“ btys bue when Mr. Pope did fo to his Nonju- 
“ tor,he concladed it cuuld be nyzhing but a juke.” 
Botier to Mr. B. pag. 4? 

This Tibbald, or Theobald, publithed an edition 

@ Shakipeare, of which he was fo proud himfell 
“as tu fay, im one of Mitt’s Jourvals, June 8, 
That to expofe any errors in it was impradica- 
“ble.” And in anothet, April 27, “ That what- 
“ cver cate might for the future be taken by any 
* other editor, he would ftill give abovafive han- 
* dred emendationas, that fhall efcape them all.” 
Ver. £34. With'd-he had blotted | It wasa ridi- 
eilauis pruife which the players gave to Shak{peare, 
“* that he never blotted a line”, Ben Jonfor ho- 
nelly withed he had blotted a thouland; and 
Shakfpeare would certainly have withed the fame, 
if he had lived t6 fee thefe alterations in his works, 
which, not the agtors only (and efpecially the da- 
ting hero of this poem} have made on the ftage, 
hat the piefumpruvas critics of our days in their 
editions, . 




















Ver. r35. The reft oh ontfide efit, &.] This 
Weary is divided into thrée parts: The firit con- 





fits of thofe authors from whom he ftole, and 
Wwofe works he mangled; the fecond of fuch a3 
fixted the fhelves, or were gilded for fhow, or 
adorned with piétures: the thied clafs our author 
calls folid Jearting, old bodies of divinity, old 
commentartes, old Englith printers, or old Einglith 
’ tranflations all vety volaminous, aud fit to crest 
“altars to Dulnels. - + 
_, Ver. rar, Ogithy the greit.]'* John Ogilby was 
eae, who, trom a fate initiction into literature, 
* nade fuch a progrefy as might well flyle bint the 
* prodigy of his ume, fending inte the world fo 
Moniany ia! 


loin ¥ 








eluings. dligtrauileiwas of flower | 
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Here ali his futTering brotherhood tetirey aye “ 

Aad ‘Icape the martyrdom of jukes and fire £ 

A Gothic library ! of Greece aed Rume 

Well purg'd, and worthy Settle, Banks,and Broome. 
But high above, nwte folid learning thone, 

‘The claffics of an age that heard of none; 





ore 








Z VARIATIONS, ~ 
Ver. ¥4§ in the firlt edit. it was 
A Gothic Vatican ! of Greeve and Rome 

Well purg’d, and worthy W—y, W—s, and BI, 


And in the following altered fo Withers, Quarles, 
and Blorie, én which was the following nore. ; 
Ie was printed in the furreptitious editions, 
W—ly, W—s, who Were perfons eminent for gond 

life; the one writ the Life of Chrift in verfe, the 
other fome valuable picces in the lyric kind, on 
pious fubje ‘The line is here rettored according 
to its oFripinal. ae ties gi ee 
“George Withers was a great pretender to por- 








“* tical zeal againft the vices of the times, and 


“ abufed che greatell perfonages in power, which 
“brought upon hiny frequene corredion, ‘The 
“ Marthalfea und Newgate were no ftravgers to 
“ hin" Wainsrants.—Quarles was as dull a 
writer; but an honett deli mau. Blome’s books’ 
are remarkable fur their cuts. 





, (REMARKS, oY ; 
“and Virgil done to the life, and with fuch excel- 
“ Tent feulptures: And (what added jceat gracd 
‘to his works) he printed them all on fpecia! good 
“paper, and i d very good lecter.” 
Winsvanty, Litis of Pects. 

Ver. 142. There, amp'd with arms, Neweafile’ 
fhings complete.J “The Duchelas of Neweattle * 
“ was one who bufied herfelf itt the ravifhing des - 
4 lights of poetry ; leaving to polterity, in princy 
“three aniple vélumes of hér ftudious endea- 
“ yours." Winstancy, ibid.—Langbaine reckons 
up eight foltos of her Grace's; which were ufually 
adorned with gilded covers; and had her coat of 
arms upon them, t A 

Ver. 146. Worthy Séttle, Ranks, and Brodme.} 
The poct has mentioned thefe three authors in par 
ticular, as they ate paralle} re our héro if his three 
capacities ; x, Settle was his Frother ladreat ; only, 
indeed, upon half pay, for the ciry inflead of the 
court ; but eqaally fantous for unintelligible flights 
in hig poems on public occafians, fach as fhow?, 
birth-days, &e, 2. Banks was his rival in tragedy 
(though mure fuccefsful) i one of his fragedics, 
the Earl of Effex, which is yet alivey Anna Bo. 
Yeyf, the Queen of Scots, and Cyrus the Great, aré 
dead and yone, ‘Thefe he dreil ia a fore of beg- 
gac’s velvet, of a happy migture of the thick fuftiaih 
and thin profaic; egadtly imitated m Perolla and 
Nidora, Coefur in Fgy pt, and the Fleroig Danghrer. 











_3. Broome was a lerding-trad of Ler. Johnfen, 


who once picked np a comédy from his betters, 
of from fome cait fcones of his mafter, not enrirely 
contemptible, 
Ver. 147. More folid learning } Some have ob- 
Jedted, shar bocks of shis fort, fetoust fo well the 
* NN 
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There Caxton flept, with Wynkyn at his fide, t49 
One cla(p'd in wood, and one in ftrong cow-hide ; 
There, fav’d by {pice, like mummies, many a year, 
Dry bodies of divinity appear: 
De Lysa there a dreadful front extends, , 
And here the groaning éhelves Philemon hends. 
Of thefe twelve volumes, twelve of ampleft fize, 
Redeem’d from tapers and defrauded pics, 
Jufpir’d he feizes: Vhefe an altar raife : 
An hecatomb of pure unfully'd lays 
That altar crowns + A folio common-place £59 
founds the whole pile, of all his works the bafe : 
Quartos, agtavos, fhape the leflening pyre ; 
A twilted birth-day. ode completes the fpire. 
Then he: Great Tamer of all human art ! 
Firft in my care, and ever at my heart ; 
Dulnefs! whofe good old caufe I yet defend, 
Tith whom my mufe began, with whom fhail end, 
Wer fince Sir Fopling’s periwig was praife, 
"yo the laft honours of the Butt and Bays + 








|... VARIATIONS. 
Ver, 15%, Old bodies of philofophy appear. 
Ver. 162, A ewilted, &c.j In the former edit. 
And laft, a litle Ajax tips the {pire. 
Var. A litue Ajax.] In r2mo, tranflated from 
Sophocles, by Tibbald. : 
Ver. 167, 168, Not in the firft editions. 


. ROMARES, 
library of our Baye, which they imagined confifted 
of novels, plays, and obfcene books ; but they are 
to confider, that he furnithed his thelves only for 
ornament, and read thefe books no more than the 
dry bodies of divinity, which, no doubt, were pur- 
chafed by bis father when he defigued him for the 
gown. See the nore on ver. 280, 

Ver.14g. Caxton.], A printer in the time of 
Edw. FV. Rich. WL aad Hen. VIL; Wynkyn de 
Word, his fucceffor, in that of Hen, VIL and Vur. 
‘Ve former tranfluted into profe Virgil’s Aincis, as 
‘ory ; of which he fpeaks, in his proeme, in a 

vy fingular manner, as of 2 bool hardly known. 
"yibald quotes a rare pallage feom him in Mift’s 
Journal of March 16. £728, concerning a ftraunge 
and marvaylloufe bealte, called Suyittayre, which 
he would have Sh carc to mean rather than 
"Feucer, the archer celchrated by Homer. A 

Ver. 153. Nich. de Lyra, or Harpsfield, a very 
voluminous commentator; whofe works, in five 
vaft folios, were printed in 1472. 

Ver. 154. Philemon Holland, door in phyfie.} 
He tranflated fo many books, that a nzan would 
elfe ; infumuch that 

& be might be culled trantlator-general of his age. 

- « The books alone of his turning into Englifh, are 

 fufficient to make a country gentleman a com- 
© plete library.” WINSTANLY. 

Ver. 167. E'er fince Sir Fopling’s periwig.] ‘The 

fir vilible catfe of the pailion of the town for our 

hero, was @ fair flaxen full-bottcmed periwig, 

which he tells us he were in his firlt play of the 

Fool in Fathion. It-attraGed, in a particular man- 

ner, the friendibip of Col, Brett, who wanted to 
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O thou! of bufinefs the directing foul !+ 
To this our head like bias to the bowl, ya 
Which, as more ponderous, made ita aim more 


true, 
Obliquely waddling to the mark in view : 
O ‘ever gracious to perplex’d mankind, 
Still fpread a healing mutt before che mind; 
And left we err by wit’s wild dancing light; 
Secure us kindly in our native night. 
Or if to wit a coxcomb make pretence, 
Guard the fure barrier between that and fenfe; 





VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 170, To human heads, &e. - 

Ver. 171. Makes their aim. 

Ver 177. Or if to wit, &c.] In the former edit. 
Ab! Qill o’er Britain ftretch that peaceful wand, 
Which lulls th’ Felvetian and Batavian land; 
Where rebel to thy throne if Science rife, 

She does but thow her coward face, and dies : 
There thy good {choliafts with unwearied pains 
Make Horace flat, and humble Maro’s ftraius i 
Here Rtudious I unlucky moderns fave, 

Nor {l-eys one error in its father’s grave, 

Oid puns reftore, loft blunders nicely feck, 
And crucify poor Shak{peare once a week. 

For thee I dim thefe eyes, and fiuff this head,” 
Wich al fuch reading as was never read; 

For thee fupplying, in che wort of days, 

Notes to dull books, and prologues to dull plays; 
For thee explain a thirge cil] all men duubt it, 
And write about it, goddefs, and about it, 

So fpins the filk-worm fmalj its Nender ftore, 
And labours, till it clouds itfelf all o'er, 

Not that my quill to critics was confin’J, 

My verfe gave anipter Ieffons to mankind ; 

So graveft precepts may fucce(sful prove, 

But fad examples never fail to move, 

As fore’d from: wind-guns, &c. 


Var. Now fleeps cre error—Old puns reftore 
loft blunders, &c.| As where he ( Vibbald) labour- 
ed to prove Shakfpeare guiley of terrible anachroe. 
nifms, or Jow conundrums, which time had cover- 
ed; and converfant in fuch authors as Caxton and 
Wynkyn, rather than in Homer or Chaucer. Nay, 
fo far had he loft his reverence to this incompara- 
bie author, as to fay in print, he deferved to be 
whipt. An infolence which nothing fure can pa- 
rallel! but that of Dennis, who can be proved te 
have declared before company, that Shakfpcare 
was arafcal. O tempora! O mores! 

Var. And crucify poor Shak{fpeare one a week.] 
For fome time, once a week or forti.ight, he print- 
ed in Mift’s Journal, a fingle remark, or poor cone 
jeQure, on fome word or pointing of Shakfpeare, 
either in his own name, or in letters to bimfelf, as 
from others, without name. Upon thefe, fomebe- 
dy made this epigram ; 

“?Yis generous, Tibbald ! in thee-and thy hro- 

“ thers, 

« To help us thus to read the works of others 3_ 

“ Never for this can juft returns be fhown; 

“ For who will help us e’er to read thy own ie 


OF quite unsavel all the reas'ning thread, 

v And hang fome curious cobweh in its ftead: 18¢ 
‘As forc’d from wind-guns, lead itfelf can fly, 
And ponderous flags cut fwiltly through the fky ; 
As clocks to weight their nimble motion owe, ~ 
‘The wheels above urg'd by the load below + 
‘Me Emptinefs and Dulnets could infpire, 

And were my clafticity and fire. . 
Some danion ftele my pen (forgive th’ offence} 
And once betray'd me into common fenfe : 

iif, all my profe and verfe were much the fame ; 

8, profe on ftilts; that, poetry fatl’n lame. 190 

Did on the ftage my fops appear confin'd ? 

My life gave ampler leffons to mankind, 

al prove? 

The brifk example never fail’d to move. 

Yet fare had Heaven decreed to fave. the ftate, 

Heaven had decreed thefe works a longer date. | 








re) 

Gy VARIATIONS. on 

Var. Notes to dull bovks, and prologues to dull 
plays.) As to Cook’s Hefiod, where fometimes a 
note, and fometimes even half a note, are careful- 
ly owned by hin: And to Moore’s comedy of the 
Rival Modes, aud other authors of the fame rank: 
"Lhefe were people who writ about the year 1726, 


Ver. 195. Yet fure, Had Heaven, &c.} in the 
former edit, 
Had Heaven decreed fuch works a longer date, 
Heaven had decreed to {pare the Grub-firect tate. 
But fee great Settle to the duft defcend, 
‘And eil thy cafe and empire at an end! 
Could ‘Troy be fav’d, &c. 


oo “REMARKS, ne 
purchafe it. Whatever contempt (fays he) philo- 
“ (ophers may have for a fine periwig, my friend, 

, © who was not to cefpife the world, but live in it, 
“knew very well thet fo material an article of 
_ “ drefs upon the head of a mau of fenfe, if it be- 
came him, could never fait of drawing to him a 
« more partial regard and benevolence, than could 
“ poflibly be hoped for in an ili-mad ie. This, 
“ perhaps, may foften the grave cenfure, which fo 
* youthful a purchafe might otherwife have laid 
“upon him. ina word, he niade his attack upon 
« this periwig, as your young fellows generally do 
upon a lady of pleafure ; fist by a few familiar 
™ praifes of her perfon and then a civil inquiry in- 
* to the price of it ; and we finithed our bargain 
* that night over a bottle.” This remarkable pe- 
riwig ufually made its entrance upon the ftage in 
a fedan, brought in by two chairmen, with infi- 
nite approbation of the audience. . 
Ver. 178, 179. Guard the fare barrier—Or 
quite unravel, &c.} For Wit or Reafoning are ne- 
‘ver greatly hurtful to Dulnefs, but when the firft 
ts founded in truth, and the other in ufefulnefs. 
Ver. 181. As forc’d from wind-guns, &c.} The 
thought of thefe four verfes is founded in a peem 
Poot author’s, of a very early date (namely writ- 
ten at fourteen years old, and foon after printed) 
Yo phe author of a poem called Succeftio. 
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Tyg 
Cou!ld Troy be fav'd by any fingle hand, 

Vhis gray-goofe weapon muft have macs her fland, 
What cao | now ? my Fletcher caft afte, 
Take up the Bible, once my*better guicc ? 
Or tread the path by venturous heros: trod, 
This box my thunder, this right hand my God ? 
Ur chair'd at White’s amidit the dodtors fit, 
Teach oaths to gamefters, and to nebles wit ? 
Or bidft chou rather party to en#race? 

(A friend to party thou, and all her races 

’ Tis the fame rope at different ends chey twift ; 
To Dulnefs Ridpath is as dear as Mitt, 
Shall }, hike Curtius, Jefperate in my zeal, 


aco 
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p Over head and ears plunge for the commouweal ? 





VARIATIONS, ‘ 

Inftcad of ver. 200—246. in the-former edits, 
Take up th’ attorney’s (once my better) guide? 
Or rob the Roman geefe of ail their glories, 
And fave the ftate by cackling to the Tories. 
Yes, to my country f my pen confign, 

Yes, from this moment, mighty Mitt! am thine. 
And rival, Curtius! of thy fame and zeal, 

O’et head and cars plunge for the public weal, 
Adieu, my children! better thus expire ..’ 
Unftall'd, unfold ; thus glorious mount in fire, 
Fair without {pot ; than greas’d by grocers hands 
Or fhip’d with Ward to Ape-and-monkey lands, 
Or wafting ginger, round the ftreets to' ran, 
And vifit ale-houfe, where ye firft begun, 

With that he lifted thrice the fparkling brand, 
And thrice he dropp’d it, &c, 


: REMARKS. F 

Ver. 19%—gray goofe weapon.] Alluding ta 
the old &nglilh weapon, the arrow of the long 
bow, which was fletched with the feathers of the 
gray-goole. : we ag 

Ver. 199. My Fletcher.) A familiar manner of 
fpeaking, ufed by modern critics, of a favourite 
author. Bays might as juftly {peak this of Fletcher,” 
asa French wit did of Tully, feeing his works in’ 
a library ; “ Ah! mon cher Ciceron! je le conneis 
“ bien; c’eft le méme que Marc Tulle.” But ke 
fad a better title to call Fletchershis own, having 
made fo free with him. : 

Ver, 200. Take ap the Bible, once my better 
guide ?] When, adcording to his father’s intention, 
he had been a clergyman, or (as he thinks him- 
felf) a bifhop of the Church of England. Hear 
his own words: “ At the time that the fate of 
“K. James, the Prince of Orange, and’ myfelf, 
“ were on the anvil, Providence thought fit to 


. __ IMITATIONS. 
‘Ver. 197, 198. Could Troy be fav'’d—This gray~ 


goofe weapon. } 
. oH 





= Si Pergama dextra _ 

* Defendi poffent, étiam hee defenfa fuifl 
- a Vine. ib, 
. Ver. 202, This box my thunder, this 

my God.j a e 


 Dextra mihi Deas, et telurp Guod miffile li. 
$10." ~—— Firgil, of the. Grds of Mraentive, 
oe 7 NG Tae S 
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Or rob Rome's ancient geele of all their glories, 
And cackling fave the monarchy of Luries? 





REMARKS. | 

© poftpone mine, till cheira were determined # Bat 
“ had my father cafricd me a month fooner to the 
© Univerfity, * nows but that purer fountain 
“ might have ed my imperfetions into a ca- 
“ pacity of writuiy, inflead of plays and annual 
“ odes, fermions, and paftoral letters 2” 

3 Apology far bis Life, chap i 

Ver. 265. At White's, amidft the dofors.] 
‘Phete doors had a modett and apright appeat- 
ance, no air of overbearing; but, like true Mz 
ters of Arts, were only habited in black and white: 
"Chey were juttly Qyled fubtiles and graves, but 
net always irrefrayabiles, being founctimes cxamin- 
eey and, by a nice diflindtion, divided and laid 
open, ; Scrisp. 
Vhis learned ctitic is to be underftood allegori- 
cally : “he dodtors in this pkice’ mean no nrore 
than falle dice; a cant phrafe vfed among garae- 
fiers. So the mteaning of thele four fonorous lines 
is only this, * Shall F play fair or foul ?”* 

Ver. 208. Ridpath—Mitt.} George Ridpath, 
author of a Whig paper, calléd the Flying Pott; 
Nathauiel Mitt, of a famous Tory Journal. 

Ver. 218, Or rob Rome's ancient geele of all 
their glories] Relates to the well known ftory of 
the geele that faved the capitol; of which Virgil, 
AU, viiis “Sake 











.& Atque hic auratia volftans argenteus anfer 
* Purticibus, Cullos in limine addeffe canebat.”” 


A pallage Y have always fufpedted. Who fees not 
tie autithefis of auratis and argenteus to he unwor- 
thy thé Vitgilian Majefly ? And what abfurdicy 
to fay a goofe fings? canebat. Virgil gives a con- 
trary charaéter ot the voice of this filly bird, in 
ich ix. 


«  argutos inter ftrepere aufer olores,"’ 


Read it, therefore, addeffe ftrepcbat. And why 
aufatis porticibus ? does not the very verfe preced- 
ing this iuform us, : 


* Romuleoque recetis horrebat regia culm.” 


1a this thatch in one line, and gold in another, con- 
Tfcruple not (repuy 
ioe) to corre it ais 
fame cpithet in the fame fenfuy 





Horace ufes the 


pote ghee Hh 52 . 
+” Advitas fidthus caneris 
* Ducere quaagus.”” 


Antw fay that wails have ears is common even 
to a proverb, Scetm, 
Ver. ta, And cackling fave the monarchy of 
"Portes? ] Moc out of any preference or aficétion 
tothe Tore. Kor what Fisbbes fo ingenioufly 
o vaul himjeli, is true of all miniferiel wri- 








antibus omnibus ma- } 


S OF POPE. 


Hold ——- to the minifter I more inclines 
Yo ferve his caufe, O queen ! is ferving thine. 
And fee! thy very gazetteers give o'er, 
Ev’n Ralph repents, and Henley writes no more. 
What then remains? Ourfelf. Still, fill remain © 
Cibberian forehead, and Cibberian prain. . 
‘This brazen brightnefs, to the 'fquire fo dear; 
This polith’d hardnefs, that reflects the peers 226 
‘This arch abfurd, that wit and foo! delight 
This mes, tois'd up of Hockley-hole ard White's ; 
Where dukes and butchers join to wreathe my 
crown ; : 
At once the bear and fiddle of the town. 
O born in fin, and forth in folly brought ! 
Works danin’d, or to be dama’d! (your father’s 
_— fault) 
Go, purify’d by flames, afcend the tky, 
My better and more Chriftian progeny * 
Unftain’d, untouch'd, and yet in maiden theets 
While all your fmutty filters walk the fircets. 23@ 












REMARKS. . 
ters whatfoever:' That he defends the fapreme 
© powers, as the geefe by their cackling defended 
“ the Romans, who held the Capitol ; for they fa~ 
* voured them no more than the Gauls, their ene- 
“ mnies, but were as ready to have defended the 
“ Gauls, if they had been poffeled of the Capi- 
« tol.” Epift. Dedic. to the Leviathan. y 

Ver. 215.. Gazetteers} A band of minifterial 
writers, bired at the price mentioned in the note 
on book ii. ver. 316, who, on the very day their 
patron quitted his poft, laid down their paper, 
and declared they would never more meddle in 
politics. 

Ver. 248. Cibberian forehead.] So indeed all the 
MSS, read, but I make no fcruple to pronounce 
them all wrong, the laureat being elfewhcre cele- 
brated by our poet for his great modefty—modeft 
Cibber—read, therefore, at my peril, Cerberian 
forchead. ‘This is perfectly claflical, and what is 
morc, Homerical; the dog was the ancicnt, as the 
bitch is the modern fymbol of impudence t Keurig 
Yuwar' txar, fays Achilles to Agamemnon) which, 
when in a fuperfative degree, may well be deno. 
minated from Cerberus, the dog with three heads, 
But as to the lattcr part of this verfe, Cibberian 
brain, that is certainly the genuine reading. 

. ENT Ly 

Ver. 225, © boro in fin, &c.] This is a tender 
and paflionate apoftrophe to his own work, which 
he is going to facrifice, agreeable to the nature of 
man in great affliGion ; and refle@ing, like 2 pa- 
Tent, ou the many miferable fates to which they 
would otherwife be fubje&. : 

Ver, 228. My better and mote Chriftiau pro. 
geny 4 “ It may be obfervable, that my mufe and 
“ my fpoufe were equally prolific; that the one 
“ was feldom the mother of a child, bur in the 
“ fame year the ether made me the father of a 
“ play.” [think we had a dozen of each fort ig 
* tween us; of both which kinds fome died it 
“ their infancy,” &e. Life of C.C. p. 217. Sve 
| edit. ik ee ee 











THE DUNCIAD. 


Ve thal! not bez, lke gratis-given Bland, 

Sent with a pels, and vagrant throngh the land 5° 
Nor fail with Ward, to ape-and-monkey climes, 
Where vile Mundungus trucks for viler chymes i 
Iphur-tipt, ze an ate-houle fire ; 

cap up oranges to pelt your fire! 

O! pa’s more innocent, in infant ftate, 











To the mild LimLo of our father Tate + 

Or peaceably forgot, at once be bicit 

Jn Shadwe}}’s bofom with eternal reft! 240 
Seon to the mafs of Nonfenfe to return, — [bora, 


Where things deltroy'd are fwept co things un- 


‘With that, a tear (portentous fign of grace!) 
Stole from the mafter of the feven-fold face : 
And thrice he lifted high the birth-day brand, 
‘And thrice he dropt it from bis quivering hand ; 
Then lights'the firudture, with averted eyes 
The rolling fmokes involve the facrifice. 

The opening clouds difelofe each work by turns, 


Now flames the Cid, and now Perolla burns; 250 


RN 


VARIATAONB, 


Ver. 250. Now flames the Cid, &c.] {n the for- 


mer edit. 
: ‘Now Bames old Memnon, now Rodrigo burns, 
Yn one quick fiath fee Proferpine expire, 
‘And laff, his own cold A&{chylus took fire. 


Then guth’d the tears, as from the Trojan’s eyes, 


When the jaft blaze, &c, 


‘Var. Now flames old Memnon, gow Rodrigo 


Be burns, 
"Yn one quick flath fee Proferpine expire.] 


“Meninon, a hero in the Perfian Princess, very apt 


REMARKS, 


Ver. 231. gratis-given Bland,--Sent with a 
pals.] Ie was a practice fo to give the Daily Ga- 
_zettcer and minifterial pamphlets (in which this 
™ 4B, was a writer) agd to fend them poft-free to all 


the towns in the kingdom, 


Ver. 233—with Ward, to Ape-and-monkey 
climes,] “ Edward Ward, a very voluminous poet 
“in Hudibraftic verfe, but beft knowa by the 
He has of late years 

* kept a public houfe in the city (but in a genteel 
“ way), aod with his wit, humour, and good li- 
+ quor (ale), afforded his guefts a pleafurable en~ 
< tertainment, efpecially thofe of the high-charch 
* party.” Jacon, Lives af Poets, vol. ti. p. 225+ 

Great number of his works were yearly fold into 

the plantations.--Ward, in a book called Apollo’s 

Maggot, declared this account to be a great falfity, 

protefting that his publie houle was not in the 


“ London Spy, in profe. 


ity, but in Moorfields, 


Ver. 228, 240. ‘Tate---Shadwell] Two of his 


-predeceflars in the Jaurel. 


Ver. 250. Now dames the Cid, &c.} In the firft 
notes on the Dunciad it wns faid, that this author 
“ This 

“ <fays he) is as unjuit as to fay I could not dance 
<bYon a rope.’ But certain it is that he had at- 
Ctempted to dance on this rope, and fell moft 

efully, having produced no lefs than four 
ies {the names of which the poet prefegves 


wis pirticulgrly excellent at tragedy. 


7 fhe 








. 197 
1 Great Cxfar roars, and hiffes in the fires; 
King John in filence modeftly expires = 
No merit now the dear Nonjuror claims, 
Moliere’s old Qubble in a moment flames. 
‘Tears guih’d again, as from pale Priam’s eyes, 
When the lat blaze fent Mion to the tkies. 

Roas’d by the light, old Duinefs heav'd the 

head, : : 

Then fnatch’d a fheet of Thule irgm her bed; 
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VARIATIONS, : 
to take fire, as appears by thefe lines, with which 
he hegins the play, _ : : 


“ By heaven! it fires my. frozen blood with rege, 
And makes it fcald my aged trunk.""——— 


Rodrigo, the chief perfonage of the Perfidious 
Brother (a play written between Theobald and a 
watch-maker). The Rape of Proferpine, one of 
the farces of this author, in which Ceres, fetting 
fire to a corn-field, endangered the burning of the 
play-houfe. 

Var. And latt, his own cold AEfchylus tock fire.} 
He had been (to ule an expreflion of our poet) 
about JEfchylus for ten years, and had received 
fubferiptions for the faine ; but thea went about 
other books, The character of this tragic poct, is 
fire und bolduefs in a high degree ; hut our author 
fuppofes it very much cooled by the tranflation : 
upon fight of a fpecimep of which, was mate this 
cpigram, 


* Alas, poor Fifchylus! unlucky dog" 
Whom once a Jobiter kil!'d, and pow a log ."” 


But this is a grievous error; for AZ(chylus was not 
fiain by the fatl of a lobfter on his head, but of a 
tortoifc, toffe Fat. Mux. h, ix, cop- 12 Scrist, 


REMARKS, . 

in thefe few lines); the three firft of them were 
fairly printed, acted, and damned; the fourth fup- 
preficd in fear of the like treatment. 

Ver. 253. the dear Nonjuror—Moliere’s old 
flubble] A Comedy threfhed out of Moliere’s 
Tartuffe, and fo much the tranflator's favourite, 
that he affures us all our author's diflike to it could 
only arife from difaffedtion to the government. 
He affures us, that “ when he had the honour to 
“ kifs his Majefty's hand upon prefenting his 
“ dedication of it, he was gracioufly pleafed, ont 
“ of his royal bounty, to order him two hundred 
pounds for it, And this he doubts not grieved 
“ Mr, P.” 

Ver. 258. Thule} An unfinifhed poem of that 
name, of which one fheet was printed many years 
ago, by Ambrofe Philips, a northern author. 1k 
is an ufaal method of putting out a fire, to calt 
wet fheets upon ic. Some critics have been of 
opinion that this theet was of the nature of the 
Afbeltos, which cannot be confumed by fire: but 
] rather think itan allegorical allufion to the cold- 
nefs and heavinefs of the writing. - 


WN iy 


fer) 
Sudden fhe flies, and whelms it o’er the pyre; 


Down fink the flames, and'with a hifs expire. 260 | 


Her ample pretence fills up all the place ; 
A veil of fogs dilates her awful face: (mayors 
Great in hee charras! aa when on fhrieves and 
She looks, and breathes herfelf into their airs. 
She bids him wait her to her facred dome: — 
‘Well pleas’d he enter’d, and confefs’d his home. 
So, fpirits ending their terrefrial race, 
aAfcend, and recognife their native place: 
"Ehis the great mother dearer held than all 269 
‘Vhe clubs of quidnunes, or her own Guildhall 
Here ftood her opium, here fhe nurs'd her owls, © 
And here fhe plann'd th’ Imperial feat of fools. 
Here to her chofen all her works fhe fhows; 
Profe fwell’d to verfe, verfe loitering into profe + 
How random thoughts now meaning chance to 
Now leave ali memory of fenfe behind: - [find, 
How prologues into prefaces decay, 
And thefe to notes are fritter’d quite away : 
How index-learning turns no ftudent pale, 
Yet holds the eel of fcience by the tail: 280 
How, with lefa reading than makes felpns ‘fcape, 
. Lefs human genius than God gives an ape, 
Sha]l thanks to France, and none to Rame or 
- Greece, ‘ 7. . 
A paft, vamp’d, future, old, reviv'd, new piece, 
'Twixt Flautus, Fletcher, Shakfpeare, and Cor- 
Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or Ozcll. {ueille, 
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VARIATIONS, 
After ver. 268. in the former Ed.. followed 
thefe two lines, : : 
Raptur’d, he gazes round the dear retrcat, 
‘Aud in fweet numbers celebrates the feat. 

Var. And in {weet numbers celebrates the feat.] 
Tibbald writ a poem called the Cave of Poverty, 
which concludes with a very extraordinary with, 
« That fume great genius, or man of diftinguifhed 
« merit, may be ftarved, in order to celebrate her 
* powez, and defcribe her cave.” Ie was printed 
in vdavo, 1715. 
Ver. 286. Can make a Cibber, Johnfon, or Ozell. 


~ REMARKS. 

Ver. 269. Great mother} Magna mater, here 
applied to Dulnefa, The Quidnuacs, a name given 
to the ancient members of certain political clubs, 
who were conftantly inquiring Quid nunc? What 
news? ‘ : ae 

Ver. 286. Tibbald,] Lewis Tibbald, as pro- 
nounced) or Theobald (as written) was bred an 
attorney, and fon to an attorney (fays Mr. Jacob) 
of Sittenburn in Kent, He was author of fome 
furgotten plays, tranflations, and other pieces. He 
was concerned in a paper called the Cenfor, and 
a tranflation of Ovid. “ There is a-notorious idiot, 
¥ one hight Wachum, who, from an under-fpur- 
« Jeather to the law, is become an under-flrapper 
* to the play-houfe, who hath lately burlefqued 
4 the Mctamorphofes of Ovid by a vile tranflation, 
4 &e, ‘This fellow is concerned in an impertinent 
“paper called the Cenfor.” Dennis, Rem, on 
* Pope's Hom. p. 9, 1a. 2 





THE WORKS OF POPE. 


The Goddefs then, o’er his anointed head, 
With myftic words, the facred opium fhed. 
And lo! her bird (a monfter of a fowl, 
Something betwixt a heidegger and owl) 290 
Perch'd on his crown. “ All hail! and hail again, 
My fon! the promis’d land expects thy reign.- 
Know, Eufden thirfts no more fur fack or praife $ 
He deeps among the dull of ancient days; - 


ec 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 293. Know, Eufden, &c.} In the former Ed, 
Know, Settle, cloy’d-with cuftard and with praife, 
ts gather’d to the dull of ancient days, s 
Safc where no critics damn, no duns moleft, 
Where Gildon, Banks, and high-born Howard, reft. 
I fee a king! who leads my chofen fons 
To Jands that flow with clenches and with puns; 
Till each fam’d theatre miy empire own ; 

Till Albion, as Hibernia, blefs my throne! 

TV fee! 1 fee !—Then rapt fhe {poke no more, 
God fave king Tibbald! Grubitrect alleys roqr. 
So when Jove’s block, &c. ? 


REMARKS, 

Ibid. Ozcll.J “ Mr. John Ozell (if we credit 
“ Mr, Jacob) did go to fchool in Leicefterfhire, 
« where fornebody left him fomething :to live on, 
« when he fhall retire from bufinefs. He was de- 
“ figned tobe fent to Cambridge, in order fer 
“ priefthood ; but he chofe rather to’be placed in 
“ an office of acconnts, in the city, being qualified 
“for the fame by his fkill in arithmetic, and wri- 
‘ting the neceffary hands. He has obliged the 
« world with many tranflations of trench plays.” 
Jacoz, Lives of Dram. Pocts, p 198. 

Mr Jacob's character of Mr. Ozell fcems vaftly 
fhort of bis merits, and be onght to have further 
juftice done him, having fince fully confuted all 
farcafms on his learning and genius, by an adver= 
tifement of Sept. 2@, 1739, in 2 paper called the 
Weekly Medley, &c. ‘As to my icarning, this 
“ envious wretch knew, and every body knows, 
« that the whole bench ef bifhops, not long ago, 
“« were picafed to give me a pirfe of guineas, for 
“ difcovering the erroneous tranflations of the 
“ Common-prayer in Portuguese, Spanifh, French, 
“ Sralian, &e. As for my genius, let Mr. Cleland 
“ fhow better verfes in all Pope’s works, than 
 Ozell’s verfion of Boileau’s Lutrin, which the 
 Jate Lord Halifax was fo pleafed with, that he 
“ complimented him with Icave to dedicate it to 
“him, &c. Let him fhow better and truer poetry 
in the Rape of the Lock, than in Ozell’s Rape 
© of the Bucket (la Secchia rapita}. And Mr. 
“ Toland and Mr. Gildon publicly declared Ozeil's 
“ tranflation of Homer to be, as it was prior, fo 
 likewife fuperior te Pope’s.—-Surcly ,furely every 
“ man is free to deferve weil of his country!” 

: Joun Ozext. 

We cannot but fubferibe to fuch reverend tefti- 
monies, as thofe of the bench of Bithops, Mr. ““g- 
land, and Mr. Gildon. : = 

Ver. 290. a Heidegger] A firange bird from 
Switzerland, and not (as fome have fvppofed}rhe 





THE*DUNCIAD. 


Safe, where no critics damn, no duns molett, 
Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon 
reft, E 
And bigh-bora Howard, more majeftic fire, 
‘With Fool of Quality completes the quire. 
Thou, Cibber! thon, his laurel thal: fupport, 
Folly, my fon, has ftiila friend at Court. 
Lift up your gates; ye princes, fee him come + 
Sound, found ye viols, be the cat-call dumb! 
Bring, bring the madding bay, the drurken vine; 
‘The creeping, dirty, courtly ivy join. 
And thou! his aid-de-camp, lead on my fons, 
Light-arin'd with points, antithefes, and puns. 
Let Bawdry, Billingfgate, my daughters dear, 
Support his front, and oaths bring up the rear: 
And under his, aud under Archer’s wing, 589 
Gaming and Grub-Qreet fkulk behind the king. 
OQ! when fhall rife a monarch all our own, 
And [, a nurfing mother, rock the throne ; 
*Lwixt prince and people clofe the curtain draw, 
Shade him from light, and cover him from law; 
Fatten the courtier, ftarve the learned band, 
And fuckle armies, and dry-nurfe the land = 


300 
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REMARKS, 
name of an eminent perfon who was a man of 
parts, and, as was faid of Petronius, Arbiter Ele- 
gantiarum. : 

Ver. 296. Withers,] See on ver. 146. 

Ver. 296. Gildon] Charles Gildon, a writer of 
criticifms and libels in the laft age, bred at St. 
Omer’s with the Jefuits; but renouncing popery, 
he publithed Blount’s books againit the Divinity 
of Chritt, the Oracles of Reafon, &e, He figna- 
lized himfelf asa critic, having written fome very 
bad plays; abufed Mr, P. very feandaloufly in an 
anonymous pamphlet of the Life of Mr. Wycher- 
ley, printed by Curll; in another, called the New 
Rehearfal, printed in 17145 in a third, intituled 
the Complete Art of Englith Poctry, in two vo- 
lumes ; and others. 

Ver. 297. Howerd,] Hon. Edward Howard, 
anthor of the Britifh Princes, and a great number 
of wonderful picces, cclebrated by the late Earls of 
Dorfet and Rochefter, Duke of Buckingham, Mr. 
Waller, &c, 

Ver. 309, 310. under Archer’s wing,—Gaming, 
&c.] When the ftacute again ganiing was drawn 
up, it was reprefented, that the king, by ancient 
cattom, plays at hazard one night in the year ; and 
therefore a clanfe was inferted, with an exemption 
‘as to that particular. Under this pretence, the 
yyroom porter hod a room appropriated to gaming 
vallthe fummer the court was at Keafington, which 
his majelty accidentally being acquainted with, 
with a jul indignation, prohibited. I: is reported 
the fame practice is yet continued wherever the 
court refides, and the hazard table there open to 
all the profeffed gamers in town. 

* Greateft and juftett Sovexxtan ; know you this; 
Alas! no more, than ‘hames calm head can 

“A « koow, ” [o’erfiow.”* 

© Whofe meads his arms drown, or whofe corn 
Donne to Qacea 








~ 
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Till fenates nod to Lullabies divine, 
And all be Sleep, as at an ode of thine. 

Sheceas'd. Then fwells the chapel-royal throat : 
God fave king Cibber ! mounts in every note. 320 
Familiar White’s, God fave king Colley! cries; 
God fave king Colley! Drury-lane replies : 

Fo Needham’s quick the voice triumphal rode, 
But pious Neecham dropt the name of God ; 
Back to the devil the laft echoes roll, 

‘And Coll! each butcher roars at Hockley-hole. 

So when Jove’s block defcended from on high 


| (As fings thy great forefather Ogilby) 
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REMARKS. 

Ver. 319. Chapet-royal] The voices and inftru- 

ments ufed in the fervice of the Chapel-royal 
being alfo employed in the performance of the 
Birth-day, and New-year odes. 
24. But pious Needham] a matron of 
great fame, and very religious in her way ; whole 
conftant prayer it was, that fhe might “ get enough 
“by her profeffion to leave it off in time, and 
“ make her peace with God.” But her fate was 
« not fo happy; for being convicted, and fet in 
the pillory, fhe was (to the Jafting thame of all 
her great friends and votaries) fo ilk ufed by the 
populace, that it put an-end to her days. 

Ver 325. Backto the Devil] I'he Devil Tavern 
in Fleet-ftreet, where thefe odes are ufually re- 
hearfed before they are performed at Court. Up- 
on which a wit of thofe times made this epigram? 
“ When laureates make odes, do you afk of what 

fort? - 

“ Do you afk if they’re good, or are evil? 

“ You may judge—From the Devil they come to 
* the Court, bs 
And go from the Court to the Devil.” 

Ver. 328—Ogilby)—God fave King Log !] See 
Ogilby's AEfop’s Fables, where, in the ftory of the 
frogs and their king, this excellent hemiftich is ta 
be found. y 

Our author manifefts here, and elfewhere, @ 

prodigious tendcrnefs for the bad writers. We 
fec he feleéts the only good paffage, perhaps, in 
all that ever Ogilby writ! which thows how can- 
did and patient’a reader be muft have been. What 
can he more kind and affe@ionate than the words 
in the preface to his poems, where he labours to 
call up al our humanity and forgivenefs toyard 
thefe unlucky men, by the moft moderate repre~ 
fentation of their cafe, that has ever been given 
by any author ? 
_ But how nich all indulgence is loft upon thefe 
people may appear from the juft reflection made 
on their conftant conduét and conftant fate, in the 
following epigram = 





Ye little wits, that gleam’d a-while, 
“ When Pope vouchfaf'd a ray, 

“ Alas’ depriv’d of his kind fmile, 
“ How foon ye fade away! 


“ To compafs Phoebus" car about, 
«Thus empty vapours rife, 
NV iiij 


the 


Laud thonder to ite bettem fhook the hog, 
And the hoarfe nation croak’d, Ged lave king Log! 








REMARER. 
« Fach lends his cloud to put him out, 
“Vhat rear’d him to the ikies, 


Alan! thole flies are not your fyhere ; 
«Phere he thall ever bun: 

Weep, weep, and fall! for carth ye were, 
“ And mult co earth return.” oh 





BOOK LL 


ARGUMENT. 
king being proclaimed, the folemnity is gra- 
cod with pubiig gaancs and fports ef various 
inds; not inflseuced by the hero, as by Aineas 
Virgil, but for greater honour by the god- 
defs in perfon (in ke manner as the games } 
Pythia, Whsaia, &¢. avere anciently faid to be 
onlained by the Gods, and, ag ‘i hetis herfelf ap- 
pearing, according to Homer, OdyiT, xxiv. pro- 
poled che prizes in honour of her fon Achilles). 
Hither flock the poets and critics, attended, as 
js but juft, with thei patrons and bookfellers, 
"The goddgfs is firlt pleared, for her difport, to 
. propofe games to the bookfellers, and fetteth 
up the phanjom of 4 poet, which they contend 
vo overtuke, ‘Lhe races deicribed, with thei 
divers accidents, . Next, the game for a poete: 
‘Lhen follow the exercifes for the pocts, of tick- 
Jing, voeiferating, diving + ‘he fisit holds forth 
ghe arts and peaciices af dedicaters, the fecond 
of difpucants‘and fujtian pocts, the third of pro- 
Sound, dark, and dircy party-writers,  Laltly, 
jor the critics, the poddc{s propoles (with great 
propriety) an exercile, put of their parts, bur 
their patience, in heating the works of two vo- 
Juminous authors, one in verte, end the oth 
in profe, deliberately read, without flecping : 
‘Lhe varigns effets of which, with the fevera} 
degrees and manners of their operation, aré 
here fet forth ; Lil the whole number, hot of 
critics only, but of {peRutors, actors, and all 
prefent, fall fait afleep; which natarally aud 
necedlurjly ends the games. : aah 


Wien ona gorgcous feat, that far ont-fhong : 
Henley's gilt tub, or fleckno’s trith throne. 
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REMARKS 
‘Two thinge there ane, apon the fappoficion of 
which the very bafis of atl ver?s 1 3 found~ 





ed und fapport-d? The firtk, that an author could 
never fail ty ale the bat word on every o¢eafion ; 
the fecond, thay a criric cannot cnocle’ but know 








2 doch nor A." corrent us, we (ke upon ust 
fir, that the author could pever have 

dit; ard, ferondly, te auf have pied that | 
y ote, which we sonjeciure, in us ficad, ~ | 














THE WORKS°OF POPE. 





Or that where on her Curlls the poblie pours, 
AU bounteous, fragrant grains and golden fhowers, 








REMAR%S,. 

We cannot theretore, enough admire the learn- 
ed Scriblerus for his altcration of the text in the 
‘two latt verfes of the preceding book, which in all 
the former editions food thus: a 





Hloarfe thunder to its bottom fhook the bog, 
‘And the loud nation croak’d, God fave king Log: 


tle has, with great judgment, tranfpofed thefe 
two epithets; putting hoa 0 the nation, and 
Joud to the thunder: And this being evidently the 
true reading, he vonchfafed not fo mrch as to 
mention the former; for which: affertion of the 
jett right of 2 critic he micrits the acknowledge~ 
ment of all found commentators, 

Ver. 2. Henley’s gilt cub,}] The pulpit of a dif 
fenter is ufually calleda tub; but that of Mr. Ora- 
tos Henley was covered with velvct, and adorned 
with gold, He had alfo g fair altar, and over it 
this extraordinary infcription, ¢ The Primitive 
Eucharitt.” See the liitory of this perfon, bvol 
nh “ 

Ver. 2. or Fleckno’s Irith throne,} ‘Richard 
Fleckno was an rihh prieft, but had lsid afide (as 
hinvlelf exprefled it) the mechanic part of pricit- 
hood. He printed fome plays, poems, letters, and. 
travels. I doubt not, our author took eccafitin to 
mention him in refpeét to the poem of Me. Dry- 
den, to which this bears fome relemblance, though 
of a character more different from it than chat of 
the AEneid from the Wiad, or che Lutrin of Boileau 
from the Defait de Bouts rinées of Sarazin. 

1k may be jut worth mentioning, that the emi- 
nence from whence the ancient fophifts entertain- 
ed their audicors, wes called by the pompous 
name of a throne. ‘Uhemiltius, Orat. i. 

Ver. 3. Or that where on her Curlls the public 
pours,] Edmund Curll flood in the pillory at Chas 
ring-crofs, in March 1727-8,“ ‘I'bis (faith Ed= 
“ mund Curll) is a falte affertion—{ had indeed 
the corporal punifhment ef what the gentle- 
men of the long cube are pleated jocofely to call 
mowiting the softrum for one hour t but thde 
feene of adion was not in the month of March, 
but in February.” (Cusiliad, ramo, p. 19.) 
And of the hiltory of his being toft'in s blanket, 
he faith, “ Here, Scriblerus! thou feefeft in what | 
“ thou afferteft concerning the blanket: it was 
© not a blanket, but a mg,” p. 23. Much in the 
fame manner Mr. Cibber remonftrated, that his ~ 
brothers, at bedlam; mentioned Book i. were not 
brazen, but blocks; yot our author let it pafs un 
altered, ag a trifle that nfo way altcred the relation- _ 
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fhip. 

We fhould think (gentle reader) that we but ill 
ormed Gur part, if’ we corredled not ‘as well 
our own errors how, as {orrnerly chofé of the prin* 
ef. Since’ what moved ui to this work, was folrly 
the love of truth not in thé Icalt any vain-gidy, 
or defire Jo contend with great authors. And 
our mifizkes, we conecive, will the rath. 
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THE DUNCIAD. 


Great Chher Gees The proud Parnafian fneer, jf 

‘Lhe confciens {unper, and the jealous leer, 

Mix on his look : All eyes dire@ their rays 

An loss, and crowds turn coxcombs as they gaze. 

dhs peers fie round him ‘A reflected grace, 

New edge their dulneis, and new bronze their 
free, 10! 

89 from the fon’s broad beam, in fhallow urns, 

Meaven’s twinkling fparks draw light, and point 
their karns. 

Not with more glee, hy hands Pontific crown'd, 
Wirh feartet hats wide-waving circled round, 
ome in her Capital faw Querno fit, 

‘Shron'd on icven hills, the Autichrift of Wit. 

Atal row the queen, to glad ber fons, proclaims 
By herald hawkers, high heroie games. 

‘Vhey fummon all her race: An endiefs band 

Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land. 20 

A motley mixture! in long wigs, in bags, 

im erapes in Garters, and in rags, 

rom crawing-rooms, from colleges, fram garrete, 
, 01 Lhot, in hacks, and gilded charioes : 

Dunces in her caw appear'd, 

Andall who knew thofe Dunces to reward. 


rrr ee 


VARIATIONS. 
» Great Tibbald neds. 
& Iu the former edit. 









































Ou him, aud crowds grow fuolith as they gaze. 


‘The four next Jines are added, 
Ver. 17. 


fo grace this honour'd day, the queen proclaims* 
Ver. 19. She fummons all her fons, &c. 


x REMARKS. 

be pardoned, as fearce poflible to be avoided in 
writing of fuch perfons aud works as do ever thun 
the light. Uowever, that we may not any way 
folten or exicuuate the fame, we give them thee 
in the very words of our antagonifts : not defends 
dog, but ratrating them from our heart, and crav- 
ing cacufe of the parties offended: For furely in 
this work, it hutch been above all things our defire 
to provoke no run. A Scuie, 
Ver. 15. Rome in her Capito] faw Querno fit,] 
Camillo Querna was of Apulia, who heuring the 
Hreat enconragement which l.co X, gave to pects, 
travelled to Rome with a harp in his hand, and 
fung to it twenty thoufand verdes of apocm galled 
Alexias. He was introduced asa bufloan to Leo, 
and promoted to the hevaur of the Saurel; a je ; 
which che Court of Rome aod the Pope hindelf | 
«tered into fo far, as to canfe him te ride on gh 
slephant tp the Capitol, and tu hold a folemn felti- 
yal on his coronation ; ac which it is recorded the 
yoct Kimiclt was fo traniported as to weep for 
soy". Le was ever after a conftant frequenter of 
the Pope’s table, drank abundantly, aud poured 
forth yerfes without number. Paulus Jovius, Elog, 
Vir, Aa. cap. lixxili, Some idea of his poctry | 
_¥ Given by Fam, Strada, in his Piolufions. 















EP lio C0, chap. ai. 
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Amid that arca wide they took their @and, 
Where the tall May-pole once o’erlook'd 
Strand, = 
But now (fo Axne and Piety ordain) 
A church colleéts the faints of Drury-lane. 
With authors, flationers ebcy’d the call 
(The field of glory is a field for all), 
Glory and gain, th’ induftrious trive provoke; 
fad gentle Duinéis ever loves a joke. 
A poct’s form the plac’d before their eyes, 
And bade the nimbleft racer feize the prize; 
No meagre, mufe-rid mope,adoft and thin, 
In a dua night-gown of his own loofe fkin s+ 
But fuch a bulk as no twelve bards could raife, 


the 


3a 





‘Twelve ftarveling bards of thefe degenerate days. 
Allas a partridge plump, fullfed and fair, ae 





She form’d this image of well-body'd air: 

With pert at eyes the window'd well its head ; 
A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead : 

And empty words the gave, and foun: tig train, 
Bur fenlelefs, lifetefs! idol pert ant vain! 
Never was dafh’d out ac one lucky hit, 

A fool, fu jult a copy of a wits , 

So like, that critics aid, and courtiers fwore, © 
A wit it was, and call'd the phantom More. 


Sanne paneer 


REMARKS. 

Ver. 34. And gentle Dulnefé ever loves ajuke.} 
This {pecies of mirch called a joke, arifing from a 
Malentendy, may be well fuppoled tobe the delight 
of Duloefe, . 

Ver, 47. Never was dath’d out, at one lucky hit] 
Our author here feems willing to give fome aceounc 
of the pollibiliry of Dulnefs making a wit (which 
could be done no other way than by chance). 
The fi.ion is the more reconciled to probability 
by the known ftory of Apelles, who being at a 
Jofs to exprefs the foam of Alexander’s horfe, dath- 
ed his pencil in defpair at the picture, and -happen- 
ed to do it by that fortunate ftroke. E 

Ver. 50. and call’d the phantom More.] Cunt, 
in his Key to the Dunciad, affirmed this to be 
James-Moore Smith, Efq.; and itis probable (eon. 
fidering what is faid of him in the Teltimonies) 
that fome might fancy our auther obliged to re- 
prefent this geutleman as a Plagiary, or to pafs 
for one himlelf, His cafe indeed was like that 
ofa man 1 have heard of, who, as he was fitting 
in company, perceived his next neighbour had 
flolen his handkerchief : « Sir,” (faid the thief, 
finding himleif dete&ed) “ do not expofe me, E 
“ did itfor mere want; be fo good as take ir pri. 
“ vately out of my pocket again, and iay nothing. 
The honett man did fo, buc the other cried out, 
“ See, gentlemen, what a thief we have anon, 
“us! luok, he is ftealing my handkerchief!" 

Sonic time before, he had borrowed of Dr, Ar- 
burhuct a paper called an {iltorics physical een 
count of the South Sea; and of Mr. Pc pe the Me. 
moirs of x Parifh Clerk, which for twa years he 




























kepe, oud red to the Rev. Dr. Young: F. Bil- 
fers, Efq. acd many others, as his own, Beivg 
Es to fer them, he pretended they were lof ; 


‘there heppening to be anetaer copy of the 


Bon 


All gaze with ardour : fume a poct’s name, 
Others a fword-knot and lac’d fuit inflame. 





REMAKRS. 

letter, it came out in Swift and Pope’s Mifcel- 
Tanies. Upon this, it feems, he wa: fo far mil- 
taken as to coufefs his proceeding by an endeavour 
to hide its unguardedly printing (in the Daily 
Journal of April 3, 1723.) * That che contempt 
* which he and others had for thele picces,” 
(which only himfelf had fhown, and handed a- 
Bout as his own) “ occafioned their being loft, and 
Ss for that caufe only not returned.” A fact, of 
which as none but he conld be confcious, none but 
he could be the publifher of it. The plagiarifms 
of this perfon gave occafion to the following Epi- 
Riam: ; 


“ Moore always {miles whenever he recites; 
« He finiles (you think) approving what he writes, 
“ And yet in this no vanity is fhown; 
* A modeft man may like what's not his own,’”? 
This young gentlemain’s whole misfortune was 
too inordinate a pailion to be thought a wit. Here 
isa very ftronjr inttance attefted by Mr. Savage, 
fon of the late Karl Rivers; who having chown 
fome verses of his in manufcript to Mr. Moore 
whercin Mr. Pope was cailed firft of the tuneful train, 
. Mr. Moore the next morning fent to Mr. Savage, 
to give thofe verfes another turn, to wit, “* Uhat 
-& Pope might now be the firft, becaufe Moore, 
had left him unrivalled, in turning. his ftyle to 
* Comedy.” Vhis was during the rehearfal of 
the Kival Modes, his fieft and only work; the 
tuwn condemned it .in the a@ion, but he printed 
it in 1726-7, with this modeft motto + 


“ Hic ceeftus, artemque repono.” . 


The {mailer pieces which we have heard attribut- 
ed to this author are An Epigram on the Bridge 
‘at Blenheim, by Dr. Evans: Cofmelia, by Mr. 
Pit, Me. Jones, &e The Mock Marriage of a 
mad Divine, wich a Cl. fora Parfon, by Dr. W. 
‘he Saw-pit, a Simile, by a Friend. Certain 
Phyfical works on Sir James Baker ; and fome an- 
owned Letters, Advertifements, and Lyigrams a 
aint our author in the Daily Journal. 
Notwithitanding what is here collected of the 
n imagined by Curl to be meant in this place, 
not be af that opinion; fince our poet had 
ytainly no need of vindicating haf a dozen of 
to himfelf, which evary reader has done 
m3 fince the name itfelf is not f rey 
Sot More; und, laftly, fuce the learned Scriblerys 
gas not proved the contrary. 
Wer. $0. the phantum More.} Tt appears from 
ce, that this is not the name of a real perfon, 
but fictitious More from iia, Rultws, janpia, 
ab » to reprefeut the fully of « plagiury. “Phus 
zradmos,  Adinnnuit mie Mori cogtiomen 
od tam ad Morice vocobulum accedit quam ce 
fsutealiens’? Ddication of Meriz Enco- 



























THE WORKS OF POPE, 


Bat lofty Lintot in the circle rofe + 
“ This prize is mine ; who tempt it are my foesg 


“ With me began this genius, and fhall end.” 


He fpoke : and who with Lictot fhail contend ? 
Fear held them mute, Alone, untaught to fear, 
Stood dauntlefs Curll; “ Behold that rival here ; 





REMARKS. 
mium on Sir Tho. More; the farewell of which’ 
may be our author’s to his plagiary, Vale ! More! 
et moriam tuam graviter defende. Adieu ! More+! 
and be {ure ftrongly to defend thy own folly. 
Scrigh. 


Ver. 43. But lofty Lintot] We enter here up- , 


on the cpifole -of the bookfellers; perfons, 
whofe names being more known and famogs int 
the learned world than thofe of the authors in this 
poem, do therefore need lefs.explanation. ‘The 
adtion of Mc, Lintot here imitates that of Dares 
in Virgil, rifing jut in this manner to lay hold on 
nent bookfeller printed the Pival 
mentioned. 

Ver. 58. Stood dawislefs Curll;] We come now 
toa chara@er of much refpedt, that of Mr, Ed- 
mund Corll. As a plain repetition of great ace 
tions is the beft praife of them, we fhall only fay 
of this eminent man, that he carried the trade ma~ 
ny lengths beyond what it had ever before arrive 
ed at; and that he was the envy and admiration 
of all his profefion. He poffeffed hirfel€ a com- 
mand over al] authors whatever ; he caufed them 
to write what he pleafed; they could not call 
their very names their own. He was not only 
famous among thefe ; he was taken notice of by 
the flate, the church, and the law, and received 
particular marks of diftinétion from each. 

It will be owned that he is here introduced with 
all poflible dignity: He fpeaks like the intrepid 
Diomede ; he runs like the fwift-footed Achilles ; 
if he falls, ’tis like the belaved Nifus; and (what 
Homer makes to be the chief of “all praifes) he is 
favoured of the gods; he fays but three words, 
and his prayer is heard; a goddefs conveys it to 
the feat of Jupiter: Though he lofes the prize, he 
gains the victory ; the great mother comforts him, 
the infpires him with expedients, the honours him 
with an immortal prefent (fuch as Achilles re- 
ceives from Thetis, and Afueas from Venus), at 
once inftructive and prophetical ; after this he is‘ 
unrivalled and triumphant. 

The tribute our author here pays him isa grate- 
ful return for feveral unmerited obligations; May 
ny weighty animadverfions on the public affairs, 
and many excellent and diver Pieces on pri+ 
vate perfons, has he given to his name. If ever 
he owed two verfes to any other, he owed Mr. 
Corll fome thoufands. He was every day ex- 
tending his fame, and enlarging his writings: 
Witncfs innumerable inftances; but it fhall fuf- 
fice only te mention the Court Poems, which he 
meant to publifh as the work of the true wgiter, 7 
lady of quality; but being firt threatening 
afterwards punished for it by Mr. Pope, he ye 
roufly trancierred it from her to him, aud 



























THE DUNCIAD. 





“ The rsce by vigour, not hy vaunts, is won; 
* So take the hindneit, bell,” (he faid) and ron. 
Swift as a bard the bailiff leaves behind, 61 

He left huge Lincot, and outftript the wind.- 

As when a dab-chick waddles through the copfe 
On feet and wings, and flics, and wades, and hops; 
So labouring on, with fhoulders, hands, and head, 
‘Wide as. a windmill all his figure (pread, 

“With arms expanded Bernard row> his ftate, 

‘And leftelegg'd Jacob feems to emulate. 

Full in the middle wey there fonda lake, 

_ Which Curli's Corinna chanc’d that morn to make: 
(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop vhs 
Her cvening cates before his neighbour's top) 
Here fortun'd Curll to flide ; loud fhout the band, 
And Bernard! Bernard! rings through all the 

Strand. 
Obfcene with filth the mifercant lies bewray’d, 
Fall’ in the plath his wickednels had laid; 
"Then fir ‘if pocts aught of truth declare) 
"Vhe calif Vaticide conceiv'd a prayer. 

Hear, Jove ! whofe name my bards and I adore, 
As much at leaft as any god’s, or more 5 70 
And him and his, if more devotion warms, 
Down with the Bible, up with the Pope's arms. 

4 place there is, betwixt carth, air, and ivas, 
Where, from ambrofia, Jove retires for eafe. 
There in his fate two fpacinus verits appear, 
On this he fits, to that he Jeans his ear, 

And beers the various vows of fond mankind ; 
Some beg an cacrn, fome a weftern wind ; 
Alt vain petitions, mounting to the fky, 

With reams abundant this abode fupply 5 
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: VARIATION, 

Ver, 07. 

Wirth legs expanded, Bernard urg’d the race, 
And fecm’d to emulate great Jacob's pace, 


REMARK. 
fince printed it in his name. The fingle time 
that ever he fpoke to C, was on that aflair, and 
to that happy incident he owed all the favour fince 
received from him: So true is the faying ef Dr. 
Sydewham, “ that any one fhail be, at tome time 
“ or other, the better or the worfe, for having 
® bet fcen or fpoken to a good or bad man.” 
Verg7o. Curll’s Corinna} This name, it feems, 

was taken by one Mrs. Thomas, who procured 
foine private letters of Mr. Pope, while almott a 
“biy, to Mr. Cromwel!, and fold them without 
the confent of cither thofe gentlemen to Curll, who 
printed them in r2mo, 1727. He difcovered her 
to be the publifher, in his Key, p. 12. We only 
take this opportunity of mentioning the manner 
in which thofe letters got abroad, which the au- 
thor wa; afhamed of as very trivial things, full, 
not only of levitics, but of wrong judgnents of 
men and books, and only excufeable from the 
youtX and inexperience of the writer. 
re Wer. 3%. Down with the Bible, up with the 
Pope's arms | ‘The Bible; Cusll’s figa ; the Crofs- 
Key. Aintot’s, 
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Amus'd he reads, and then returns the bills 

Sign'd with that Ichor which from gods diitils. 
in office here fair Cloacina lands, 

And miuifters to Jove with pureft hands. 

Forth from the heap he pick'd her vot'ry’s prayer, 

And plac’d it next him, a diftin@i..a rare! 

Oft had the goddefs heard her fervant's call, 

From her b:ack grottos near the T'emple-wall,, 

Liftening delighted to the je(t unclean 

Of link-boys vile, and watermen obfcene ;- 

Where as he fith’d her nether realms for wit, 

She oft had favour’d him, and favours yet. | 

Renew'd by ordure’s fympathetic force, 

As oil'd with magic juices for the courfe, 

Vigorous he rifes; from the efluvia ftrong, 

Imbibes new life, and feours und ftinks along; 

Repailes Lintot, vindicates the race, 

Nor heeds the brown difhonours ef his face. 
And now the vitor ftretch'd bis enger hand 
Where the tall nothing ftood, or feem'd to land ; 
A fhapelefs thade, it melted from his fight, 115 

Like forms in clouds, or vitions of the night. 

Yo feize his papers, Curll, was next thy care; 

His papers, light, fly diverfe, toft in airs 

Songs, founets, epigrams, the winds uplift, 

And whifk them back to Evans, Young, and Swift. 

Th’ embroider’d {uit at leaft he deem’d his prey, 

Yhat fuit an unpay'd taylor fuatch’d away. 

No rag, no icrap, of ali the beau or wit, 

That once fo flatter’d, and that once fo writ r20. 
Heaven rings with Jaughter: Of the laughter 

vain, 

Dulnefs, good queen, repeats the jeft again. 

Three wicked imps, of her own Grub-ftrect choir, 

She deck’d like Congreve, Addifon, and Prior z 
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VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 99.—-104. th former edit. thus: 
(Oft as he fith’d her nether realms for wit, 
The goddels favour'd him, and favours yet) 


REMARKS. 

‘Ver. tor, Where, as he fith’d, &e.} See the 
preface to Swift and Pope's Mifcellanies. 

Ver. x16. Evans, Young, and Swift.] Some of 
thole perfons, whofe writings, epigrams, or jefe 
he had owned, Sve note on ver. 50. 

Ver, £18, an unpay’d taylor] This line has been 
loudly compijained of in Mill, Junc 8, Dedic. to 
Sawney, and others, as a moft inhuman fatire on 
the poverty of poets: But it is thought our author 
will be acquitted by a jury of Taylors. To me 
this initance feems untuckily chofen ; if it be a fa~ 
tire on any body, it muft on a bad paymafter, 
fince the perfon to whom they have here appli: 
it, was a man of fortune. Not but poets may weil 
be jealous of fo great a prerogative as non-pay- 
ment; which Mr. Dennis fo fur afferts, as boldly 
to pronounce, that “ if Homer himfelf was not 
“in debt, it was becaufe nobody would trui 
“ him.” Pref. to Rem. on the Rape of the Lock, 
Pp. 35. 

Ver. 124. like Congreve, Addifon, and Prior :} 
} Thefe authors being fuch whofe names will reach: 
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“Meers, Warner, Witkina, run: delufive thought! 

Breval, Bond, Belaleel, the varlets caught. 

Curl ftrctches atter Gay, but Gay is goue, 

Fle grafps an empty Joleph for a John: 

4o Proteus hunted in a nobler fhape, 

Became, when feiz’d, a puppy, or an ape. 130 
‘To him the goddefs: fun ! thy grief lay down 

And turn this whole iufion on the town : 

As the fage dame, experienc’d in her trade, 

By names of coalts retails each batter’d jade ; 

(Whence haplefs Montieur much complains at 

Paris 

Of wrongs from Duchelfes and Lady Maries;) 

Be thine, my Stationer! this magic gift ; 

Cook thal be Prior; and Concanen, Swift : 





er 


REMARKS. 
pofterity, we thal! not give any account of them, 
but proceed to thofe of whom it is neceflary— 
Retaleel Morris was author of fome fatires oo 
the tranflators of Homer, with many other 
things printed in news-papera.— Bond writ a fa- 
“tire ugainft Mr. P.—. Capt. Breval was au- 
“ thor of The Confederates, an ingenious drama- 
tic performance to expofe Mr. P. Mr. Gay, Dr. 
“ Arb. and fome ladies of quality,” fays, Curie, 
Key, p. rt. : 
"Ver. 125, Mears, Warner, Wilkins] Bookfellers, 
and printers of much anonymous ful. 

Wer, 126, Breval, Bund, Befaleet,] } forefee it 
will be objected from this line, that we were in 
wu error i our qufertion on ver, $0. of this buck, 
that More was a fiGitious nae, fince thofe per 
fons are equally reprelented by the poct as phan. 
toms. So at firft fight it. may be fecn; but be 
not deceived, reader; thefe alo are not real per- 
fons, "Tis true, CurSl declares Breval, a captain, 
author of a piece called the Confederates ; but the 
fame Curl firft faid it was written by joleph Gay: 
Is his fecond affertion to be credited any more 
than his firft? He Jikewife affirms Bound to be 
onc who writa fatire on our poet: But where is 
fuch a fatire to be found? where was fuch a wri- 
ter ever heard of? As for Befalecl, it carries 
forgery in the very name; nor is it as the others 
wre, a furname, ‘Thou may’ft depend upon it, no 
fach authors ever lived ; all phantoms.  Scnia4L. 

Ver. £28. Jofeph Gay, a fictitious name put by 
Curll before feveral pamphlets, which made them 
pafs with many for Mr. Gay’s.—The ambignity of 
the Word Jofeph, which Hkewile fignities a loofe 
upper-coat, gives much pleafantry tu the idea, 

Ver. 132, And turn this whole iiafion on the 
t] It was a common praclice of this book~ 
cr to publith vile pieces of obfeure hands un- 
cer the names of eminent authors. 

Ver. 138. Cook ihall be Prior,} The man here 
Specified writ a thing culled ‘The Battle of the 
Yoets, in which Philips and Wellied were the he- 
roes, and Swift aud Pope utterly rowed. He al- 
iv pubbihed fume malevolent things in the Britifh, 
aouden, and Daily Journals: and at the fame 
tame wrote letters to Mr. Pope, protefting his in- 
poccace. His chief work was a tranfligion of 
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THE WORKS OF POPE. 


So thail cach hoftite name become our own, 


ind we too boait our Garth and Addifon. rae 





* REMARKS. 
Hefiod, to which Theobald writ noted and half - 
notes, which he carefully owned. 

Ver, 138. and Concanen, Swift :] In the firft 
edition of this poem there were only atterifks in 
this place, but the numes were fince inf rtcd, merce 
ly to fill the verfe, and pive eafe ta the reader. 5 

Ver 140. And we tuo boaft our Garth and Ad» 
difon.] Nothing is more remarkable than our au. 
thor’s love of praifing good writers, He has in 
this very poem cclebrared Mr. Locke, Sir Ifaac 
Newton, Dr. Barrow, Dr. Atterbury, Mr. Dry- 
den, Mr, Congreve, Dr. Garth, Mr. Addifon; in 
a word, almoft every man of his time that de- 
ferved it; even Cibber himfelf (prefuming him 
to be the author of the Carelefs Hufband). Ic 
was very difficult to have that pleafure in a poem 
on this fubjcét, yet he has found means to infert 
their panegyric, and has made even Dulnefs out 
of her own mouth to pronounce it. It muft have 
been particularly agreeable to him to celebrate Dr. 
Garth; both as hiscouftant d, and as he was his 
predeceffor in this kind of fatire. The Difpenfary 
attacked the whole body of Apothccaries, a mach 
more ufeful one undoubtedly than that of the bad 
poets; if in trurh this can bea body, ofwhich no two 
members cyer agreed. It alfo did, what Mr. 
‘Theobald fays is unpardonable, draw in parts of 
Private character, and introduced perfons inde. 
pendent of his fubjed. Much more would Poim 
lca bave incurred his cenfure, who left all tube 
jects whatever, on all occafions, to fall upon the 
bed pocts (which, it is to be feared, would have 
Seeu more immediately his concern.) But cer- 
tainly acxe to commending good writers, the greate 
att fervice to learmug is to expofe the bad, who 
only that way be made of any wfe ta it. This 
truth is very weil fet forth in thefe lines addreffed 
to our author. , 











“ The craven rook, and pert jack-daw, 

« (Though neither birds uf moral kind) 
Yet ferve, if hang’d, and ftuif"d with itaw, 
“ To fhow us which way blows the wind, 





‘Tas dirty knaves, or chattcring fools, _ 
“ Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 
Teach more by half than Dennis’ rules, 
“ And point inttrudlion every way. 


« 


With Egypt’s art thy pen may ftrive: . 
“© Oue potent drop let this but shed, 
And every rogue that funk alive, 

** Becomes a precious mummy dead.” 


Ver 142. rueful length of face} * The decree 
pid perfon or figure of a man are no reflc@tions 
upon his genius: An hone(t mind wil love 
and cfteem a man of werth, though hé he 
deformed or poor. Yet the anther of thi- 
Dunciad hath libelled a perfen for bie rugliad 


‘ 


“« 
“ 


THE DUNCIAD. 


“With that the pave hirn (pitcous of his cafe, 
Yer iniling at his rueful length of face) 

A thaygy tapeftry, worthy to be fpread, 

On Godrus’ old, or Dunton’s modern bed 5 
Infractive work! witole wry-mouth'd portraiture 
Difplay’d the faces her conteflors endure, 

liurlc{- on high, ftood unabath’d De Poe, 

And ‘Tutchin flagrant from the fcourge below. 
Shere Ridpath, Roper, cudgell'd might you view, 
"The very worfted {till look'd black and blue, 350 
Himlelf among the fory’d chiels he fpies, 

As, from the Dlauket high in air he flies. 





: REMARKS, 

length of face!” Mit’s Journal, June 8. The 
gen'vs and man of worth, whom. aw honeft mind 
dhould love, is Mr. Carll, ‘free it is, he floud 
on the pillory, an ‘neident which will lengthen 
the farg of any man, though it wore ever fo come- 
Jy, therefore is no reflcdion en the natural beau- 
ty of Mr. Carll, But as to refieSlion on any 
man’s face or figure, Mr. Dennis faith excellent- 
tly; Natural defurmity comes not by our fault ; 
it is often accafioncd by calamities and difeates, 
“ which a maa cun no more help than a montter 
«can bis deformity. ‘Uhere is ne one misfortune, 
and no one difeafe, but what all mankind are 
“ fubject to.—-But the deformity of this author is 
“ vifible, prefent, lafting, unalterable, and pecu- 
“ jiar to,bimfelf, "is the mark of God and Na- 
“ture upon him, to give us warning that we 
« fhould Nold no fociety with him, as a creature 
“not of our original, nor of our fpecies : and 
“they who have refuted to take this warning, 
“which God and Nature bas yiven them, and 
“have, in fpite of it, by a fenfelels predumption, 
* ventured to be familiar with him, have feverely 
“fuffered, &e. lt is certain his original is not 
* from Adam, but from the devil.” &c, Dene 
nic, Character of Mr. P. Bam. 1716. 

Admirably it is obferved by Mr. Denn, inft 
Me, Law, p. 33. © That the language of Billing 
* gate can never be the fanguage of charity, nor 
«© Contequently of Chriftianity.” FE fhould elfe be 
trinpted to ufe the language of a critic; for what 
is more provoking to a commentator than to be- 
tiold his author thus pourtray’d? Yer t confider 
ir really hurts not hii! wheress to call fome 
wthers dull, might do them prejudice: with a world 
too upt to believe it: Therefore, though Mr. D, 
may call another a litle afs or a young toad, far 
be it from us to call pim a toothless lion or an old 
ferpent. Indeed, had T written thefe notes (as 
was once my iutent) in the learned language, 1 
might have given him the appellations of balatro, 
calevatum caput, fourra in trviis, being phrafes in 
yood eftcem and frequent ufage among the beft 
learned: But in our mother-tonguc, were [to 
tax any gentlemen of the Dunciad, turcly it fhould 
he inaverds not to the vulgar intelligible ; where 
by @hriftian chariry, decency, and guod accord 
among authors, might be preter ved. Senin, 

The gocd Scriblerus here, as on all occafions, 
swwipvody thaws bis humanity. Bar it was far 




















aes 

And oh! (he cry’d) what Qreet, what lane, but 
knows 

Our purgings, pumpings, blanketings, and blows! 





REMARKS. é 
otherwife with the gentleman of the Dunciad, 
whole feurrilitics were always perfonal, and of that 
nature which provoked every honeft man but Mr. 
Pope; yet never to-be lamented, fince they occa- 
fioned the following amiable verfes 


While malice, Pope, denies thy page 

“ Its own celeitial fire ; : 

While critics, and while bards in rage, 
“© Admicing, won't admire ; 


“ 


While wayward pens thy worth affail, 
© And ciivious tongues decry 5 

 Thefe times though many a friend bewail, 
“ Thele times bewail not L. 


« But when the world’s loud praife is thine, 
“ And {pleen no more fhail blame, 
When with thy Homer thou fhalt fine 

- © In one eftablith’d fame : 


« 


When none fhall rail, and every lay 
“ Devote a wreath to thee; 

“ That day (for come it will) that day 
“ Shall 4 lament to fee.” 


Ver. 143. A shaggy tapeftry,} A forry kind of 
tapeftry frequent in old ians, made of worfted o¢ 
fome coarfer tuff; like that which is fpoken of hy 
Donne, Faces as frightful as theirs who whips 
Chrift in old hangings, This imagery woven in 
it alludes to the mantle of Cloanthus, in Alin. v. 

Ver. 144, John Dunton wasa broken book{el. 
ler, and abufive feribbler; he writ Neck or No- 
thing, a violent fatire on fome minifters of ftate ; 
a libel on the Duke of Devonthire and the Bithop 
of Peterborough, &c. 

Ver. 148 And Tutchin flagrant from the 
feourge] John Tutchin, anthor of fome vile ver= 
fes, and of a weckly paper called the Obfervator - 
He was fentenced to be whipped through feveral 
towns in the weft of England, upon which he pe- 
titioned King James U. tobe hanged. When that 
prince died in exile, he wrote an investive againt 
his memory, occafioned by fome humane clegics 
onhisdeath. He lived to the time of Queen Anne, 

Ver. 149. There Ridpath, Roper,] Authors of 
the Flying-Poit and Polt-Boy, two {candalous pa 
pers on different fides, for which they equally and 
alternately deferved tu be cudgelled, and were fu. 

Ver. 15f. Himfelf among the ftory’d chiefs he 
fpics,] The hiftory of Curil’s being toffed in a 
Dianket, and whipped by the feholars of Weft 
mintter, is well known. Of his purging and vo~ 
miting, fee A full and true account of a horrid 
Revenge on the body of Edmund Curll, &c. im 
Swift and Pope’s Mifcelianies. 

Ver. 157. See in the circle next Eliza plac’d.} 
In this game is expofed, in the mof contempt ow, 


205 


3n every loom our labours fhall be feen, 
And the freih vomit run for ever yreen! 

Secin the circle next, Eliza placd, 
‘Fwo babes of love clofe clinging to her waift; 
Fair as hefore her works the ftands confefe'd, 159 
In flowers and pearls by bounteous Kirkall drefs'd. 
‘The goddefs then: © Who beft can ford on high 
“ The falient fpout, far ftreaming to the fy; 
“ His be yon Juno of majetticfize, 
“ With cow-like udders, and with ot-like eyes. 
“ This China Jordan let the chief o’ercome 
* Replenith, not inztorioufly, ae home.” 

Ofborne and Curll accept the glorions ftrife, 
(Though this his fon diffuades, and that his wife,) 


anne ee 


REMARKS, 
mannet, the prefligate licentioufnels of thofé 
thamelefs feribblers (for the moft part of that fex 
which ought Ieaft to be capable of fuch malice or 
impudence) who, in lous memoirs and novels, 
seveal the faults or misfortuiies uf both fixes, to 
toe ruin of public fame, or difturbances of private 
Ucppinefs. Our good poet, (by the whole catt of 
his work being obliged not to take off the irony) 
where he could not fhow his indignation, hath 
fhown his contempt, as much as poilible; having 
bere drawn as vile a picture as could be teprefent- 
ed in the colours of epic pocty. Scrise. 

Nbid. Eliza Haywood; this woman was autho- 
reis of thofe moft feandalous books called the 
Court of Carimania, and the New Utopia. For 
the two babes of love, fee Curll, Key, p. 22. But 
whatever refledlion he is pleafed to throw upon 
this lady, furciy it was what from him fhe little 
deferved, who had celebrated Curll’s undertakings 
for reformation of manners, and declared herfelf 
“ tobe fo perivdtly acquainted with the fweetnefs 
“ of his difpofition, aud that tendernefs with 
“ which he confidered the crrors of his fellow- 
“ creatures; that, though fie fhould find the little 
“ inadvertencics of her own life recorded in his 
“ papers, fhe was certain it would be done in fuch 
* a manuer as h# could not but approve.” Mrs, 
Haywood, Hit, of Clar. printed in the Female 
Duneiad, p. 18. 

Ver, 160. Kirkall,] the name of an engraver. 
Some of this lady’s works were printed in four 
volumes in Jamo, with her pidlure thus drefled 
up before them. 

Ver. 167. Ofborne, Thomas] A bookfeller in 
Gray's Inn, very well qualificd by his impudence 
to act this part; therefore placed here inilead of 
a lefs deferviny predeccffor. [Chapman, the pub- 
lither of Mrs, Haywood’s New Utopia, &c.] This 
man published advertifements for a year together, 
pretending to fell Mr. Pope's Subfcription books 
of Homer’s liad at half the price: Of which book 
he had none, but cut to the fize of them (which 
Was quarto) the common bonks in felio, without 
coppur-plates, on a worle paper, and never above 
halt the value. 

Upon this advertifement the Gazetteer ha- 
rangued thus, July 6, 1739, How melancholy 
“ mull it be to a writer to be fo unbappy as to fie 

















THE WORKS oF Props, 


One on his manly confidence relice, 

One on his vigour and fuperior fize. 

Firft Ofborne lean'd agaiutt his letter’d polk : 

tt rofe, aid labour'd to a curve at moth, 

So Jove’s bright bow difplays its watery round 

(Sure fign that no Spectator fhall be drowu’d): 

A fecoud effort brought but new difzrace, 

The wild Mcander wafh'd the artift’s face: 

‘Thus the fmall jet, which hafty hands unlock, 

Spirts inthe gardener’s eyes who turns the cock, 

Not fo from thamelefs Curll; impetuous fpread 

‘The fiream, and {moking flourift.’d o’er his head. 

So (fam’d like thee for turbulence and horns) 18% 

Eridanus his hambldoantain feorns ; 

‘Through half the heavens he pours th’ exalted 
urn; 

His rapid waters in their paflage burn. 


—— 


REMARKS, 
* his works hawked for fale in a manner fo fatal 
“to his fame! How, wich honour to yourfelf, 
“ and jutlice to your fubferibers, can this be done ! 
“ What an ingratitude to be charged on the only 
‘ honett poet that lived in 1738! and than whom 
“ virtue has not had a thriller trumpeter for ma- 
“ nyages! That you were once generally admired 
“ and efteemed, can be denied by none; but that 
“you and your works are now delpifed, is veri- 
* fied by this fe@t:" which being utterly falfe, 
did not indeed much humble the author, bat 
drew this jail chaftifement on the bookfeller. 
Ver. 183. Through half the heavens he pours 
th’ exalted urn ;j Ina manufcript Dunciad (where 
are fome marginal corrections of fome gentlemen 
fome time deceafed) I have found another reading 
of thefe tines: thus, = 


‘10 





“ And lifts his urn, throngh half the heavens to 
“ flow; 
“ His rapid watersin their paffage glow.” 


This I cannot but think the right: For, firft, 
though the difference between burn and glow 
may feem not very material to others, to me I 
confels the Jatter hay an elegance, a je ne feay 
quoy, which is much eafier to be conceived than 
explained. Secondly, every reader of our poet 
muft have obferved how frequently he ufes this 
word glow in other parts of his works; To in~ 
ftance only in his Homer: 


(1.) Hiad ix. ver, 726. Withonerefentment glows, 

(2.) Ilind xi. ver. 926. There the battle glows. 

(3) Tid. ver. 985. Phe clofing eth that infant 
ceas'd to glow. 

(4.) Hiad xii. ver. 4s. Encompafs'd He@or glows, 

(5-) Ibid. ver. 475. His beating breaft with ge~ 
nerous ardour glows. 

(6) Mind xvii. ver. 597. Another 

; with refulgent arms. 

(7.) Ibid. ver. 654. And curl’d on filver props ia 

order glow. 


part glow'd 


Jam afraid of growing tog luxuriant ip exams 


THE DUNCIAD. 


Swift as it mounts, all tollow with their eyes: 
Sciil happy impudence vbrains the prize. 
‘Thou trivmpl’t, victor of ue high-wrought day, 
sAnd the pleas’ dame, fott failing, lead’it away. 
Ofborne, througn perfect modcit 7 o'ercome, 
- Crown’d with the Jordan, walks contented home. 
But now for auchors uobler palms remain, 191 
Room for'my lord! three jockcys in his train 5 
Six huntimen with a fheut precede his chair: 
He grins, and looks broad uoufenfe with a flare. 
His honour’s meaning Didnels thus expreft, 
Ee wins this patron who can cickle beit.” 
He chinks his purfe, and takes his feat of Rate: 
gich ready quills the dedicarors wait; 
Now at his head the dextrous rafk commence, 
And, inflant, fancy feels th” imputed fente; 
Now gentle touches wanton o'er his face, 
He ftruts Adonis, and affects grimace ; 
Roil the feather to bis car conveys, 
Then his nice tafte direéts our operas: 
Bentley his mouth with claffic flattery opes, 
And the puff'd orator burfts out in tropes. 
But Weilted moft the poet's healing balm 
Strives tu exract trom his folt, givieg palin 5 
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VARIATIONS 
Vor. 295. In former edit. Welfted, 
Ver, 207. In the firft edie. 


But Oldmixon the poet's healing balm, &c. 


Aud again in ver, 209, Unlucky Oldmixon! 
REMARKS, 
ples, or I could ftretch this catalogue to a great 
extent; but thefe are encuych to prove his fondacts 
for this beautiful word, which, therclore lee all 
future editions replace here, 

Jam aware, after all, that burn is the proper 
word to convey an idea of what was faid tobe Mr. 
Curll's condition at this time : But from that very 
reafon I infer the direct contrary. For furely 
every lover of our author will conclude he had 
more humanity than to infult a man on fuch a 
misfortune or calamity, which could never befal 

. him purely by his own fale, bue from an unhap- 
py communication with another. "This note is half 
Mr. ‘heobald, half Script, 

Ver, 203. Paolo, Antonio Rolli,] an Italian po- 
et, and writer of many opercs in that lanpuage, 
which, parcly by the help of his genius, prevailed 
in England near twenty years. He taught [talian 
to fome-fine gentlemen, who affected to dircét the 
operas. 

Ver. 205. Bentley his mouth, c.} Not fpoken 
of the famous Dr. Richard Bentley, but, of one 
Thomas Bentley, a fall critic, who aped his uncle 
ina little Horace. The great one was imcended 
to be dedicated to the Lerd-!alifux, but (ona 
changyof the minitry } was yiven to the Earl of 
Oxtord ; for which reafun thy little one was dedi- 

_seteci to his fn the Lord H-rley. | 











Ver. 207. Wellted] Leovard Welfled, auchor 
* of the Triumvirate, or a letter in verfe from Pala~ 


Unlucky Welfied! thy unfeeling mafter, 
Phe more thos tickle, gripes his fitt the fates aro 
While thus each hand promotes the pleating paint, 
And quick fenfations fkip from vein to vein ; 
A youth unknown to Phoebus, in defpair, 
Puts his la refuge all in heaven and prayer. 
What force have pious vows! The queen of love 
Her filter fends, her votarefs, from above, 
As, tanght by Venus, Paris learnt the art 
‘Yo touci: Achilles’ only tender part; 
Secure, through her, the noble prize te carry, 
He marches off, his grace’s fecretary, 220 
Now tum to different {ports (the goddefs cries) 
And learn, my fons, the wondrous power of noife. 
To move, te raife, to ravith every heart, 
With Shakfpcare’s nature, or with Jonfon’s art, 
Let others aim: ’Iis yours to hake the foul 
With thunder rumbling from the muftard-how!, 
With horns and trumpets now to madnefs fwell, 
Now fink in forrews with a toliing bell! 
Such happy arts attention can command, 
When fancy flags, and fenfe is at a ftand. 230 
Improve we thefe. Three cat-calls be the bribe 
Of him, whofe chattezing thames the monkey 
tribe: 
And his this drum, whofe hoarfe heroic bafy, 
Drowns the loud clarion of the braying afs. 
Now thoufand tongues are heard im one loud 
din: . 
The monkey-mimics ruth difcordant in; 








REMARKS. . F 
mon to Celia at Bath, which was meant for a‘ fan 
tire on Mr. P. and fome of his friends about the 
year 4718. [He writ other things which we can- 
not remember, Smedley, in his Metamorphofis of 
Scriblerus, mentions one, the hymn of a gentle~ 
man to his Creator: And there was another in 
praife either of a cellar, or a garret. Lb. W. cha- 
racterited in the [lsp: Baéss, or the Art of Sinking, 
as a didapper, and after as an eel, is faid to be this 
perfon, by Dennis, Daily Journal of May 41; 
1728, He was alfo characterifed under another 
‘unimal, a mole, by the author of the enfuing fimile, 
which was handed about at the fame time: 


“ Dear Wellted, mark, in dirty hole, 

‘That painful animal, a mole : 
Above ground never born to grow; 
What mighty ftir it keeps below ! 
To make a mole-hill ail his ftrife! 
It digs, pokes, undermines for life. 
How proud little dirt ta {presd; 
“Confcious of nothing o’er its head! 
“Vill, labouring on for want of eyes, 
It blunders into light and dies.””] 


You have him again in book ii. ver. 169. 

Ver. 226. “With thunder rumbling from the 
muftrd-bowl,] Phe old way of making thunder 
and muftard were the fame! but fince, it is more 
advantagcoufiy performed by troughs of wood 
with flops in them = Whcther Mr. Denais was 
the inventor of that improvement, 1 know not; 
but itis certain, that being once ata wagedy cf a 
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THE WORKS OF POPE. “ 


"Ywas chattering, grinning, mouthing, jabbering ;, ‘This labour paft, by Bricewell ail defeend, °, 


all, 
And Noife and Norton, Brangling and Breval, 
Deunis and Dulonauce, and captious Art, 
And Soip-inap fhort, and Interruption fmart, 240 
And Demonilration thin, and ‘Thefes thick, 
And Major, Minor, and Conclufion quick. 
Hold (cry’d the queen).; A cat-call each fhall win; 
Equal your merits! equal is your din! 
Bue that this well-difputed game may end, 
Sound forth, my brayers, and the welkin rend. * 
As when the long-ear’d milky mothers wait 
At fome fick mifer’s triple-bolted gate, 
For their defrauded, ablent foals they make 
A moan fo loud, that all the Guild awake ! 
Sore fighs Sir Gilhert, Narting at the bray, 
From dreains of millions, and three giours to pay: 
So {wells each wind pipe : afs intones to als, 
Barnronic twang ! of Jeather, horn, and brafs; 
Such as from labouring longs th’ enchufiat blows, 
High founds, attemper'd to the vocal nole ; 
Or fuch us bellow trom the deep divine; — [thine 
There, Weblicr! peal’d thy voie, and Whitfield! 
Bur far o'er all fonorons Isiuckmore’s ttrain 5 
Walls, fteeples, tkies, bray back 3 him, ayain, 260 
In Tottenham fields, the brethren, with am: 
Prick ali their cars up, and forget to graze! 
Long Chancery-lane retentive rolls the found, 
And courts to courts return it round and round ; 
“Thames wafts it thence to Rufus’ roaring hull, 
And Gungerford re-echaes baw! for bawl. 
All hail him victor in both gilts of foag, 
Who fings fo loudly, and whe fings to long. 
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VARIATIONS. 
Ver, 241, 242, udded fince the firft edition. 
Ver. 257,258. ‘Vhis couplet is an addition. 


REMARKS. 
new authar, he fell into a great paffion at hearing 
fome, and cried, “ Sdeath! that is my thunder.” 

Ver, 238. Norton,} See ver. 417. J. Durant 
Breval, ‘author of a ‘very extraordinary book of 
travels, and fome poems, Sce before, note on 
ver, 125, 

Ver. 258, Webfter—and Whitficld] [The one 
the writer of a newfpaper called the Weekly Mil. 
cellany, the other a ficid preacher. This thought 
the onty means of advancing religion was by the 
new-birth of {piritual madnefs: ‘Phat by the old 
death of fire and faggot: and therefore tlicy a- 
yreed in this, though in no ether earthly thing, to 
abefe all uve fober clergy. From the tmali fiiccefs 
of thefe two extraordinary perlons, we may learn 
how litle hurtful bigotry and enthufiafm are, 
while the civil magiftrate prudently forbears to 
lend his power to the ane, in order to the employ- 
ing it againit the other.] 

Ver. 263. Long Chancery-lane] The place 
where the offices of Chancery are kept. The 
lony detention of clients in that court, and the dif- 
ficuity uf getting out, is humourouily allegorised 
in thede bines. 


(As morning-prayers and flageliation end) 270 


fo long] A joi charaéter of Sir Richard Black- 
more, Kat. who (as Mr. Dryden expreftvch it) 


“ Writ to the rumbling of his coach’s wheels ;** 


and whofe indefstigable mufe produced-no lets 
than fix epic poems: Prince aad King Arthur, 
twenty books; Eliza, ten; Alfred, twelve the Re 
deemer, fix ; befides Joh, in folio; the whole book 
of Pfalms; the Creation, feven bouks; Nature of 
books; and imany more. Te is in this! 
2 he is ftyled afterwards the everlalting Black« 
more. Notwithftanding all which, Mr. Gildon 
feems affured, “ that this admirable author did 
“ not think himfelf upon the Jame foot with Ho- 
“ mer.” Comp. Art of Poetry, vol. i. p. 108. 
Bat how different is che judgment of the author 
of Charaéters of the Times? p. as. who fays, 
“ Sir Richard Blackmore is unfortusate in hap- 
* pening to mittake his proper talents; und thar 
“he has not for many years been fo much as 
* named, or even thought of among writers.” 
Even Mr. Dennis differs greatly trom his friend 
Mr, Gildonw: “ Blackmore's action (fiith be) hat 
“ neither unity, nor integrity, nor morality, nor 
 univerfality; and confequently he can have no: 
fable, dnd no heroic poem: His narration is 
neither probable, delightful, nor wonderful 5 
his characters have none of the neceRary quaii+ 
fications; the things contained in his narration 
are aeither in their own nature delightfel, nor 
numerous enough, nor rightly difpoted, nor 
furprifing, nor pathetic.” Nay, he proceeds {0 
far as to fay Sir Richard has no genius; firlt lay~ 
ing down, that “ genius is caufed by a furious joy 
“and pride of foul, on the conception of an exz 
“ traordinary hint. Many men (fiys he) have 
“ their hints, withent thefe motions of fury ad ~ 
“ pride of foul, becaufe they want fire cucugh to 
“ agitate their {pirits; and thefe we call cold: 
“-writers. Others who have a great deal of trey 
“but have not excellent organs, feet the force 
“ mentioned notions, without the extraordinary 
“ hints; and chefe we call fultiaw writers, But 
“ he dechires that Sir Richard had neither the 
“ hints nor the motions.” Remarks on Price 
Arthur, octavo, 1696. Preface, . 
This gentleman .a his firtt works ahuled the 
character of Mr. Dryden; and in his lait, of Me, 
Pope, accufing him in very high terme of prefanc- 
nels and immorality (£flay on Polite Writing, 
vol. ii. p. 270.) on a mere report from Edm, 
Curll, that he ws author of atraveftie on the tirft 
plaim. Mr. Dennis took up the fame report, but 
with the addition of what Sir Richard had ne# 
gleéca, an argument to prove it; which being 
very curious, we fhall here tranfcribe. ‘ le was 
“ he who burlefqued the Pialms of David ft is 
“ apparent to me that pfulm was burleiqued by a 
Popith rhymefier. Let rhyming perfons wha 
have been brought up Proteftunts be otherwife 


















a 
“ 





“ 
« 
“ 











“ 


Ver. 268. Who Gngs fo loudly, and who fings , “ what they will, Jet them be rakes, ket trom be 


THE DUNCIAD. : 2 


“To where Flect-ditch with difemboguing ftreama 
Rolls the large uibute of dead dogs to Thames, 
‘The king of dikes! than whem no fluice of mud. 
~With deeper fabie blots the filver food. F 
Here ftrip, my chilaren! here at once leap in, 
“Here prove who beit can dafh through thick and 
. “thin, a 
“* And who the moft in love of dirt excel, 
“ Or dark dexterity of groping well. 
“ Who flings molt filth, and wide pollutes around 
© The ftream, be his the weekly journals hound ; 
* A pig of lead tu hing who dives the beit; 282 
4 peck of coals a-piere fisall glad the refi." 
In naked rovjefly Oldmixon ftands, 
And, Milo-like, furveys his grnis and hands ; 








VARIATION, 
Ver 283. In former edit. 
wenmegreat Dennis ftande, 


. . REMARKS, - 
* fcoundrels, let them be atheifts, -yet education 
“ has made an invincible impreffion on them in be- 
® half of the facred writings, But a Pupifh rhyme- 
“ fter has been brought up with a contempt for 
* chofe facredswritings ; now fhow me another Po- 
“ pith rhymeiter but he.” This manner of argu- 
Mentation is ufual with Mr, Dennis, he has em- 
loyed the fame again Sir Richard himfelf, in a 
ike charge of impiety and irreligion, “ A! Mr, 
“ Biackmore’s celeiual machines, as they cannot 
“de defended fo much as by common received 
“opinion, fo are they diredtly contrary to the 
® doctrine of the Church of England; for the vi- 
> & fible defcent of an angel mult bea miracle. Now 
“© it is the doétrine of the Church of England, that 
miracles had «cased a long time before Prince 
© Arthur came into the world. Now, if the doc- 
* trine of the Church cf England be true, as we 
are obliged to believe, then are all the celeftial 
® inackines in Prince Arthur aniuffzrable, as want- 
ing not only human. but divine probability, But 
if the machines are fufferabie, that is, if they 
“have fu much as divine probabiity, then it fol- 
“ lows of neceflity, that the do@rine ot the Church 
*' is fulfe, So f leave it to every impartial clergy- 
“ man to confider,” &e,—-—Prefuce te the Remarks 
an Prince Arthue. 

Ver. 270. (As morning prayer and flagellation 
etid)} [Lis between eleven and twelve in the morn- 
ing, afier church fervice,‘ that the criminal. are 
whipt in Bridewell-—This is to mark punétually 
the time of the day: Homer does it by the cir- 
cnniftance of the judges rifing from court, or of 
the labourers dinner ; our author by one very pro- 
per, both to the perfons, and the [cene-of his po~ 
em, which we may remember commenced iti the 
evening of the Lord Mayor's day + ihe firit kook 
pafled in thar night; the next merning the games 
begin in the Strand, thence alony Fleet-freet (pla- 
ces inkbited by baoktellers}, then they proceed 
by Bridewul, toward Fleet-ditch; and fs ily, 
through I.udgate, to the city add thesempie of 
ithe boddets, : 


Won Villy 














Then fighing thus, “ And am J now threcfeore ? 
“Ah, why, ye gods! fhould two and two make 
“four? 
He faid, and climb'd a firanded lighter’s height, 
Shot to the black abyfa, and phing’d downright. 
The fenior’s judgment all the crowd adinire, 
Who bur to fink the deeper, rofe the higher. 296 
Next Smediey div'd; flow circles dimpled o'er 
The quaking mnd, that clos’d and op’d no more. 
All look, all figh, and cail on Smedley loft ; 
Smedley in vain refounds through al! the coaf, 
Then # * cflay'd; fearce vanifh'd out of fight, 
He buoys up initant, and returns te lighe: 





VARIATION. 
Ver. 295. in former edit. 


; Then * * cry'd, but hardly fhatch’d from fight. 


: REMARKS. 

“Ver, 280. The weckly journals] Papers of news 
and feandal, intermixed, on different fides 
ties, and frequently fhilting from one fide 
other, called the Londen Journal, Bricith Journal, 
Daily Journal, &e. the cvicealed writers of which, 
for fome time, were Oldmixon, Roome, Arnall, 
Concanen, and others; perfous never feen by our 
author, a . 

Ver. 283. In naked majefty Oldmixon flands.} 
Mr. John Oldmixon, next to Mr. Dennis, the moft 
ancient critic of our nation; an unjutt cenfurer of 
Mg. Addifon, in his profe kffuyon C:nicifm, whont 
alfo in his imitation of Bouhours (called the Arts 
of Logic and Rhetoric) he milgeprefents in plain 
matter of fact; for in p. 45. he cites the Speator 
as abufing Dr. Swift by nume, where there is not 
the leat hint of it: and in p. 304. is fo injurious 
as to fuygeft that Mr. Addifon binilelf writ that 
Tatler, No 43.3 which fays of his own fimile, 
that “’ Vis as great as ever entered into the mind 
* of man.” © In pocery he was not fo happy as 
“ laborious, and therefore charadtcrifed by the Tats 
“Jer, No. 62. by the name of Omicron the unbara 
“ poet.” Curll, Key, p. 13“ He writ dramatic 
“ works, and a volume of poetry, confifting of he- 
“ roic epiftles, Ke. fome whereof were very well 
“ done,” faid that great judge, Mr. Jacob, in his 
Lives of Puets, voli, pe 303. 

In his Effay on Criticiim, and the Arts of Logic 
and Rhetoric, he frequently reflects on our author. 
But the top of his character was a_perverter cf 
hiftory, in thar fcandaious one of the Stuarts, in 
folio, and his Critical Hiftory of England, two vo- 
lumes, 8vo. Being employed by Bithop Kennet in 
publifhing the hiltorians in his collection, he falfi- 
fied Danicl’s Chronicle in numberlets places, Yet 
this very man, in the preface to the firft of thefe 
books, advanced a particular f2@, co cha:ge three 
eminent perfons of fallifying the Lord Clerendon’s 
Hittory ; which faéi has been difproved by Dr. At 
terbury, late Bifhop cf Rochefter, then the ‘enly 
furvivor of them; and the particular part he pre- 
tended to he falfified, procuced fince, after almoit 
Binety. years, in that noble anthor’s origisal ma- 
nofeript. He wae all his life a virulent part y-wri- 
ter tor hire, and received his reward in a {mail 





















place, which he enjoyed to huis death, 


THE DUNCIAD. 


He brings up half the bottom on his head, 
Afid loudly clainis the journals end the lead. 

The planging prelate, and his ponderous grace, 
‘With holy envy gave one Jayman place. 
When lo! a burit of thunder thook the flood, 
Slow rofe a form, in majelly of mud; 





VARIATION 
Ver. 323.326. In firtt dit. thus: 
Sudden a burit of thunder fhonk the flood, 
Lo, Smedley rofe in majefty of mud. 








REMARKS. ’ 
ferment in the church or univerfities, of any con- 
» fideration, was be@owed on any man diftingwithed 
for his learning’ fepsrately from party merit, of 
pamphict-writing. 
ic is worth a refleGion, that of all the panegy- 
rics beftowed by thele writers on this great miaif- 
ter, not one is at this day extant or remembered, 
not even fo much ercdit done to his perfonal cha+ 
racter by all they have written, as by one fhort oce 
eafiovel compliment of our guihor: 








* Seen him L have; but in his happier hour 
“OF focial pleafurr, ill exchang'd sor power ? 
“Seen him, uncumber’d by the venal tribe, 

“ Smile without art, and win without a bribe.” 


Ver. 315 Arnall) Witz:am Arnaut, bred an 
mtoruey, was a pericdt genius in this fort of work, 
He began under twenty with furious party papers; 
then fucceeded Concanen in the Batih Journal. 
Atthe fir publication of the Duociad, he pre- 
vailed on the author not to give him his due place 

_in ity by a letter profeffing his dets@ation of fuch 
practices as his predecedlors, But fince, hy the 
Imoft unexampled involence, and perforal abufe of 

“feveral great mea, the poet’s particular friends, he 
mot amply deicrved a niche in the Tenmpie of 
Infumy witnels a paper, calied the Free Beiton, 
a dedication intituled, To the Gengine Biundere:, 
1732, and many others, Ue weir for hire, and 
valued hinifelf upon it; not indeed without caufe, 
it appearing by the aforefaid Reroar, thar he 
received “ for Uree Britons, aud other writings, in 
“ che {pace of four years, no Jefs than ten Choufind 
“nine buudred aad ninety-feven pounds fix thil- 
“dings and cight-pence, out of the freafury.? 
But frequently, through bis fury or folly, he exe 
ceeded all the bouvds of lis commifion, and obli- 
ged his honourable patron to difavow his feurrili- 
ties. 

Ver, 323. The plunging prelate, &.} It having 
been invidionily infinuated that by this tide was 
meant.a truly great prelate, a3 refpectuble for his 
defence of the prefent balance of power in the civil 
conttiation, as for his eppolition to the fchenie of 
no pewer at all, in the religious; 1 owe fo much to 
the menuury of my deceated friend as te declare, 
that when, a little before bis death, Lb informed 
hin of this infinuation. he cailed it vile and mali- 
cious. as any candid man, he faid, might under= 
fend, by his having paid 2 willing compliment to 
ship very prelate in auuther part of tle poem. 
































Shaking the horrors of his fable Lrows, 

And cach ferocious feature grim with core, 
Greater he looks, and :uere than mortal ttares 3 
‘Then thus the wonders of the deep declares : 330 

Fuft he relates, how fuking to the chin, fim: 
Smit with his mien, the mud nymphs fack'd him 
How young Lutetia, fofter than the down, 
Nigrina black, and Merdamante brown, 

Vy'd for his love in jetty bowers below, ~ 

As Hylas fair was ravifk'd long ago {maids, 

Then fung, how, thown him by the nut-brown 

A branch of Styx here vifes from the fhades ; 

‘That tinstur'd as it vans with Lethe’s itreanis, 

And wafting vapours from the land of dreams 340 

(As under feas Alpheus? fecret fluice 

Bears Pila’s offering to his Arethufe), 

fours iuto Thames ; and hence the mingled wave 

Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave : 

Mere brifcer vapours o’er the temple creep, 

There all, from Paul’sto Aldgate, drink and fleep. 
Thence to the banks where reverend baids ree 

pofe, 

They led him foft ; each reverend bard arofe; 

And Mitbourne chizf, deputed by the reft, 

Cave him the cativck, furcingte, and vet. 350 

“ Receive (he faid), thefe robes which-once were 

“ mine, 

 Dulnefs is facred in a found divine.” 

He ceas’d, and fpread the robe, the crowd confefls 
‘The reverend flamen in his lengtheo'd drefs. 
Around him wide a fable‘army ‘land, 

A low-born, cell-bred, felfilh, fervile band, 























ne AA a ee 
VARIATIONS. ~ 

Ver. 343.—-35 1. In firik edit. thus: 
Pours into Thames: each city how! is full 
UE che mixt wave, and all who drink grow dull, 
Here to the banks, where bards depar:ed dote, 
They Jed him foit; here all the bards arc { 3 
Taylor, fweet bird of Thames, majettic bows, 
And Shai'well nsds the poppy on his brows; 
Milbourne there, deputed by the reit, 
Gave han the caffock, furcingle, and vett; 
And © Take” (he faid), &e. 


Ver 355.362. Not in the firtt cdit. where, 
inftead of ver. 365.367. were origneally thefe 
lines : . 














Slow moves the goddefs from the fable flood, 
(Her prictt proceding) through the gates of Dud, 
Her critics there the fummoris, and prociaime 

A gentler ezercile to clole the yames, 

Here you, in whofe grave heads, &c. 





REMARK. 

Ver. 349 And Milbow-ne] Luke Milbourne, a 
clergyman, the fairett of critics; who, when he 
wrote again Mr Dzyden’s Virgil, did him jaf- 
tice In printing at the fame time his own tra 
tions of him, which were intolerable. His ma rer 
of writing has a great refemblance with thar of 
the gentlemen of the unciad againft our author, 
us will be feen in the parallel of Mr. Dryden and 
him, Append, 7 

og 





ata 
Prompt or to guard of flab, to faint or damn, 
Heaven's Swifs, who fight fur any God, or man. 
‘Vhrough Lud’s fam'd gates, aloug the well- 
known Ficet, _ . 359 
Rolls the black troop, and overfhades the ftrect, 
Vill fhowers of fermons, characters, effays, 
4n circling fleeces whiten all the ways: 
So clouds, replenith'd from fome bog helow, 
Mount in dsrk volumes, and defcend in frow. 
Here fopt the goddefs; and in pomp proclaims © 
a@ gentler exercile toclofe the games, 
* Ye critics. in whofe heads, as equal {cales, 
“ Lweigh what author's heavinels prevails ; 4 
Which moft couduce to footh the foul in flumbers, 
“ My Henley’s periods, or my Blackmore’s num- 
* bers, a 370 
“Attend the trial we propofe to make :. . 
Uf there be mau, who o’er fuch works can wake, 
* Slecp's all-finbduing charms who dares dely, 
« And bouts Ulyftes’ ear with Argus’ eye 5 
To hint we grant our ampleft powers, to fit 
© Judge of all prefent, putt, and future wit ; 
“ To cavil, cenfure, didtate, right or wrong, 
“ Full and cternal privilege of tongue.” 
Three college/fophs ‘and three pert templars 
: " came, ; 374 
‘The fame their talents, and their taftes the fame’; 
Each prompt to query, anfwer, and debate, 
And Imit with love of poefy and prate. —” 
“whe ponderous books two gentle readers bring ! 
“Whe heroes fit, the vulgar form a ring. 
"She clamorous crowd is hnfh’d with mags of mum, 
“Vill all, tun’d equal, fend a general hum. 
Then mount the cleris, and an one lazy tone 
Through the lung, heavy, painful page drawl on; 
Soft creeping words on words, the fenfe compofe, 
At every line they flretch, they yawn, they dofe, 
As to foft gales top-heavy pines’ bow low 391 
“i heir heads, and lift then: as they ceafe to blow; 
‘Thus oft they rear, and oft che head decline,” 
As breathe, or paule by fits, the’ aire divine. 
ne 
: VARIATION. 
Ver. 379. In firft edits 
Vhiree’ Cambridge fophs. 











‘ REMARKS. ¥ 
Ver. ass. Around him wide, &e.} ft isto be 
oper! that the fatire in thele lines will be under- 
foot in the confined “fenfe in which the author 
meant it, of fuch only of the clergy, who, though 
inlamnly engaged in the fervice of religion, dedi- 
cate themfelves for tenal and.corrupt ends to that 
of nunitters or “factions j’ and. though educated 
-under an entire ignorance of the world, afpire to 
focerfere in the government of it, and confequently 
‘to difturb and diforder it; in-which they fail thore 
of their predecetiors only by being invefted with 
much les of that power end authority, which they 
, employed indifferently (as is hinted at in the lines 
ove) either in fupporting arbitrary power, or in 
-excitingrebelion; in canonizing the viceaof tyrants, 
or in blackening the virtues of patriots; in corrupt- 
- ing veligion’ by fuperttition, or betraying it by 
Hibertinin, as cither wasthoughe beft to fetwe the 
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THE WORKS OF POPE, 


And now to this fide, now to that they nod, 

As verfe, or profe, infule the drowfy god. 

‘Thrice Budgel aim’d to fpeak, but thrice foppreft 
By potent Arthur, knock’d his chin and breaft. “4 
‘Toland and Tindal, prompt at priefts tojeer, 399 
Yet filent bow’d to * Chrift’s No kingdom here.” 
Who far the neareft, by the words o’ercome, ~* 
Slept firit, the diftant nodded to the hum. _ [Ties 
‘Then down are roll’d the books; ftretch’dofertbem 
Each gentle clerk, aud muttering feals his eyes, 
As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 

One circle firlt, and then afecond makes; 
What Duinefs dropt among her fons impreft, 
Like motion from one circle to the reft: 

So from the midmofl the nutation Spreads, 409 
Round and more round, o’er all the fea oFheads ~ 
At Jatt Centlivre felt her voice to fail, 

Motteux himfelf unfivith'd left his tale, 

Boyer the itate, and Law the ftage gave oler, 
Morgan and Maudevil could prate no more ; 





VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 399. in the firit edit. ic was, . 
Collins and Tindal, prompt at priefts to jeer. 
\ Ver. 412. tn firft edit. 

Old James himfelf. 

Ver. 413. in the firtt edit, it was, ~ 
T—s and £— the church and ftaré gave o'ep 
Nor * * * talk’d, nor $-— whifjee’d anore. * 

In the fecond, : 
Boyer the ftate, and Law the ftage gave o’er, 
Nor Motteux talk’d, nur Nafo whifper’d more 


: / . REMARKS, 

Ver. 397. Thrice Budgel aim’d to fpeak,] Ra. 
mous for his fpecches on: many occafions about the 
South Sea fcheine, &c.  “ He is a very ingenions 
“ gentleman, and hath written fome excelient epi. 
* Jogues to plays, and one {mull pigce on Love, 
* which is very pretty.” Jacob, Lives of Poets, 
vol. ii. p. 28y. But this gentlenian fince made 
bimfelf much more cminent, and perfonally well 
known to the greateft fatefmen of ali parties, ae 
well as to all the courts of Jaw in this nation. | 

Ver. 399. Toland and 'Tindal,] wo perfons 
not fo happy as to be ubfcure, who writ againft 
the religion of their country. ‘Toland, the authot 
of the Atheift’s Liturgy, culled Pantheitlicon, w: 
a fpy, in pay to Lord Oxfurd. ‘findal was author 
of the rights of the Chriftian Church, and Chrifti- 
anity as old as the Creation. “He alfo wrote an 
abufive pamphlet again Ear] S— which Was fup- 
preffed while yet in M3. by an eminent perfon, 
then out of the minifiry, to whom he fhowed it; 
expeing his approbation: his Door afterwards 
publifhed the Jame piece, mutatis mutandis, again 
that very perfor, © © E 

Ver. 400, Chrift’s no kingdom, &c.], This is 
faid by Curll, Key to Dune, to ailude ro a fermon 
of a reverend bithop, © : Ra 

Ver. 4x1. Centlivre}] Mrs. Sufanna Centlivre, 
wife to’ Mr. Centlivre, yeoman of the mouth co 
his Majefty. She writ mdny plays, anda fong 
sig ee ee ee a ee 
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* | of the authors of the Flying Pott, in which well- 


Dope See , ote . s ‘e 
fiorron, from Dantel and Ofraa {prang,, { 
Blefs'd with his father’s front, and mother’s tengué, 
Hang filent down his never-biufhing head ; 

And all was hath’d, as Folly’s felf lay dead. 

‘Thus the foft gifts of Sleep conclude the day, 
‘And ftretch’d on bulks, as ufual, pocts lay. 420 
‘Why fliould 1 fing, what bards the nightly wufe 
Did Punbering villt, and convey to itews; 
Who prouder march'd with magiftrates in ftate, 
To fome fam’d round-houle, ewer open gate: 
How Henicy lay infpir’d befide a fink, 
And to mere mortals {cem’d a pricft in drink 
‘While others, timely, to the neighbouring Fleet 
. (Haunt of the mufes) made their fafe'retreat. 

env Ce rey 

: VARIATION, 

Ver. 4rg. In irk edit. 
How Laurus lay, &c. 

REMARES. . 
wen years'old. She elfo writ « ballad againft Mr: 
Pope's Homer, before he began it. 

Ver. 413. Boyer the ftate; and Law the itage 
gave o’er,]. A, Boyer, a voluminous compiler of 


annals, political collections, &e.—William Law, |: 


A.M. wrote with great zeal ayainit the fage ; 
Mr. Dennis an{wered with as great: Their books 
were printed in 1726. ‘he fanie Mr. Law is au- 
thor of a book, incituled, * An Appeal to all that 
doubt of, or difbelieve the truth of the Cofpel ;” 
in which he has detailed a fyftem of the rankeft 
{pinozifm, for thé molt cxalted theology; and 
amonzft other things us rare, has informed us of 
this, that Sir Lgac Newton ftole che principles of 
his philofophy frum one Jacob Behmen, a German 
cobler. 

Ver. 414, Morgan] A writer againit religion, 
didinguithed no otherwife from the rabble of bis 
tribe, than hy the pornpoufnefs of his title; for 
having @olen his morality from ‘Tindal, and his 
philofophy from Spinofa, he calls himfelf, by the 
courtefy of England, a morat philofopher, 

Ibid. Mandevil} This writer, who prided him- 
felf in che reputation of an intmtoral philofopher, 
‘was author af a famous book, called the Fable of 
the Bees; written to prove that mioral virtue is 
the invention of knaves, and Chrittian virtue the 
impofition of fools ; and that vice is neceflary, and 
alone fulficient. to render fociety fourifhiug and | 
happy. ‘ 

Ver. 41§. Norton,} Norton de Foe, offspring 
of the famous Daniel, Fortes exeantur fortibus, One 





bred work Mr. P. had fome time the honour to be 
abufed with his betters; and of many hired feur- 
rilities and daily papers, to which he never fet his 
ame. 

Vor. 427. Flect.] A prifon for infolvent debt+ 
ers, on the bank of the Ditch: > - 


— 











BOOK Kh 
ARGUMENT. 

After the other perfurs are difpofed in their pto- 
per places of ref, the goddefs tranfports the 


tHE DUNCTAD. 


a3 
king t6 her tetiple, and theré Mays him to flum- 
ter with his head on her Isp; a pofition of 
sharvellous virtne, which cauleth all the vifions 
of wild enthufialts, projedtors, politicians, ina- 
moratos, caftle builders, chemutts, and pocts. 
He is immediately carried on the wings of 
fancy, and led by d mad poetical Sibyl, to the 
Elyfian thade; where, on the banks of Lethe, 
the fuuls of the dull are dipped by Bavius, be 
fore their eatrance into this world. There he 
is mec by the ghoft of Settle, and by him made 
acquainted with the wonders of the place, and 
‘with thefe which he himlelf is deftined to per- 
form. He takes him to a mount of vifion, from 
whence he fhows him the paft triumphs of the 
empire of Dulnefs, then the prefenc, and laitly 
the future: how {mall a part of the world was 





“ever conquered by feience, how fuon thofe con 


quefts were ftopped, and. thofe very’ nations 
again teduted to her dominion. Then diltin- 
guifhing the iffand of Great Britain, thows by 
what aids, by what perfons, and by. what de- 
grees, it fhall be brought to her empire. Some 
of the perfons he causes to pafs in review before 
his eyes, deferihing each by his proper figure, 
charaer, and qualifications. On a fudden the 
fcene fhifts, and a vaft number of miracles and 
prodigies appear, utterly furprifing aud un- 
known to the king himfelf, till they arc ex- 
plained to be the wonders of his own reign 
_ Row conunencing. On this fubje@ Settle breaks 
into a congratulation, yet not unmixed with 
concern, that his own tines were but the types 
of thefe, He propheiies how firft the nation 
‘Thall be over-run with farces, operas, and fhows; 
how the throne of Duliels Meal) be advanced 
over the theatres,-and fet up ever at court: 
then how her fons thall pretide in the feats of 
arte aud feiences: giving a glimple, or Pifgah 
fight, of the future fulnels of her glory, the ac- 
complifhment whereof is the {abject of the 
“fourth and laft Book. - 


Bur in her temple’s laft recefs enclos’d, 

On Dalnefs’ lap th’ envinted head repos'd. 

Him clofe the curtains round with vapours blue, 
And foft befprinkles with Cimmerian dew, 
‘Then raptures high the feat of fenfe o'erflow, 
Which ouly heads refin’d from reafon know.: 








REMARKS. 

Ver. 5, 6, &c.} Hereby is intimated that the 
following vifion is no more than the chimera of 
the dreamer’s brain, and not 2 teal or intended fa- 
tire on the prefent age, doubttefs more learned, 
more enlightened, and mors abounding with great ' 
genuifes in divinity, pelitics, and whatevee arte 
und fciences, than all the preceding, For fear of 
any fuch miflake of our poet’s houcit meaning, he 
hath again, at the end of the vifion, repeated this 
monition, faying that it all paflcd threngh the 
ivory gute, which (according to the ancients) dew 
noteth falfity. * 2OGRIRL. 

@ 


arg 


Hence, from the raw where Bedlam’s prophet 
nods, 

He hears loud oracles, and talks with gods: 
Hence the fool’s paradife, the Ratefman’s fcheme, 
The air-built cattle, and the golden dream, — Lo 
The maid's romantic wifh, the chemift’s fame, 
And poct’s vifion of eternal fame. 

And now, on Fancy’s ealy wing convey’d, 
The king defcending, views th’ Jilyfian thade. 
A fip-hod Sibyl led his tteps along, 
In lofty madnefs meditating, forg ; 
Her treffes ftaring from poetic dreams, 
And never wafh'd, but in Caftatia’s ftreams, 
"Faylor, their better Charon, lends an oar {more). 
(Once fwan of ‘Thames, though now he fings no 
Benlowes, propitious Mill te blockheads, bows ; 21 
And Shadwell nods the poppy on his brows. 








VARIATION. . 
Ver, rg——23. Not in the fir ed, 
REMARKS, 

How much the good Serbterus was miftaken, | 
may be feen frem the fourth Book, which. it is | 
plain from hence, he had never fen, Bent. | 

Ver 15. A flip-fhod Siby!] This allegary is ex- 

tremely jut, no conformation of rhe wind fu much + 
fohicGing it to real madness, as that which pro= 
duces real duinefs, Hence we find the religioas 
(as well asthe poetical) entluGafts of all ages were 
ever, in their natural flate, moft heavy and Inmy- 
ih, but on the leafi application of heat, they run 
Uke lead, which of all metals falls quickeft into 
Solion Whereas fire in a genius i: truly Prome+ 
thean, it hurts not its conflituent parts, but enly 
firs it cas it docs well-rempered fleet) for the ne- 
ceffary impreMon: of art But the common pev= 
pir bave heen taught (1 do not knew on what | 
fovndation’: to regard Junacy asa mark of wit, ; 
juft as the Vu-ke and our modern Methedifts do 
of bolinels, Pac it the caute of inets affigned | 
Bru gueat ; hilofopher be tine, it will uuavoidably | 
fad. upon the dunce. He tuppotes it to be the 
dwelling over long on one cbjcdt or idea» Now 
as this attention is occafioned cither by yricf or | 
ftudy, it will be fixed by dulnets; which Hath net | 
geicknefs cnough te comprehend what it treks, 
torce and vigour encuyh to divert the imagi- 
navion from the objed! ic laments, ; 
Ver 19. Taylor} Jobn Taylor. the Water-pect, 
an iduct man, who ownshe karned net fe much 
accidence +A rare example of modefty in 
Hl ’ 































al 


I muft confefs 1 de want eloquence, 

And vever Icarce did leary my accidence 3 
Kor waving gov from poflun to potft, —” 
1 there was gravell’d, could uo farther get.” 


He wrote fourfcore books in the reign of James 
To aw! Charles Land afterwards (ike Howard 
Ward, kept an alehouie in Long-Acre. He died 
in 1654 

Ver. a1, Benlowes,} A country gesticman, fa- 
snows for his owa bad poctry, and tof patronizing 












THE WORKS OF POPE. 


Here. in a dulky vale where Lethe roils, 

Old Bavius fits, to dip poetic fouls, 

And blunt the fenfe, and fit it fora tkull 

Of folid proof, impenetrably dull : 

Inftanc, when dipt, away they wing their Right, 
Where Brown and Meers unbar the gates of lighty 
Demand new bodies and in calf’s array, 
Ruth to the world, impatient for the day. 
Mbllions and millions on these banks he views, 
Thick as the ftars of night, vr morning dews, 
As thick as bees o'er vernal bloffoms fly, 

As thick as cggs at Ward and Pillery. 





- 


3e 


ef 


a REMARKS. 
had poets, as may be {cen from many dedications 
of Quarles and others to him. Some of thefe 
anagramed his name Ben!owes into Benevolns : to 
verily which, he pent his whole effate upon them. 

Ver. 22. And Shadwell nods the poppy, sey 
Shadwell tock opium for meny years; and died @ 
too large a dofe, in the year 1492. 

Ver. 24. Old Bavins fits,] Bavius was an ancient, 
poet, celebrated by Virgil for the like canfes ag 
Bays by our author, though not in fo Chriftian. 
like a mans er: For heathenifhly it is declared by 
Virgil «f Bavius, thac he aught to be hated and 
detetted for his evil works; Qui Bavium non odit 
whereas we have often had oceafion to ob{erve 
our poer’s yreat good nature and -mercifulneta 
through the whele cuurfe of this poem. 

Scrisa, 

Ver, 28. Brown and Meers] Buokfellers, print- 
ers for amy body.—The alleg gr of the fouls of 
the dull coming f rth in the form) of books, drefled * 
in culf’s lecther, and being let abroad in vaft 
numbers by bookfellers, is fufficienthy intelligible. 

Ver. 34. Ward in Fillory.] Johe Ward of 
Hackney, Efq- Member of Parliament, being con- 
vidted af fesgery, was fir expelled the Hovfe, 
chet femtenecd te the pilory oa the 19th of 
Februsry 1727. Mr-Gurll (having likewife Rood 
there} looks upon the mention of fuch a gentle. 
msn in a fatire, as a great a& of barbarity, Kepto 
the D: gd edit. p. 16. And another author 
reafons thus upon it. Durgen, Svo. p. 33, 12 
* Blow utworthy is it of Chriftian charity to ani+ 
“ mate the rabble to abufe a worthy mas in fuck 
“a fituation? What could move the poee thus to 
mention a brave lufferer, a gallant prifoner, exe 
« poted to the view of all mankind" Ie was laying 
“ afide his fenfes, it was committing a crime for 
“ which the law is deficient not to punish him ! 
“ nay, a crime which nian can fcarce forgive, or 
“ time efface . nothing farely could have induced 
© hin to it but being bribed by a great lady,” &e, 
(te whom this brave, honeft, worthy gentieman 
was guilty cf no offence but forgery, proved in 
open court}, But it is evident, this verfe could 
not be meant of him, it being notoricus, that ne 
eggs were thrown at that gentleman, PerMaps 





























. - IMITATION. : 
Ver. 28. unbar the yates of light,] An hemigich 
of Miltoa. - 2 ° 





THE DUNCIAD. - 


+Wondering he gaz'd : When io! a fage appears, 
By his broad ficulders known, and length of cars, 
_ Known by the baud and fuit which Setcle wore 
(His only fuit) for twice three years befure: 





REMARKS. : aint 
therefore it might be intemted of Mr. Edward 
Want the poet, when he ftaod there. 

Ver. 36. and length of cars ]T'his is a fophifti- 
‘eafed reading. U thiwk I may venture to affirm all 
the copyilts are miftaken here: 1 believe 1 may 
fay the fame of the critics; Dennis, Oldmixon, 
Welfted, have paffed it in filence. 1 have alfo 
fumbled at, it, and wondered how an error fo 
manifeft éould efcape fuch accurate perfons. I dare 
afferc, it proceedeth orijsinally from the inadvert- 
ency of fome tranferiber, whol: head ran on the 
pillory, mentioned two lines before; ie is there- 
fore amazing that Mr. Curll himfelf fhould over- 
slook it! Yet thot feholiaft takes not the leaft, no- 
tice hereof, That the learned Mift alfo read it 






thus, is plain from his ranging this palfage among. | 


fhofe in which our avthor wes blamed for perfonal 
fatire on a man’s face (whereof donbtlefs he might 
take the ear to be a'part); fo likewife Concanen, 
Ralth, the Flying Poit, aud all the herd of commen- 
fators—Tota armenta fequuntur. 

... Avery litte fagacity (which ail thefe gentlemen 
therefore wanted) will reltore to us the true fenfe 
joF the poet thus : 


By his broad fhoulders known, and length of years, 


Sce how caly a changes of one fingle letter’ That 
Mr. Settle was old, is moft certain; but he was 
(happily) a ftranger to the pillory. . This note 
partly Mr. Treoparp’s, partly ScRiBL. 
, Ver, 37. Settle] Pikanah Settle was once a 
writer in vogue as well as Cibber, both for dra- 
matic poetry and politics. Mr. Dénnis tells ws, 
that “ he was a formidable rival :o Mr. Dryden, 
“and that inthe Univerficy of Cambridge there 
« were thofe who gave hin, the preference,” Mr. 
Welfied goes yet farther in his behalf: * Poor 
\fé Settle was formerly the nnighty rival of Dryden ; 
-'e nay, for many years, bore his reputation above 
him.” Pref. to. his Poems, 8vo. p. 31. And Mr. 
Milbourne cried out, ¢ How little was Dryden 
“ able, even when his bloud ran high, to defend 
“ himfelf againft Mr. Settle!” _ Notes on Dryd 
Virg. p. 475. ‘Vhele are comfortable opinions ; 
and no wander fome authors indalye them, 
. He was author or publifher of many noted 
pamphlets in the time of King Charles I. He 
anfwered all Dryden's political pocnis! and being 
cried up on one fide, fuccecded not a little in his 
tragedy of the Emprefs of Morocco [the firft that 
| was ever printed with cuts}. “ Upon this he 
“© grew infolent, the wits writ againit bis play, he 
replied, aud the towrajudged he had the better. 
“Tp fhort, Settle was then thought a very formi- 
 dable rival to Mr. Dryden; and net only the 
* town, but the Univerfity. of Cambridge was di- 
« yided which to prefer ; and in both places the 
“ younger fort, inclined to Elkanah.” Dennis, 
- Péefcto Rem, on Hom, _ : 


arg 
All as the veft, appear“d the weare*’s frame, 
Old in new ftare, another yet the fame, 


40 


| Bland aad familiar asin Hile, begun - 


Chus the great father te the greater fon 
Oh born to fee what none can fee awake! 
Behold the wonders of.th’ oblivious lake. 
Thos, yet unborn, halt couch’d this facied thore ; 
The hand of Bavins drench’d thee o’er and o’er. 
But biitd to former, as to future fate, 
What-mortal knows his pre-exiftent fate ? 
Who knows how long thy tranfmigrating foul 
Might from Eoeotizn te Beeotian roll: a 
How many Dutchmen the vouchfaf"d to thrid? 
How many Rages through old monks fhe rid? 
And altavho fince, in wild benighred days, 
Mix’d the ow?’s ivy with the poct’s bays. 
As man’s meanders to the vital fpring 
Roll ail their ti then back their circles. bring 5 
Or whirligigs, twirl’d round by fKilful {wain, 
Suck the thread in, then yield it out agains 
All nonfenfe thus, of old or modern date,” 
Shall, in the centre, from thee circulate. 
For this, our queen aufolds to vifion true 
Thy mental eye, for thou hait much to view 
Old feenes of glory, times long caft behind, 
Shall, firit recall’d, rufh forward to thy mind + 
"Phen firetch thy fight o’er all her rifing reign, 
And let the paft and future fire thy brain. 
‘Afcend this hg}, whofe cloudy peint commands 
Her boundlefs eanpire over feas and lands. : 
See, round the Poles where keener fpangles thine, 
Where [pices fmoke beneath the burning line, 70 
(Earth's wide extremes) her fable flag difplay'd, 
And all the nations coyer’d in her fhade | : 
Var eaftward caft thine eye,from whence the fun 
And orient {cience their bright courfe begun: 
One godlike monarch all that pride confounds, 
He, whofe long wall che wandering Tartar bounds; 


ne emma 














vo g NARIATIONS. 
Ver. 73. in the former ed. 
Far eaftward caft thine ye, from whence the fur 
And orient {cience at a birth begun. 


But as this was thought to contradi& that ling of 
the introdustion, te 


In eldeft times, ere mortals writ or read, 


which fuppofes the fur and fcience did not fet out 
toge-her, it was altered to their. bright. courfle 
“begun.” But this flip, as ufual, elcaped the 
gentlemen of the Dunciad. F : 


j : “REMARKS. 

Ver. 50. Might from Becotian, &c.] Bacotialay 
under the ridicule of the wits formerly, as Ireland 
does now ; though it produced one of the greatef 
poets, and onc of the greateft general of Greece + 


. Bootum craffo jurares acre natum.” Herat. 


Ver. 75. Chi Ho-am-ti Emperor of China, ‘the 
fame whe built the great wall between China and 
Tartary; deftroyed all the books and learned men 

F of that empire +e 
- 8 ili 


"a6 





Heavena! what a'pile ! whole ages perith there, 
And one bright blaze turns Learning into air, 

Thence to the fouth extend thy gladden'd eyes; 
There rival flames with equal glory rile, 89 
From thelves to fhelves fee greedy Vuiean roll, 
And lick up all their phyfic of the foul. 

How artle, ark! that portion of the ball, 
Where, faint at heft, the beams of feience fall: 
Boon as they dawn, from Flyperborcan faies * 
Embody'd dark, what clouds of Vandals rite | 
Lo where Movotis fleeys, and hardly flowa 
Lhe freezing Yuna’s through a waite of tnows, 
The north by myriads pours her mighty fons,” 
Great nurfe of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns! go 
See Alaric’s ern port! the martial frame 
Of Genferic; and Actila’s dread name ! 

See, the bold Ofrogoths on Latium fail ; 
See, the fierce Vifigoths on Spain and Gaul! 

Sec, where the morning gilds the palmy those 
(The fil that arts and infant letters bore) 

His conquering tribes th’ Arabian propher draws, 
and faving Ign rance entivones by laws, 

See Chriflians, Jews, one heavy Suibath keep, 
a\nd all che western world helicve and fleep, 100 

Lo! Rome herfelf, proud mitrefy now no more 
OF arts, but thundering againgt heathen lore; 

Ber gray-hair’d fynods damning brooks unread, ; 
And Isicon trembling for his brazen bead. 
Padua, with fighs, beboids her { jvy burn, 
avnd even ch’ Autipodes Virgilius mourn. 











REMARKS, + 


Yer. 81, 82. The Caliph, Omar 1. having con> 
quered Eyypt, caufed bis gencral to burn the Pto- 
lumyan library, on the gaces of which was this 
intcription, THE LATPEION, the phylic of the 
foul. c 

Ver. 96. (The foil that arts and infant letters 
bore)] Pheenicia, Syria, &:c. where letters are faid 
to have been invented, In thele countries Maho- 
met began his conquefts. 

Ver. 102, thundering againft heathen lore 5] A 
flrong inftance of this pious rage is placed to Pope 
Gregory's account. Joha of Sulithury & 
very odd encomium ot this pope, at the fanic ti 
that he mentions one of the frangeft effects of this 
excefa of zealin him:  Do@or fandiffimns ille 
“ Gregorius, qui-melleo predicationis imbre totam 
“ rigavit et inebriavit eccle:iam; non mode Ma- 
“ thefin jnffit ab aula, ied, wt traditur, a majoribus, 
“incendie ded’: probate leQionis f{eripta, Palati- 
* nus quecunque tenebat Apollo.” Ané in ano- 
ther place: “ Fertur bi 
“cam combufiilfe gentilum ; quo divine paginas 
“ gration effe 
* gentia fludiefor? Deiigerizs, Archbithop of 
Vierina, was tharpty reproved by him for teaching 
grammar and Eterstairc, atid explaining the poets ; 
becaufe (fays this Pope} “ tn uvo fe ore cum Jovis 
* igudibus Chri laudes non copiunt: kt quam 
* grave nclanduingue fit Epifcopiscanere quod nee. 
“* Laico religiofo conveniat, iple confidera”” He 
‘is faid, among the reft, to have burned Livy; 
“ Quia in fuperfitionibus et facris Remanorum 






























tus Gregorius bibliothes | 


Jocus, et major authoritas, ct dili- | 








THE WORKS OF POPE. - ; 


See, the Cirque fafis, th” unpillar'd temple nods, 
Streets pav'd with heroes, V'yber chok'd with godat 
‘Till Peter’s keys fome chriften’d Jove adern, 
And Pan to Mofes lends his Pagan horny 
Sce gracelefs Venus to a virgin turn’d, 
Or Phidias broken, and Apelles burn’d, 
Behold yon ifle, by Palmers, pilgrim’s trod, 
Men bearded, bald, cuwl’d, uncowi’d, thea, une 


rie 


thou. 
Peel’d, parch’d, and pyebald, linfey-wolfey -broe 
thers, (ethers, 


Grave ‘mummers! fleevelefs fome, and thirtlefy 

Yhat one was Britain—Happy ! had the feen 

No fiercer fons, had Eafter never been, 

In peace, great yoddefs, ever be ador’d : 

How keen the wer, if Dulnefs draw the fword! 

‘Fhus vilit not thy own! on this bleft age 125 

Ob fpread thy influence, but reftrain thy rage. 
Aud fee, my fon ! the hour is on its way, 

That lifts our goddefa to imperial {way ; 

This favourite ifle, long fever'd from her reign, 

D-ve-like the gathers to her wings again, 

Now look through Fate! bchuld the feene the + 

+ draws! ou 

What aids, what armies, to affort her cause! 

See all her progeny, illuftrions fight ! 

Behold, aud count them, as they rife to light. x30 ° 





FU em gn 
REMARKS. 


“ perpetuo verfatur.” The fame pope is accufed 
by Votlius, ard others, of having caufed the noble 
monuments of the old Roman magnificence to he - 
deRroyed, left thofe who came to Rome fhoula , 
give nore attention totrinmphal arches, &c, than 
toholy things, Bayle, Di. aE 
Ver 10g. Till Peter's keys fome chriften'd Jove: 
adorn,] Alter the government cf Rome devolved 
to the popes, their zeal was for fome time exerted 
in demolifhing the heathen temples and ftatues, fo 
that the Goths fearce deftroyed more monuments 
of antiquity out of rage, than thefe out of devos’ 
tion. At length they fpared fome of the temples, 
by converting them to churches; and fome of the 


itatues, by modifying them into images of faints 
iu much later times, 
change the ftatues of 





it was thought ueceflary to 
Apollo and - Pallas, onthe 


{ tomb of Sannazarius, into David and Judith; the 


lyre eafily became a harp, and the 
turned to that of Holofernes, - 
Ver, 117. 418. Happy! had Rafter never 
been!) Wars in England anciently, about, the 
right time of celebrating Eafter. . 
Ver. 126. Dove-like, the gathers} This is ful. 
filled in the fourth book. . . 
Ver. 128. What aids, what armies to affert her 
caufe!] i, e. Of poets, antiquarics, critics, divines, 
free-thinkers. But as this revolution is only here 
fet on foot by the firft of thefe clafics, the pocts, 
they only are here particularly celebrated, and 
they oaly properly fall under the tare and revitw 
of this colleague of duinefs, the Jaureat. The 
others, who finith the great work, are referved for 


the fourth book, where the Goddefs herfelf appears 
in tall glory. 


Gorgon’s head 











THE DUNCIAD. | 


As Berecynthia, while her offupring tie 
In homage to the mother of the fky, 
Surveys arownd ber, in the bleft ahode, 
An hundred fons, and every fon a God: 
Not with lefs glory mighty. Dulnes crow: 
Shall take through GrgbeGroet her. tri 
round; ; 
And, ter Paruaffs glaneing eer at once, 

Behold an hundred fons,and each a Dunce. [place, 
Mark firft that youth who takes the feremoi 
And thrults his perfon full into your face... 240 

With all thy father’s virtues bteft, be burnt 
And anew Cibber thal! the ftage adorn.” 
A lecond fee, by meeker manners known, 
And modeft as the maid that fips alone; 
From the ftroug fate of-dramis if thou get free, 
Another d’Urfcy, Ward. fhail Ging in thee. 
Thee thall each alehoufe, thee each gilthoufe 
mourn, 
And anfwering gin-thops fourer fighs return. 
Jacob, the fourge of grammar, mark with awe 







"d t 
mphant 








Nor Jefa revere him, blunderbuls of law. '350 
WARE 
Ver. 149. in-the firft adit. it was,” 
‘Woolfton,the {courge of Seripture, mark with awe! 


And mighty Jacob, blonderbufs of law ! 
Ver. 151, 152, Lo, P—p—le’s brow, &e.} Io 
the former edit, thus : 
Lo, next two flip-fhod mufes traipfe along, 
Jn lofty madnels, meditating fong, 
With treiles ttaring from poetic dreams, 
Aud never wath’d, but in Caftalia’s ftreams. 
Haywood, Ceutlivre, glories of their race, 
Lo, Horneck’s fierce, and Roome’s funereal face, 


REMARKS. 

Ver. £49. Jacob, the fcourge ‘of Grammar, 
mark with awe ;] © This: gentleman is fon of a 
 confiderable mafter ef Romfcy in Southamptan- 
fhire, and bred to the law under a very emincnt 
attorney: Who, between his more laborious 
ftudies, has diverted himfclf with poetry. He 


« 


« 





which has occalioned hii to try his genius that 
wsy. Ue has writ in profe the Lives of the 
Poets, Lifays, and a great many Faw books, the 
Accomplifued Conveyancer, Modern Juflice, 
&c. Giles Jacob of himfelf, Lives of Poets, 
vol4." He very grofsly, and unprovoked, 
abufed in that book the author’s friend, Mr, Gay. 


“ 





« 


« 


“ 


Ver. 149, 15@. : 
Jacob, the fcourge of grammar, mark with awe 5 
Nor lefs revere him, blunderbufs of law.} 


‘There may feem fome error in thefe verfes, Mr. 
Jacob having proved our author to-have a re[pedt 
tor him, by this undeniable argument. “ He 
“ had once a regard for my judgment; otherwife 
“ ho never would have fubfcribed two guineas to 
me, for one {mail bock in ogtavo.” Jacob's 
tter to Dennis, printed in Denms’s Remarks on 
¢ Dunciad, p. 49. ‘Therefore I fhould think the 
appeliation of Bluuderbufs to Mr. Jaceb, like that 


is a great admircr of poets and their works, | 


ax? 


1 Lo, P--p—le’s brow, tremend’ous to the town, 
Horneck’s fierce eye, and Roome’s funereal frowns 
Le ficering Goode, half malice and half whim, 
A fiend in glee, ridiculoufly grim. 

Lach Cygnet fweet, of Bath and Tunbridge race,- 
Whofe tuneful whiftling makes the waters pafs s ~ 
Each fongfter, riddler, every namelefs name, . 
All crowd, who foremoft fhall be damn’d to Famex 





oa NARIATIONS. 
Ver. ¥§, 256, are added fince the firft edit. 
Ver. 157., ath fongfter, riddier, &c. Lo the 
former edit. z 
Lo Bond and Foxton, every namelefs name, 
After ver. 558. in the firft edit. followed, ._ 
How proud, how pale, how earneft all appear 
How rhymes eternal gingle ip sheit car! 





: "REMARKS. « 
of ‘Fhunderbolt to Scipio, was meant in hig: Row 
nour. 

Mr. Dennis argues the fame way. ‘ Mit 
“ writings have made great impreffion on the® 
minds of gll fenfible men, Mr. P: repented, and: 
* to give proof of his repentance, fubfcribed ta 
* my two volumes of Letters,” Ibid. p Be. We. 
fhould hence beligve, the name of Mr. Dennig? 
hath alfo crept into this poem by fome miftakg.? 
But from hence, gentle reader! thou may’ a 
ware, when thou giveft thy money to {ach aurhoti? 
not to flatter thyfelf that thy motives, are goog 
nature, or charity. : " : 

Ver. ty Horneck and Roome] Thefe twa! 
were virulent party-writers, worthily coupled tq 
gether, and ene would think prophetically, finepy 
after the publithing of this piece, the former dying: 
the latter fucceedzd hint'in honour and emplgy~ 
ment. The firft was’ Philip Horneck; author ft 
a Billingfyate paper called the High Germayt 
Do@or., Edward Reome was fon of an underta.. 
ker for funerals in Fleet-ftreet, and writ fome off 
the papers called Pafquin, where, by malicious ‘ 
uendoes, he endeavoured to reprefent our author’ 
guilty of malevolent pradtices with a’ great: nad 
then urider profecution of Parliament. Of 
man was made the following epigrats : . © 

 ¥ou afk why Roome diverts you withwhi¢ 

jokes, . “igang ee 

Yet if he writes, as dull as other folkst 

“ ¥ou wonder at ic-—This, Sir,is the cafe,” 

The jeft is ioft unlefs he priots his face.’* 














P—le was the author of fome vilé plays and pam-: 
phlets. He publithed abufes on our author in a pak 
per called the Prompter. 

Ver. £53. Goode,} an ill natured cri 
writ a fatire on our author, called The. 
fop, and many anonymous libels in newdpe: 
hire. ; 









Ver. 156. Whofe tuneful whiltling makes the 
waters pals:] There were feyera} {ucctflions of 
thefe forts «{f minor poets at Tunbridge, Bath, &oy 
finging the praife of the. annals. fourihing for 
that {cafon; whofe names indecd would be nemic~ 









an 
+ Some firain in rhymte; the smifes, on their racks, 
Beream like the windingof tenthoufand jacks! 160 
Some, free from rhyme or reafon, rule or check, 
Break Prifcian’s head, and Pegafus’s neck ; 
Down, down the larum, with imperaous whir), 
"phe Pindars and the Miltons ef a Curll. 
Silence, ye wolves! while Ralph to Cynthia 
howls, : ‘ 
And makes night hideousanfwer him, ye owls! 
. Senfe, fpeech, and meafure, living tongues and 
dead, | 2 
Lee all give way, and Morris may be read.” = 
Flow, Welfted, flow !. like thie infpirer, bees ; 
,"Bhough ftale, not ripe; though thin, yet never 
clear; 


ce 


4 VARIATION. ‘ 
Wer. 16%. In former edit—and Durgen may 
he read. . 


Bos REMARKS. . 

Jefe, and therefore the poct shuts them over with 
ethers in general. 

Ver. x65. Ralph) James Ralph, aname infert- 
edafter the firft editiona, not known to our author 
ti) he writ a fwearing piece called Sawney, very 
abufive of Dr. Swift, Mr, Gay, and himfelf. Thefe 
Hines allude toa thing of his, intituled Night, a 

poem. This low writer attended his own works 
‘with panegyricsin the Journals, and once in par- 
ticular praifedbhim(elf highly above Mr. Addifon, 
‘in wretched remarks upon that author’s Account 
of Englith Poets, prinied in a London Journal, 

Gept.1728. He was wholly illiterate, and knew 
Bo language, not even French. Being advifed to 
read the rules of dramatic poetry before he began 
3 play, he fmiled and replied, “ Shakefpeare writ 
% “without rules.” He ended at laft in the come 
mon fink of all {ich writers, 2 political newfpa- 
per, to which he was recommended by his friend 
Arnal, and received a frriall pittance for pay. 

Ver. 168, Morria,] Befaleel. Sce book ii. 

Ver, 169. Flow, Welfted, &c.}] Of this author 
fee the remark on book ii. v. 209. But (to be 
impartial) add to it the following different charac- 
ter of him. 

+ Mr. Welfted had, in his youth raifed fo great 
expectations of his future genius, that there was » 
kind of flruggle between the moit eminent of the 
two Univeriities, which fhould have the henour of 
this education. To compound this he (civilly) 
became w member of both, and after having pated 
fome time at the one, he removed to the other. 
From thence he returned to town, where he be- 
came the darling expetation of all the polite 
writers, whofe encouragement he acknowledged 
3a his occafional poems, in a manner that will 
make no fmail part of the fame of his protedtors 
It alfo appears from hie works, that he was hap- 
fiy.in the patrenage of the moft iHuftrious cha. 
raters of the prefent age— Encouraged by fuch a 
¢ombination in his favour, he—publifhed a book 
‘of poems, forme in the Ovidisn, fome in the Ho- 
‘Yatian manner; in both which ihe moft exquifire 
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So fweerly mawkifi, and fo faiocthly dal; 

Heady, not ftrong; o’erRowing, though not full, 
Ah Dennis! “Gildon ab! what ill-ftarr’d rage 

Divides a friendthip long. confirm’d by age? 

Blockheads with reafon wicked wits abhor, 

But fool with fool is barbarous civil war. 

Embrace, embrace, my fons! be foes ne more ! 

Nor glad vile pocts-with true critics gore.” 

+ Behold yon pair, in ftriét embraces join'd ; 


. How like in manners, and how like in mind; 180 





Das VARIATION. | 

After ver, 180, in many editions, ftaod, 
Fama'd for good-nature, Burnet, and for truths 
Ducket forpious paflion to the youth. 


os, REMARKS. % 

judges prondvrce he even rivalled his mafters— 
His love-verfes*have refcued that, way of writing 
from contempt-rln.his teanflatiqns, he has given, 
us the very foul and fpirit of his author, His" 
Ode—his Epiftle—his Verfes-his Love-tate—alt, 
are the'moft perfect chings jn all poetry Welfted 
of himfelf, Cher. of, the Times, 8vo, 1728, page 
23, 24 ‘It thould not be forgot for his honour, 
that he received at one time thé fom of five hun- 
dred pounds for feret fervice; among the other cx- 
cellent authers hired to write, anonymoully for the 
miniftry, See Report of the Secret Committee, 
&e. in 474%. . : EN 

Ver. 173. Ah Dennis!.. Gildon ah !] Thefe 
men became the public-fcorn by a'mere miftake 
of their talents, ;They would. needs turn critics 
of their own country writers (juff as Ariftotle and 
Longirtus did of theirs) and difcourfe upon the 
beauties and defects of compofition : 

How parte relate to parts, and they to, whole ; 

The body’s harmony, thebeaming foul. ; 
Whereas had they foliowed the example of thofe 
microfcopes of wit, Kufter, Burman, and their fol- 
lowers, in verbal criticifm on the learned: lan~ 
gtages, their acutenefs, and induftry might have 
raifed them a name equal to the moft famous o! 
the fcholiafts. We cannot therefore but lament 
the fate apoftacy of the Prebendary of Rechetter, 
who beginning in fo good a ain, bas now turned, 
fhort to write comments on the Fire-fide, and 
Dreams upon Shakefpeare; where we find the 
fpirit of Oldmixon, Gildon, and Dennis, a! re~ 
vived in his belaboured obfervations. Scnipn. 

Here Scriblerus, in this affair of the Fire-fide, I 
want thy ufual candour. It is true, Mr. Upton did 
write notes upon it, but with all the honour ard 
good faith in the world. He took it to be a pane- 
gyric os his patron. This it is to have to do with, 
wits; a commerce unworthy a fcholiakt of fo folid 
learning. ARIST. 

Ver. 473, Ah, Dennis, &c.} The readcr, who. 
has feen, through the courfe of thefe notes, what 2. 
copfiant attendance Mr. Dennis paid to cur author 
and all his works, may perhaps wonder he should 
be menticned but twice, and fo lightly touched, 
inthis poem, But ip trish he looked upon hig 
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Faual in Wie, and equally polite, 


~Ghali this 2 Pafquin, that'a Grambler write; 


Like are their merits, like rewards cey (hare, 
That fhiges a Conful, this Commiflioner, 
“ But who is he, in ciélet-clofe y-pent, 


" # Of fober face, with fesmied dutt befprent 2” - 
- Right well mine eyes arede the myfter wight, 
On parchment {craps y4ed, atfd Wormiue hight. 





: REMARKS. 

with fome efteem, for having (more generoufly 
than all the.reit) fet his name to fich writings, 
He was alfo a very ld man at this time. By his 
own account of himfelf, in Mr. Jacob’s Lives. he 
nt have been above threefcore, and happily lived 
many years after, So that he was fenior to Mr. 
WUrfey, who hitherto of all our ports enjoyed 
the longeft hodily life i 

Ver. 179. Behold yon pair, &c.j] One of thefe 
was anthor of a weekly paper called the Grumb- 
ler, as the orher was concerned in another called 
Pafquin, in which Mr. Pope was abafed with the 
Duke of Buckingham, and Bifhop of Rochefter, 
‘They alo joined in a piece againgt his firft under- 
taking to tranflate the liad, intituled, Homerides, 
by Sir Niad Doggrel, printed 1715, 

Of the other works of thefe gentlemen the 
world has heard no more, than it would of Mr. 
Pope's, had their united laudable endeavours dif- 
couraged him from purfuing his ftudies. How 





few good works had ever appeared (fince men of | the orator; he preached on the: Sun 


ag 


To future ages may thy dulnefs laft, 
As thou preferv'tt the dulnefs of the patt! 
There, dim in clouds,’ the -poring- 
- mark, ree 
Wits, who, like owls, fee only in the dark, 
A lumberhoufe of books in every head, - . 
For ever reading, never to be read? 
But, where each Science lifts its modern type, 
Hiftory her pot, Divinity her pipe, 
While proud Philofophy repines to how, 
Difhoneft fight! his breeches rent below: 
Imbsrown'd with native bronze; lo! Henley ftands, 
funing his voiee,and balancing hishands. 20H, 


198 


econ 








VARIATIONS, 
Ver. 197. in the firftedit. it wat, | 
And proud Philofophy with breeches torey 
And Englith Mofic with a difmal feare. 
Faft byin darknefs palpable infirin’d 
We~s, B—r, M~p, all the poring kind, 





REMARKS, on 
Ver. 192. Wits, who, like owls, &c,] Theld 
few lines exaétly defcribe the right verbal critics 
the darker his author is, the better he is pleafeds 
like the famous quack doétor, who put up in his 
bills, he delighted m matters of difficulty. Somé~ 
body faid well of thefe men, that their heads were: 
libraries out of order. sf ee 
Ver. 199. lo! Henley ftands, &c.] ro Henley 
jays mport 


true merit are always the leaft prefuming) had | Theological matters,and on the Wednefdays upon. 


there been alwaya fuch champions to ftiffe them in 
their conception ? And, were it not better for the 
public, thae a million of smonfters fhould céme in- 
‘to the. world, which are fure to die as foon as born, 
than that the ferpents fhould.ftrangle one Hercules 
in bis cradhe? 

The union of thefe two authors gave occafion 
to this epigram: : 





Burnet and Duchet, friends in {pite, 
* Came hifling out in verfe; 

* Both v fo f.rward, each would write, 
“ So duil, cach hang an a——. 

 "Phus Anmphifboena (1 have reid) 
“ At cither end affuiles 

* None knows whieh leads or which is led, 
“ Tor both heads are but tails.” 





After many cJitions of this poem, the author 
thought fit it the names of thefe two per- 
fons, wheit ry to him was of fo old a date. 

Ver. 184. ‘that fhines a Conful, this Commif- 















fioner.} Su:h places’ were given at this time’to 
fuch foc: of writers, 
Ver 7 myer wight,] Uncouth mortal. 
Vord Wermies hight.] Let not this name, 







icus, be conceited to mean the learned 
+: much vls (as it was unwar- 
flew into the furreptit :ditions) our 
cijquary, Aly. Phomms he had no 
‘ 2vec. our poot,-but on the contrary pub- 
sony curious traés which be hath to his 
gicat contenement persed, 








| 


i 


all other fciences, Each auditor paid one fhilling, 
He declaimed fome years againil the greateit per= 
fons, and occafionally did our author thae honours 
Westen, in Oratory Tranfactions, N. t. pubs 
lithed by Henley himfelf, gives the following acm. 
count of him: “ He was born at Melton-Mow= 
“ bray in Leicefterfhire, From his own parifty: 
* fchool he went to St. John’s College in Cams 
“bridge. He began there to be aneafy, for it 
“ thocked him to find hé wad commantied to bee 
“ fleve againft his own judgmient in points of re 
* Jigion, philofophy, &c. fdr his genius jleadiog 
“ him freely to-difpute all propofitions; and call 

“ points to account, he was impatient under thofe ~ 
“ fetters of the free-born mind.—-Being admitoed 
“to Prieft’s orders, he found the cxamination’ | 
“ very fhort and fuperficial, and that it was nog” 
“ neceflary to conform to the Chriftian religion, 
“in order either to deaconfhip or prietthood,” 
He came to town, and, -after having for fome 
years been a writer for bookfellers, he had as: 
ambition to be fo for minifters of flate, The 
only reafon he did not rife in the church, we are’ 
told,  wasthe envy of others, and a difrelith etts: 
“ certained of him, becaufe he-was mot qualified. 
“ to be a complete Spaniel.” : However, he offers 
ed the fervice of his pen to two gieat men, of 
opinions and interefts dire@ly oppofite ; by both 
of whom being rejc€ted, he-fet up a new projea, 
and ftyled himfelf- the Reftorer of ancient blo 
‘quence, He thought “it as lawful to take a li- 
“ cenfe from the king and parliament in ong place, 


Bio 
How fluent nonfenfe trickles from his tongue 
How fweet the periods, neither faid, mor fong! © 
Still break the Benches, Henley! with chy ftrain, 
* While Sherlock, Harc, and Gibfoa, preach in vain. 
Oh great reflorer of the good ‘old ftage, 

Preacher at once, and Zany of thy age! 

‘Oh wetthy thou of Egypt's wife abodes, 

A decent prick, where monkeys were the gods! 
But Fate with batchers pled thy priefly ftall, 
‘Meck modern faith to murdet,hack,andmawl; 219 
And bade thee live, to crown Britannia’s praife, 
An Toland’s Tindal’s, and in Woolfton’s days. 

Yet oh, my fon, a father’s words attend 
(So may the fates preferve the years you lend) 





. VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 204. In former ed. 


While K*#, B¥*, W**, preach in vain. 
After ver. 112. followed in former ed. 


Here tod, great Woolfton | here exalt thy throrie, 
And prove, no miracles cga match thy own. 


' REMARKS. 
“gs another; at Hickes’s Hall, as at Dodtor’s 
“ Commons. fo fet up his oratory in Newport- 
“market, Butcher-row. There (fays his friend) 
“he had the affurance to form a plan, which no 
* mortal ever thought of; he had fuccefs againft 
{all opp: zition; challenged his adverfaries to fair 
* difputations, and shone would difpute with him ; 
writ, read, aud ftudied twelve hours 2 day; 
= compofed three differcations a-week on all fub- 
jeets; undertook to teach in one year what 
. “ fchools and univerfities teach in five; waa not 
terrified by menaces, infults, or fatires, but Mill 
“ proceeded, matured hia bold {cheme, and put the 
“church, and all that in danger.” Wexsrep, 
Narrative in Orat. Tranfact. N. x. 
After having ftood fome profecutions, he turned 
“fis rhetoric to buffFuonry upon all public and pri- 
“wate occurrences, All this paffed in the fame 
room; where fometimes he broke jefts, and 
fometimes that bread which he called the Primi- 
tive’ Eucharift—This wonderful perfon ftrock 
.tnedals, which he difperfed as tickets to his fub- 
feribers: the device a ftar rifing to the meridian, 
‘with this motto, ap svmiaa; and below inveni- 
4M viaM avr faciam, This man had an hun- 
dred pounds a-year given him for the fecret fervice 
*of a weekly paper of unintelligible noufenie, cal- 
Jed the Hyp-Dodtor. 
+) Wer. 204. Sherlock, Harc, Gibfon,} bithops of 
Salfbury, Chichefter, and London; whofe fermons 
‘and paftoral letters did houour to their country as 
“well as ftations. 

Ver, 212. Of Toland, and Tindal, fee Book ii. 
“Tho. Woolfton was an impious madman, who 
wrote in a moft infolent flyle againft the miracles 
af the Gospel, in the year 5736, &c. 

Ver. 213. Yet oh, my fons, &c.] The caution 
lagainft blaiphemy here given by 2 departed fon of 
Fhalvels to his yct exifting brethren, is,as the poct 











rightly intimates, not out of tendernefs to the ears | fubject purfued in Book iv. 3 
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“Tis yours, a Bacon of a Locke to blanic, 
A Newton's genius, or a Milten’s flame: 
But oh! with One, immortal One, difpente, 

The fource of Newton’s light, of Bacon's fenfe. 
Content each emanatiofi of his fires 
That beams on earch, each virtue he itifpires, 220 
Each art he prompts,each charm he can create, 
Whate’er he gives, are given for you to hate, 
Perfitt, by all divine in man unaw’d, 

But, “ Learn, ye Duncés | siot to fcorn your God.” 





re oe 


VAHIATION. 
Ver. 216, In former ed—or a feraph’s flame, © 


‘ REMARKS. 
of others, but their own. And fo we fee that 
when that danger is removed, on the open elta- 
blithment of the Goddefs in the fourth Book, the 
enceurgges her fons, and they bey afliftance to 
pollute the fource of light itfelf, with the fame viru« 
lence they had before done the purcfi emanations 
from it. 
Ver. 215. "Tis yours, 2 Bacon or a Locke to 
. blame, {flame :} 
. A Newron’s genits, or a Milton’s 
Thankfully received, and freely ufed, is thie gra- 
cioys licenfe by the beloved difciple of that-prince 
of Cabaliftic dunces, the tremendous Hutchiaton. 
Hear with what honeft plainuefs he treatoth-osir™ 
great Geometer. ** As to mathematical demion- 
“ firation (faith he), fonded upon the proportions 
© of lines and circles to each other; and the ring- 
“ ing of changes upon figures, thefe have no more 
to do with the greareft part of philofophy, chan 
“ they have with the Man in the Moon. Indced, 
“ the zeal for this fort of gibberift [mathematical 
“ principles} is greatly abated. of late : aud though 
“ it is now upwards of twenty years that the Da- 
“ gon of modern phijofophers, Sir Isaac New- 
“ton, has fain with his face upon the ground 
“before the ark of God, Scripture philofophy ; 
“ for fo long Moses’s Painciria have been pub- 
“litheds and the Treatife of Power Eifvntial and 
“ Mechanical, in which Sir Ifaac Newton's philo- 
“ fophy is treated with the urmest Conreste'r, 
“ has been pablitheda dozen years; yet is there 
“ not one of the whole fociety who ha:h had the 
“ Courace to attempt to raife him up. And fo 
“let him Jie.*—1he philofophical principles of 
Mofes afferted, &c. p. 2. by Jutivs Bare, A.M. - 
Chaplaiti to the Right Hoavurable the Earl of 
Harrington. London, 2744, oXavo. Sears, 
Ver. 224. But, “ Learn ye Dunces! not to 
feorn your God.” ] The hardeft ieffon a dunce can 
Teara. For being bred to {corn what he docs not 
underfland, that which he uaderttands Icall he 
will be apt to"fcorn moh. Of which, to the dif 
grace of all governnent, and (in the poet’s opi- 
nion) even of that of Duiwess herfeit, w2 have 
had a late example in a hook inturaled, Philofophi- 
cal Effays concerning human Underitanding. 
Ver. 224.—-not to fcorn your God,"] See this 
a 


THE DUNCIAD. 


Thus he, for then a ray of teafon flole 
Half through the folid darknefs of his foul; 
~But foon the cloud return’d—and thus the fire: 
See now, what Dulnefs and her fons admire! 
See what the charms, that faite the fimple heart 
Not touch’d by nature, and not reach'd by art. 230 
His never-bluthing head he turn’d afide 
(Not half fo pleas’d when Goodman prophefy'd); 
And look'd, and few a fable forcerer rife, 
Swift to whofe hand a winged volume flies: 
All fudden, gorgons hils, and dragons glare, 
And ten-horn'd fiends and giants ruth to war. 
Hell cifes, heaven defcends, and dance on earth: 
Gods, impe, and monfters, mufic, tage and mirth, 
A fire, a jig, a battle, and a ball, 
Till one wide conflagration fwallows all. 240 
Thence a new world, to nature's laws unknown, 
Breaks out refulgent, with a heaven its own; 
Another Cynthia her new journey rugs, 
And other planets circle orher funs, 
‘The forefts dance, therivers upward rife, 
‘Whales {port in woods, and dolphins in the fries ; 
And laft, to give the whole creation Brace, 
Lo! one vaft egg produces human race. 
Joy fills his foul, joy innocent of thought; 
‘What power, he cries, what power thefe wonders 
“wrought? ‘ ase 
Son; what thou feeh'tt isin thee! Look,and find 
Each monfter meets his likenefe in thy mind. 
Yet would’tt thou more! In yonder cloud behold, 
Whole farfenet fkirts are edg’d with flamy gold, 
A matchlefs youth! his nod chefe worlds controuls, 
‘Winge the red lightning, and the chunder rolis, 








ae 
VARIATIONS, . 
23%, 232. Added when the hero was 
changed, ty 
REMARKS. 

Ver. 232, (Not half fo pleas’d, when Goodman 
Prophefy'd.)} Mr.’ Cibber tells us, in his Life, p- 
449. that Goodman being’ at the rehcarfal of a 
play, in which he had a part, clapped him on the 
fhoulder,, and cried, “ If he does not make a good 
“actor, Fl be d—d.—And (fays Mr. Cibber) I 

re ita queftion her Alexander himfelf, 
tes the twelfth of Sweden, when at the 
head of their firft viQorious armies, could feel a 

“* greater tranfport in their bofoms than — did in 

“ mine.” % 

Ver. 233. a fable Sorcerer] Dr. Fanflus, the 
fubject of a fet of Farces, which lafted in vogue 

* twocr three feafons, in which both playhoufes 
ftrove to outdo each other for fome years. AH 
the extravagancies in the fixteen lines following 
were introduced on the Rage, dnd frequented by 


Ver. 








“ 





perfons of the firft quality in England, to the. 


twenticth and thirticth time. 

Ver. 237. Hell rifes, Heaven defcends, and 
dance en cart! This monftrous abfurdity was 
actually repredented in Tibbald’s Rape of Profer- 
pine, 

Ver. 248. Lo! one vatt egg] In another of 
thele Farces “Harlequin is hatched upon the iage, 
eof a lange ogg. ‘ ; 












wat 

Angel of Dulnefs, fent to Scatter round 

Her magic charms o’er all unclaffic ground: 

Yon ftars, yon funs, he rears at pleature higher, . 

Ilumes their light, and fets their flames on fre, 26q 

Immortal Rich! how calm he fits at eafe 

*Midft {nows of paper, and fierce hail of peafes. 

and, proud his miftrefs’ orders to perform, 

Rides in the whirlwind, and direds the form, 
But lo! to dark encounter in mid air, 

New wizards rife ; I fee my Cibber there ! 

Booth in his cloudy tabernacle fhrin’d ; 

On grinning dragons thou fhalt mount the wind, 

Dire is the confli&, difmal is the din, a 

Here fhouts all Drury, there all Lincoln’s-Inn ; 

Contending Theatres our empire raife, 

Alike their labours, and alike their praife. - 


eens * 
‘ VARIATIONS, a 
Ver. 266, In the former Edit, 


New wizards rife: here Booth, and Cibber cherge 


Ver. 268. —Cibber mounts the wind, 
After ver, 274. in the former edit. followed,* 


For works like thefe let deathlefs Journals tell, 
“ None but thyfelf can be thy parallel,” 


Var. None but thyfelf can be thy parallel. A. 
marvellous line of Theobald; unlefs the. play ca. 
Ied the Double Falfehood (be as he would have 
it believed) Shak{peare’s: But whether this line 
be his or not, he proves Shakfpeare to have write 
ten as bad (which methinks in’ gn anther, for 
whom he hasa veneration almoft rifing to idelas 
try, might bave been concealed) ;.d8 for cxani~ 
Ples . 


“ Try what repentance can: what can it not? 
“ But what can it, when one cannot repent? 
“ For cogitation 
“ Refides not in the. man who does rot think, 
&ey Mist's Journ, 


It is granted they areallof a piece, and.no meg 
doubts but herein he is able to. imitate Shake 
fpeare. 

REMARKS, 

Ver. 262. Immortal Rich '] Mr. John Rich, 
mafter of the ‘Theatre-Royal in Covent Garden, 
was the firit that excelled this way. 

Ver. 366. 1 fee my Cibber there !] The hiftory 
of the foregoing abfurdities is verified by himfelf, 
in thefe words (Life, chap.xv.) “Then fprung forth 
“ that fucceflion of monflrous medileys that havate 
“ Tong infefted the ftage, whicharofe upon oneang. 
“ ther alternately at both houfes, outvying cecil. 
“ other in expenee.”” He then proceeds £0 ex 
cufe his own part of them, as followa: ¢ if Le 
“.afked why |affented? J have no hetror excufe 
“ for my error than to confefa I did it againt my 
“ confcience, and had not virtue enough to flarve. 
“ Had Henry IV. of France’a better for changing 
“ his religion? 1 was Ril in my heart, as much 





“ashe could be, on the fide of truth and fen; 


934 
And are’ thiefe seonders, fon, to thee unknown ? 
Unknown to thee ? Thefe wonders are thy own. 
Thele Fate referv’d to grace thy reign divine, 
+Forefeen by nie, but ah! with-held from mine. 
In Lud’s ol walls though long } rul’d renown’d 
Far as loud Bow’s fhipenduous bells refoun’d; * 
Though my own Aldermen confersd the bays, 
‘Fo me committing their eternal praife. ato 
‘Their full-fed heroes, their pacific mayors, 
cir-apnual trophies, and their monthly wars: 
‘Fhough long my party built on me their hopes, 
¥or writing Pamphlets, and for roafting Popes: 
Vet lo! ia me what authors have to brag on} 
Reduc'd at faft to hils in my own dragon. 
Avert it, heaven. that thou my Cibber, e’er 
Should’ wag a ferpent-tail in Smithfield fair ! 
Like the vile ftraw that’s blown about the itreets, 
‘The needy poet ticks to all he meets, 2g0 





. VARIATIONS. 
After ver, 284. in the former edit. followed, 


“Different our parties, but with equal grace 
“The goddefs {mileson Whig and Vory race. 
"Tis the fame Fope of fevetal ends they twift ; 
To Dulnefe, Ridpath is as dear as Mit. 


Ver. 290. In the former cdit. | 
Wa she dog's tail his progrefs ends at Jaf, 


: REMARKS, 

but with this difference, that 1 had their Jeave 
to quit them when they could not fupport me. 
* But let the queftion go which ‘way it will, Har- 
ry IV. has always been allowed a great man.” 
This mutt be confeffed a full anfwer; only the 
queftion ftill feems to he, 1. How the doing a 
thing againft once’s confcience is an excule for it? 
and, adly, {t will be hard to prove how he got 
thé leave of Truth and Senfe to quit their fervice, 
unlefs he can produce a certificate that he ever was 
init. 

Wer. 266.287 Booth and Cibber were joint ma- 
pagers of the Lheatre in Drury-lane. 

Yer. 268. On grinning dragons thou fhalt mount 
the wind.] tn his letter to Mr. P. Mr. C. folemo- 
Jy declares this not to be literally true. We hope 
therefore the reader will upderftand it allegori- 
cally only. ‘ 

Ver. 282. Annual trophies on the Lord May- 
or’s day; and monthly wars in the Artillery 
ground. . 

Ver. 283. Though long my party} Settle, like 
mmoft party-writers, was very uncertain in his po. 
litical principles. He was employed to hold the 
pen in the charaéter of a popith fucceffor, but af- 
terwatds printed his narrative on the other fide. 
He had managed the ceremony of a famous pope- 
burning on November 17, 1680; then became a 
trooper in King James’sarmy, at Hounflow-heath. 
After che Revolution he kept a booth at Bartho- 
jJomew-fair, where, in the droll called $t.-George 
for England, he acted in his old age in a Dragon 
of green leather of his own invention; he was at 
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Coach’d, cart-d, trod upon, now loofe, now faft, 
And carried off in fome dog’s tail at iaft. 
Happier thy fortunes! Ike a roiling ftone, 

Thy giddy dulnefs ftill fhall lumber on, 

Safe in its heavinefs, thalt never ftray, 

Bur lick up every blockhead in the way. 

thee thall the parriot, thee the courtier tafte,” 
And every year be duller than the laft, “: » 
Till rais’d from bvoths, to theatre, to court, 
Her feat imperial Dulnefe thail tranfport.  - 
Already Gpera prepares the way, f 
The fare forfunnner of her gentle fway ; 
Le: her thy heart, next drabe and dice engage, 
The third mad paffion of thy doating age 

Teach thou the warbling Pol:pheme to roar, 
And fcream thyfelf as none e’¢r feream'd before! 
To aid our caufe, if Heaven thou canft not bend, 
Hell thou shalt move ; for Fauftus is our friend : 
Pluto with Cato thou for this thalt join, 

And link the Mourning Bride to Proferpine. 310 


300 





VARIATIONS. 7 
Ver. 295. Safe in its heavinefe, &c.] In the fore 
mier edit. 


Too fafe in inborn heavinefs to ftray ; 

And lick up every blockhead in the way, 
Thy dragons, magiftrates, aud peers fiiall tafte, 
And from each fhow rife duller than the lat. 
“Fill rais’d from booths, &c. . 


Ver. 303,—306. Added with the new here. 


REMARKS. 
laft taken into the Charter-hovfe, and there died, 
aged fixty years. 

Ver. 297. Thee hail the patriot, thee the cour- 
tier tafte,} It ftood in the firft edition with blanks, 
* * and ® * Concanen was fure “ they mutt 
needs mean no body but King GEORGE and’ 
© Queen CAROLINE ; and faid he would infitt 
© it'was fo, till the poet cleared himfelf by fil- 
“ ling up the blanks otherwife, agrecably to the 
“ context, and confiftent with hisallegiance.” Pref. 
to a Colledtion of verfes, effays, letters, &c. againft 
Mr P. printed fer A. Moore, p. 6. 

Ver. 305 Polypheme] He tranflated the Ita- 
Tian opera of Polifemo; but unfortunately loft 
the whole jeft of the tory. The Cyclop: atks Ulyffes 
his name, who tells him his nameis Noman: After 
hiseyc is put out, he roars and calls the brother Cy~ 
clops to his aid: They inquire who has hurt him? | 
he anfwers Noman : whereupon they ail go away 
again, Our ingenious tranflator made Ulyffesan- 
fwer, I take no names; whereby all that followed 
became unintelligible, Hence it appearsthat Mr. 
Cibber (who values himfelf on fubfcribing to the 
Englith tranfations of Homer’s Hiad) had not 
that merit with refpect to the Odyffey, or he 
might have been hetter iuftru@ed in the Greck 
Punnology. ss 

Ver. 308, 309. Fauftus, Pluto, &c.] Names of 
miferable farces, which it was the cuftom to act 
at the end of the beft tragedies, to Spoil the dige® 
tion of the audience. Pf 
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Grubligeet ! thy fa}! fhould men and gods con- 


fpire, ‘ 
Thy tage Ahail ftand, enfare it but from fire, 
Another E(chylus appears! prepare 
For new abortions, all ye pregnant fair! 
In flames, like Semele’s, be brought to bed, 
While opening hell {powts wild-fire at your head. 
Now, Bavius, take the poppy from thy brow, 

And place it here | here, aH ye herocs, bow | 

., This, this is he, fereteld by ancient rhymes : 
‘TH’ Augnftus bern to Being Satagnian times, 32 
Signs following figne Jead‘on the mighty year, 
See! the dull ftare roll round and re-appear. 
See, fee, our own true Phoebus wears thy bays} 
Our Midas fita Lord Chancellor of plays ! 
On poets’ tombs {ee Benfon’s titles writ | 
Lo! Ambrofe Philips is preferr’d fer wit ! 





VARTATIONS, 
Ver. 323. See, fcc, our own, &c.] In the fore 
mer edi, ¢ > 
Beneath his reign, fhall Eufden wear the bays, 
Cibber prefide Lord Chancellor of plays, 
Beufon ole judge of Architeture fit, — 
And Namby Pamby he preferr’d for wit ! 
Vice th’ unfinifh’d Dormitory wall, 
{ fee the Savoy totter to her falls 
Hibcrnian politica, O Swift! thy doom, 
And Pope's tranflating three whole years with 
Broome. : 
Proceed, great days! 
Ver. 33t. in the former edit. thus, 
— O Swift. thy deom, 
And Pope’s tranflating ten whole years with 
Broome. 
Qu which was the following note : “ He con- 
© cludes his irony with a ftroke upon himfelf : for 
« whoever imagines this a farcalm on the other 
“ ingenious perfon, is furely miftaken. ‘The opi- 
“ nion our author had of him was fufficiently 
« thown by his joining him in the undertaking of 
“ the Odyfey; in which Mr. Broome, having 
“engaged without any previous agreement, dif- 
“ charped his part fo much to Mr. Pope’s fatis- 
* faction, that he gratified him with the full fum 
* of five hundred pounds, anda prefent of all 
** thofe books for which his own intereft could 
“ procure him fubfcribers, to the value of one hun- 
“(dred more, The author only feems to Jament, 
“ that he was employed in cranflation at all.” 






REMARKS. 

Ver. 312. enfure it hut from fice.] In Tibbald’s 
farce of Proferpine, a corn field was fet on fire: 
whereupon the other playhoufe had a barn burnt 
down for the recreation of the fpectators. They 
alfo rivalled each other in fhowing the burnings of 
hell-fire, in Dr. Fauftus. 

Ver..g14. Another E{chylus appears !] It is re~ 
ported of Zchylas, that when bis tragedy of the 
Furies was acted, the audience were fo -terrified, 
that the children fell into fits, and the big-bellied 
women mifcarried, 








ag 
See under Ripley rife a new White-ball,. — 

While Jones’ and Boyle’s united igbours fall ; 
While Wren with forrow to the grave defcends, - 
Gay dics unpenfion’d with a hundred friends; 330 
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REMARKS. 

Ver. 325. On poets tombs fee Benfon’s titles 
writ!] W—m. Benfon (Surveyot of the buildingg 
to his Majefty King George i.) gave in @ report 
to the lords, that their houfe and the Painted 
chamber adjaining were in immediate danger of 
falling. ‘hercupon the lords met in 2 commits’ 
tee to appoint fome other place to fit in, while 
the houfe thould be taken down. But it being 
propofed to caufe fome other builders firft to ine 
fpe@ it, they found it in very good conditions » 
The lords, upon this, wete going upon an addrot: 
to the king againft Benfon, for fuch a miltepros 
fentation ; but the Eart of Sunderland, then fee. 
eretary, gave them affurance that his Majefty 
would remove him, which was done accordingly. 
In favour of this man, the famous Sir Chriftopher 
Wren, who had been architeé&t to the Crown fag 
above fifty years, who built moft of the churches: 
in London, laid the firft ftone of St. Paul’s, and’, 
lived te finify it, had been difplaced from hig. 
employment at the age af near ninety years. : 

Ver, 326, Ambrofe Philips.] “ He was (faith, 
“Mr. Jacob) one of the waits at Button’s, and ac: 
“ juftice of the peace: But he hath. fince meg. 
with higher preferment in Ircland: and a mug: 
greater character we have of him in Me. Gildows 
Complete Art of Poetry, vol. i p. 157. “ indeedy, 
“he confeffes, he dares not fet him quite on thax 
“ fame foot with Virgil, left it thould fcem flatto~.. 
“ry; but he is much miftaken if pofterity does 
“ not afford him a greater efteem than he at pres 
“fent enjoys.” He endeavoured to create fome 
mifunderftanding between eur author and Mr, 
Addifon, whom alfo, foon after, he abufedas much. 
His conftant cry was, that Mr. P. was an enemy 
to the government ; and in particular, he was the 
avowed author of a report very indultrioully 
Spread, that he had a hand in a party-paper, call 
ed the Examiner; a falfehood well known 
thofe yet living, who had the dire@tion and publi« 
cation of it. 

Ver. 323. While Jones’ and Boyle’s united tay 
Bours fali.] At the time when this poem was writy 
ten, the banquetting-houfe of Whitehall, the 
church and piazza of Covent-garden, and the pa 
Jace and chapel of Somerfet-houfe, the works of 
the famous Inigo Jones, had been for many ycate 
fo negle&ed, as to be in danger of ruin. The pore. 
tico of Covent-garden church had been jut then 
reftored and beautified at the expence of the Bard 
of Burlington ; who, at the fame time, by his pubs, 
lication of the defigns of that great mafter ang 
Palladio, as well as by many noble buildings of . 
his own, revived the true cafte of archite@ture in 
this kingdom. ? 4 

Ver_ 33. Gay dies unpenfion'd, &c.] See Mr. 
Gay’s fable of the Hare and many Friends. This, 
gentleman was carly in the fricndihip of eur aus. 





¥libernian pofitics,.O Swift! thy fate ; 

-@nd Pope's, ten years to, comment atid traniflate. 
+ Proceed, great days! till leatning fly the fhore, 
Cit Bich thal! bluth with noble bicod no more; 
“Till Phames fee Eaton's fons for ever play, 

“Fill Weftminfer’s whole year be koliday, 

“Till His” elders reel, their pupils fport, 

And Alma Mater lie diffolv’d in Port? 


cd 


VARIATIONS. 
After ‘ver. 338, in a former edit. were the fol- 
Fowing lines: : 


Signs following figns lead on the mighty year ; 
See, the dull ftare roll round and re-appear. 
Hhe comes! the cloud-compelling power, behold | 
Wich Night primaval, and with Chaos old. 
Lo' the great anarch's ancient reign reftor’d, 
Light dies before her uncreating word: 

Ae one by one, at dread Medea’s ftrain, 

‘The fickening (tars fade off th’ atherial plain: 
“As Argus’ eyes, by Hermes’ wand oppreft, 
Clos’d one by one to everlatting reft ; 

‘Lhue at her felt approach, and fecret might, 
wrt after Art goes out, and all is night. 

Bee {culking Trath in her old craven fie, 
Secur'’d by mountains of heap'd cafuiftry + 
Philofophy, that touch’d the heavens before, 
‘Shrinks to her hidden caufe, and is no more; 
Bee Phyfic beg the Stagyrites defence ! 

‘See Metaphyfic cali for aid on Senfe ! 

‘Gee Myttery to Mathematics fly ! 
(Jn vain they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die. 
ay hand. great Dulnefs lets the curtain fall, 
‘nd univerfal darknefs buries all, 


REMARKS. 
ahor, which continued to his death. He wrote fe- 
weral works of humour, with great fuccefs; the 
Shepherd’s Week, Trivia, the What d’ye call it, 

" Pablea; and laftly, the celebrated Beggar's Upe- 
3a; a piece of fatire which hit all taftes and de- 
grees of men, from thofa of the higheft quality to 
she very rabble: that verfe of Horace; 


« Primores populi arripuit, populumque tribu- 
tum," ; 

sould never be fo juftly applied as.to this, ‘The vaft 
foccefa of it was unprecedented, and almoft incre- 
dible : what isrelated of the wonderful effedts of 
‘lig anciont mufic or tragedy, hardly came up to 
#t: Sophocles and Euripides were le(s followed and 
Fiatous Fe was acted in London fixty-three days, 
‘uninterrupted ; and renewed the next feafon with 
qual applaufes. It {pread into all the great towns 
pf England; was played in many places to the 
thirtieth and fortieth time, and at Bath and Brif- 
‘tol fifey, Sc. It made its progrefs inte Wales, 


Pcotland,. and: Ireland, where it was performed | 


fvatieytour days together : it was laft aGed in 
‘Minorca. The fame of it wa’ not confined to the 


uehov¢ the ladies carried about with them the fa- i 


sourite fongs of it in fans; and houfes were fur- 


‘palbod with it in-Greegs, The perfon who adted | 
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Enough! enough! the raptur’d Monzrch ries3 
And through the ivory gate the vifiou flies. 





REMARKS 

Polly, till then obfcure, hecame all at once the f2- 
vourite of the town; her pictures wereengraved, 
and fold in great numbers; her life “written; ° 
‘books of letters and verfes to her publifhed; and 
pamphlets made even of her fayings and jefle. ~ 

Furthermore, it drove out of England, for that 
feafon, the ftalian opera, which had carried all he- 
fore it for ten years. Mhatsdol of the nobiliry and 
people, which the great critic, Mr Dennis, by the 
labours and outcries of a whole life could not over- 
throw, was demolifhed by a fingle flroke of this 
gentleman’s pen. This happened in the year 1722. 
Yet fo great was his modeity, that he conftantly 
prefixed to al) the editions of it this motto, “ Nos 
hzc novimus effe nihil.”” ; 

Ver. 332. And Pope’s ten years to comment and ? 
tranflate.] The author here plainly laments that 
he was fo long employed in tranflating and com- 
menting. He began the Wiad in 1713. and finifhe 
ed it in 1719. The edition of Shak{peare (which 
he undertook merely becaufe no body elfe would) 
took up near two years more in the drudgery of 
comparing impreffions, rectifying the fcenery, &c.; 
and the tranflation of half the Odyfley employed 
him from that time to 1725, 

Ver. 333. Pracred, great days! &c.] It may 
perhaps feem incredible, that fo great a revolution 
in learning,as is here prophefied, fhould be brought 
about by fuch weak inftruments as have becn (hi- 
therto] deferived in cur poem: But do not thou, 
gentle reader, reft too fecure in thy contempt of 
thefe inftruments. Remember what the Dutch 
ftorics fomewhere relate, that a great part of their 
provinces was once overflowed, by a {mall opening 
made in one of their dykes by a fingle water-rat. 

However, that fuch is not ferioufly the judg. 
ment of our poet, but that he concciverh better 
hopes from the diligence of our fcliools, from the 
regularity of our univerfities, the difcernment of 
our great men, the accomplifhments of our nobi- 
lity, the encouragement of our patrons, and the 
genius of our writers of all kinds (notwithflanding 
fome few exceptions in each), may plainly be feen 
from his contlufion; where, caufing all this vifion 
to pafs through the ivory gate, he exprefsly, in the 
language of poefy, declares all fuch imaginations 











to be wild, ungrounded, and fictitious. Scaisy. 
+ ——7 
. BOOK W. 
ARGUMENT. 


The poet being, in this book, to declare the com- 
pletion of the prophecies mentioned at the end 
of the former, nvakes @ new invocation; as the 

” greater poets are wont, when fume high and 
worthy matter isto be fung. He fhows the god- 
defs coming in her majeity, to detroy Order and: 
Science, and to {ubftiture the kingdom of the 
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Wall upon carth. How fhe leads captive the 
Sciences, and filences che Mufes; and what they 
pe who fucceed in their ftead. All her children, 
by a wonderful attra@ion, are drawn about her; 
and bear along with them divers others, who 
ptomote her empire by connivance, weak re- 
fiftance, or difcouragement of arts; fuch as half 
wits’ tallelefs admirers, vain pretenders, the Hat 
terers of dunces, or the patrons of them All 
sthele crowd round her; one of them offering to 
approach her, is driven back by a rival. but the 
commends and encourages both. ‘The firft who 
{peak in form, are the geniafes of the fchools, 
who affure her of their care to advance her 
caufe, by confining youth tu words, and keep. 
ing them out of the way of real kuowledge. 
‘Yheir addrefs, and her gracious anfwer; with 
her charge to them and the univerlitics, ‘The 
uuiverfities appear by their proper deputies; 
and aflure her that the fame method is obferved 
in the progrefs of education. ‘The fpcech of 
Ariftarchus on this fubjet, They are driven off 
hy a band of young gentlemen returned from 
travel with their tutors; one of whom delivers 
to the goddefe in a polite oration, an account of 
the whole conduét and fruits of their travels: 





prefenting to her at the fame time a young no- | 


Ileman perfe@ly accomplifhed. She receives 
him geacioufly, and endues him with the happy 
qualuy of want of fhame. She fees Joitcring 
about her a number of indolent perfons aband- 
uning all bufinetS and ducy, and dying with ja- 
zincis: to thefe approaches the antiquary An- 
ius, cntreariug ber to make them virtuofos, 
aud aliga them over to him: but Mummius, 
another antiquary, complaining of his fraudu- 
lent proceeding, fhe finds a method to recon- 
cile their difference. Then cnter a troop of peo- 
ple fantaftically adorned, offering her ftrange 
and exotic prefents; among them, one flands 
forth and demands juftice on another, who had 
deprived him of one of the greateft curiofities 
in nature; but he juftifies himfelf fo weil, that 
the goddefs gives them both her approbation, 
She recoumends to them to find proper em- 
ployment for the tndolents before-mentioned, 
in the ftudy of butterflies, fhells, birds nefts, 
. mofs, &c. but with particular caution, not to 
proceed beyond trifles, to any ufeful or exten. 
five views of nature, or of the Author of nature. 
Againft the lat of thefe apprehenfions, the is 
fecured by a hearty addrefs from the minute 
philofophers and free-thinkers, one of whom 
Speaks in the name of the reft. The youth, 
thus inftructed and principled, are delivered to 
her in a body, by the hands of Silenus; and 
then, admitted to tafte the cup of the Magus 
her high-pricit, which caufes a total oblivion of 
al] obligations, divine, civil, moral, or rational. 
"ro thefe her adepts the fends priefts, attend- 
ants, and comforters, ¢f various kinds; confers 
on them orders and degrees; and then difmil- 
fing them with a {pcech, confirming to each his 
privileges, and telling what fhe expeéls from 
h, concludes with a yawa of extraordinary 
Vit 














or. 











aay 
virtue: the progrefs and effects wheréof on: all 
orders of men, and the cotsfumation of all, in 
the reftoration of Night and Chaos, conchide the 
poeni. 


Yer,f4er a moment, one dim ray of light 
Indalge, dread Chaos, and eternal Night! 
OF darknels vilible fo much be lent, 

As half co show, half veil the deep intent. 
Ve powers: whofe myflerics reftor’d I fing, 

» whom Time bears me on his rapid wing, 
{pend a while your force inertly trong, 

Then take at once the poet and the foag, 

Now flum'd the dog-ftar’s unpropitious ray, 
Smote every brain, and wither'd every bay; 1a 
Sick was the fun, the owl forfook his bower, 
he moon-fruck prophet felt the madding hour & 
hen rofe the feed of Chaos, and of Night, ¢ 
Ye blot out Order, and extinguith Light, 

Of duit and venal a new world to mold, 
Ani bring Saturnian days of lead and gold. 

She mounts the throue; her head a cloud com 

dy, 


Igence ail below reveai'd, 






Tn broad et 








REMARKS. 

The Danciad, Book (V.] ‘This book may pro- 
perly be diftinguithed from the former, by the 
name of the Greatec Dunciad, not fo indeed. tit 
fize, but in fubjed; and fo far contrary to the + 
diftinétion anciently made of the Greater and Lefs 
fer Hiad. But much are they miftaken who’ imae 
gine this work in anywife inferior to the formers 
or of any other hand than of ovr poet ; of which 
fam much more certain than thatthe Wiad itfelf 
was the work of Solomon, or the Batrachomuo- 
machia of Homer, as Barnes hath affirmed, 

Bent. 

Ver. 1, &c.] ‘fhis is an invocation of much pi- 
ety. ‘lhe poet, ny to approve himfelf 4 ge~ 
nuine fon, beginneth by thowing (what is ever 
agreeable to Duinefs) his high refpeét for antiqii- 
ty anda t family, how dead or dark foever : 
Next d his paflion for explaining myfte+ 
and, laftly, his impatience to be re-united to 

Scrie." 


i 

























Ver 2. dread Chaos, and eternal Nigh ’ 
voked, us the reftoration of their empire is the ac~ 
tion of the poem, 

Ver. 14, To blot out order and extinguith light,} 
The two great ends of hee miffion; the one in 
quality of daughter of Chaos, the other as daugh- 
ter of Night. Order here is to be underftood ex. 
tenfively, both as civil and moral; the diftinction: 
between high and fow in fociety, and true and faife” 
in individuals: Light as intellectual only, Wat; 
Scierice, Arts. : 

Ver. 15. Of dull and venal] The allegory cons< 
tinued ; dull referring to the extin@ion of light 
or {cience ; venal to the deftru@tion of order, and 
the truth of things. 

Ibid. a new world} In allufion to the Epien- 
rean opinion, that from the diffolution of the ga- 
tural world inte aight and chaos, a new one theuld 


Py 





°( Tis thus afpiring Dulnefs ever thins) 

‘Soft on her Jap her laureate fon reclincs. 20 
. Beneath her foot-ftool, Science groans in chains, 
And Wit dreads exile, penalties, and pains. 





REMARKS. 

arife ; this the poet alluding to, in the production 
of a new moral world, makes it partake of its ori- 
ginal principles. 

Ver, x6. Leadand gold.} i. e. dull and venal 

Ver 20. her laureate fon reciines.] With great 
judgmenc it ix imagined by the paet, that-fuch @ 
colleague as Dulnels had cle@ted, fhould Heep on 
the throne, and have very little fitare in the action 
of the poem. Accordingly he hath done little or 
nothing from the day of his anointing ; having 
patt through the fecond book without taking part 
in any thing that waa tranfacted bout him; and 
through the third in profound fleep. Nor ought 
this, well confidered, to fecm ftrange in our days, 
when fo many kings conforts have done the like. 

Scvisy, 

This verfe our excellent laureate took fo to 
heart, that he appealed to all mankind, “ if he 
& vas not as feldum aflcep as any fool.”’ Bat it 
is hoped the poet hath not injured him, but rather 
verified his prophecy (p. 243 of his own Life, 
Bvo, ch. ix.) where he fays, “ the reader will be 





“st ag much pleafed to find me a dunce in my old 


+ iny youth.” 


y only’ depreifed and confined {0 as to be rendered 


“that this Fourth Dunciad, as well as the former 


“ age, as he was to prove me a brifk blockhead in 
Wherever there was any room 
for brifknefs, or alacrity of any fort, even in fink~ 
ing, he hath had it allowed; but here, where 
there is nothing for him to do but to take bis na- 
dural reft, he mult permit his hiftorian to be filent. 
It is-from their actions only that princes have 
their charaéter, and poets from their works: And 
#f in thofe, he be as much afleep as any fool, the 
poet’ muit leave him and them to fleep to all eter- + 
nity. Benti. 
Ibid. her laureate} “ When I find my naine in 
the fatirical works of this poet, t never look up- | 
on it as any malice meant to me, but Profit to 
himfelf. For he confiders that my face is more 
known than moft in the nation ; and therefore 
alick at the laureate will be a fure bait ad cap~ 
 gandum valgus, to catch little readers.” Life 
of Colly Cibber, ch. ii. 

Now, if it be certain, that the works of our 
poet have owed their fuccefs to this ingenious expe- 
‘dient, we hence derive an unanfwerable argument. 


“ 
“ 
“ 
“ 
“ 


three, hath had the author’s laf hand, and was 
by him intended for the prefs: Or elfe to what 
purpofe hath.he crowned it, as we fee, by this fi- 
nifhing ftroke, the profitable lick at the laureate ? 

Bente 
. Ver. 21,22. Beneath her foot-ftool, &c.] We 
are next prefented with the pidlures of thofe 
whom the goddels leads in captivity. Science ie 


ufelefa; but Wit or Genius, as a more dangerous 
and adiive enemy, punifhed, or driven away :— 
. lacie being often reaonailed in fome degree ; 
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There foam’d rebellious Logic, gagg’d and bound 3 
There, ftript,fair Rhetoriclanguith'd on the ground 
His blunted arms by Sophiftry are borne, 

‘And thamelefs Billingfgate her robes adorn, 
Morality, by her falle guardians drawn, 

Chicane in furs, and Cafuittry in lawn, 

Gaips, as they ftraiten at cach end the cord, 

and dies, whgn Dulnefsgivesher Page the word. 39 
Nad Mathefis alone was unconfin'd, 

Too mad for mere materia) chains to bind, 

Now to pure Space lifts her ecftarit ftare,* 

Now running round the circle, finds it fquare. 

Rut held in tenfold bonds the mutes lie, 

Watch'd both by Envy’s and by Flattery’s eye; 
‘There to her heart fad Tragedy addreft 

Fhe dagger wont to pierce the tyraut’s breatt; 
But fober Hiftory reftrain’d her rage, 


And promis’d vengeance on a barbarous age. 4@ 





REMARKS. s: 

with Learning, byt never upon any terms with 
Wit. And accordingly it will be feen that the 
admits fomething like cach Science, ae Cafuiltry, 
Sophiftry, &c. but nothing like Wit, Opera alone 
fupplying its place. 

Ver. 30. gives her Page the word.] There was 
a judge of this name, always ready to hang any 
man that came before him, of which he was fuf- 
fered to give a hundred miferable examples, du- 
ring a long life, even to his dotage, Though the 
candid Scriblerus imagined Page here to mean ne 
more than a page or mute, and to allude to the 


- cuftom of ftrangling {tate criminals in Turkey by 


mutes or pages. A practice more-decent than 
that of our Page, who, before he hanged any one, 
joaded him with repre-achfal language. 
J Stripe. 
Ver. 39. But fober Hiftory} Hiftory atrends 
on Tragedy, Satire on Comedy, ax their fubfti- 
tutes in the difcharge of their diftindt functions ; 
the one ip high life, recording the crimes and pn- 
nifhracnts of the great; the other in low, expoting 
the vices or follics of the common people. Bur it 
may be afked, How came Hiftory and Satire to be 
admitted with impanity to minifter comfort to 
the mufes, even in the prefence of the goddefs, 
and in the midit of all her triumphs? A queition, 
fays Scriblerus, which we thus refolve: Hiftory 
was brought up in her infancy by Duinefs herfelf 5 
but being afterwards efpoufed into a noble houfe, 
fhe forgot (as is wfual) the humility of her birth, 
and the cares of her carly friends, This occafion- 
ed a long eftrangement between her and Dulnefs. 
At length, in proceis of time, they met together 
in a monk's cell, were reconciled, and became 
better friends than ever. After this they had a 
fecond quarrel, but it held not long, and are now 
again on reafonable terms, and fo are likely to 
continue. ‘This accounts for the connivance fhown 
to Hiftory on this accafion. “But the boldnels of 
Satire fprings froma very different caufe; for the 
reader ought to know, that fle alone of all the 
fifters is uncorquerable, never to be filenced 
when trbly infpired and animated (as fhould feeax 


THE DUNCHAD. 


‘There funk Thalia, nervelefs, cold, and dead, 
Hitd:not her iifter Satire held her head : 
Nor could’ft thon, Chefterfield! a tear refufe, 
Thou wept'ft, und wich thee wept cach gentle 
“mute, 

When lu! a harlot form foft Hiding by, 
With mincing ep, fmall voice, and languid eye: 
Foreigh her air, her robe’s difcordant pride 
In patch -work fluttering, and her bead afides 

y finging peers upheld on either hand, 
Sue trip’d and laugh’d, too pretty much to ftand : 
Cait on the proftrate Niae a feornful look, gt 
‘Then thus in quaint recitative fpoke. 

QO Cara! Cara’ filence all chat train: 
Joy to great Chaos ! let Divifion reign: 
Chromatic tortures foon fhail drive them hence, 
Break all their berves, and fritter all their fenfe : 
One Tril! fhall harmonite joy, grief, and rage, 
Wake the dull Church, amd lull the ranting Stage: 





REMARKS. 
fronts above, for this very purpofe, to oppofe the 
kingdom of Dulnefs to her lait breath. 

Ver. 43. Nor could’ft thou, &c.} This noble 
perfon in the year 1737, when the act aforetaid 
was brought into the Houfe of Lords, oppofed it 
in an excellent fpeech (fays Mc. Cibber) “ with 
a lively fpirit, and uncommon elaquence.”— 
This fpeech had the honour to be anfwered by 
the faid Mr, Cibber, with a lively {pirit alfo, and 
in a manner very uncommon, in the 8th Chapter 
of his Life and Manners. And here, gentle rea~ 
der, would { gladly infert the other fpeech, where- 
by thou mighteft judge between them; but I 
mutt defar it on account of fome differences not 
yet adjufted between the noble author, and my- 
felf, concerning the true reading of certain paflages, 

Bente. 

Ver. 45. When lo! a harlot fotm] The atti- 
tude given to this phuatom, reprefents the nature 
and genius of the Italien opera; its affeed airs, 
its effeminate founds, and the pra@ice of patching 
up thefe operas with favourite fongs, incoherently 
pat together, Thefe things were fupported by 
the fubfcriptians of the nobility. This circum- 
france, that Opera fhould prepare for the opening 
of the grand feflions, was prophefied of in Book 
iil. ver. 304. 








* Already Opera prepares the way, 
“ The fure forerunner of her gentle fway". 


Ver. $4, Let Divifion reign ;] Alluding to the 
Salle cafte of playing tricks in mufic with number- 
lefs divifions, to the negleét of that harmony which 
conforms to the fenfe, and applies to the paffions. 
Mr. Handel! had introduced a great number of 
hands, and more variety of inftruments into the 
orcheftra, and employed even drums and cannon to 
make a fuller chorus; which proved fo much toe 
manly for the fine gentlemen of his age, that he 
was obliged to remove his mufic into Ireland. Af- 

P Anae they were reduced, for want of compo- 

3, to prackife the patch-work ubove-mentioned. 


ee | 

To the fame notes thy fons fiixll Rum, or fnore, _ 

And ail thy yawning daughters cry, encore, : ¢ 

Another Phebus, thy own Phecbus, reigns, 

Joys in my jiggs, and dances in iny chains, 

Bat fvon, ah foon, Rebellion will commence, 

If Mufic meanly borruws aid from Senfe: 

Strong in new arm:z,lo! giant Handel ftands, 

lie bold Briareus, with a hundred hands; 

Yo ftir, to roulc, to fnake the foul he comes, 

And Jove’s own thunders follow Mars’s drums, ? 

Arreft him, emprefs, or y6u fleep no more 7 

She heard,and drove him to th’ Hibernian ihoréz7¢ 
And now had Fame’s poftcrior trumpet blawa 

And all the nations faaimn’d to the throne. 

‘The young, the old, who fecl her inward fway, 

One inftinét feizes, and tran{ports away, 

None need a guide, by fure Atrraction led, 

And ftrong impulfive gravity of head: 

Noné wane a placé, for ali their centre found, 

Hung to the goddefs, and coher’d around, 

Not clofer orb in osb, conglob’d are fen, Ne 

Vhe buzzing bees about their dulky queen. See 
The gathering number, as it moves along, 

Involves a vat involuntary throng, i 7 

Who, gently drawn, and (lruggling lefe and Jeli, 

Roll in her vortex, and her power confef  * * 

Not thofe alone who paflive own her laws, 

But: who, weal rebels, more advance her caufe. 

Whate'er of dunce in college or in town 

Sneers at another, in toupee or gown ; 

Whate’er of finingril no one clafs adinits, 

A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits, 
Nor abient they, no members of her ftate, . 

Who pay her homage in her fons, the great; 

Who, falfe to Phoebus, bow the knee to Baaly 

Or impious, preach his word without a call, 

Patrons, who fneak from living worth ro dead, 

Withhold the penfion, and fet up the head ; 

Or vet dull Flattery in the facred gown ; 

Or give from fool to fool the laurel crown. 

And (laft and worfe) with all the cant of wit. 

Without the foul, the mufes Hypocrit 
There mar.,'d the bard and blockhead fide 

fi 

Who rhym'd for hire, and pstroniz’d for pride. 

Narciffus, prais'd with all a parfon’s power, 

Look’d a white lily funk beneath a fhower. 

There mov’d Montalto with luperior air; 

His ftretch’d-out arm difplay'd a volume fair ; 














REMARKS, : 
Ver. 76 to rot. It ought to be obferved that 
here are three claffes in this affembly. The fir 
of men abfolutely and avowedly dull, who natug 
rally adhere to the goddefs, and are imaged‘ 
the fimile of the bees about their queen. ‘The fits 
cond involuntarily drawn to her, though not Cay 
ring to own her influence; from ver. 81 to Goan 
The third, of fuch as, though not members of hér 
ftate, yet advance her fervice by flattering Dulnefy, 
cultivating miftakea talents, patronifing vile ferih« 
blers, difcouraging liging merit, or fetting up for 
wits, and men of tafte in arts they underftand norg 
from ver. 91 to 123s 
: P ij 











‘Courtiers and patriots in two ranks divide, 
“Phrough both he pafs’d, and bow’d from fide to 
fide: . 


But as in graceful ade, with awful eye, 
Compos'd he ftaod, bold Benfon thrutt him by : 

+ On two unequal crutches propt he came, rrr 
Milton’s on this, on chat one Johniton’s name, 
*Phe decent knight retir’d with fober rage, 
Withdrew his hand, and clos'd the pompous page. 
But (happy for him as the times went then} 
“Appear'd Apollo's Mayor and Aldermen, 

@a whom three hundred gold-capt youthy await, 

"Pe lug the ponderous volume off in fate, 

When Wulnefs fmiling, “ Vhus revive the 
‘ wits! 
ve But murder firft, and mince them all to bits; 120 
& ka erft Medea (cruel, fo to fave!) 
2A new edition of old ABlon gave ; 
galet ftandard-authors, thus, ike trophies borne, 
“Appear more glorious, as more hack’d and torn. 
‘and you, my critics! in the chequer’d fhade, 
» Admire new light through holes yourfelves have 
: made. 
"2 © Beave not a foot of verfe, a foot of ftone, 
& Page, a Grave, that they can cali their own; 
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iy VARIATION, 
Co. Wer arg. 

“What! no refpedt, he cried, for Shakfpeare’s 
et page? 





REMARKS. 

Ver. 10?-—bow’d from fide to fide :} As being 
2 ef-no one party. 

ho Ver, a1. bold Benfon] This man endeavoured 
~ tosaife hitlelf to fame by erecting monuments, 
iking coins, fetting up hesds, and procuring 
trarfations, of Milton, and afterwards by as 
‘great a paffion for Arthur J -bnfion, a Scots Phy- 
‘fisian's Verfion of the Pfalms, of which he print- 
ed many fine editions. See nivre of him, Book 
Hi, ver, 325. 

Ver, “ary. ‘The decent knight] An eminent 
‘perfon who was about to publish a very pompous 
edition of a great author at his own expence. 

Ver,ins, &e.] Uhefe four 3 were printed in 
afeparate leaf by Mr. Pope in the Ini edition, 
which he himfclf gave, of che Dunciad, with di- 
rections to the printer, to prt this leaf into its 
“place as foon us Sir 'f'. H.’s Shakfpeare thould be 
“publithed. 
~ Ver. 119. Thus revive, &c ] The goddefs ap- 
“plands the practice of tacking the obfcure names of 
perfons not eminent in any branch of learning, to 
thofe of the moft ditinguifhed writers; either by 
printing editions of their works. with imp 
alterations of their text, as in she former inftarces; 
or by fetting up monuments Uifgraced with cheit 
own vile names and inJcriptions, as in the Jurter. 

Ver, 128. A Page, a Grave.] For whar lef than 
& grave can be granted to a dead author ? or what 
Iefa than a page cjn be allowed a living one | 

Ver. 328. A Pupe.] Pagina, not Pediflcequus, A 
page of a book, not a fervant, follower, or attend 

































THE WORKS OF POPE. 


But fpread, my fons, your glory thin or thick, 

On pafive paper, or on fuiid brick. 

So by each bard, an alderman fhall fit, 

A heavy lord thall hang at every wit, 

And while on Fane's triumphal car they ride, 

Some flave of mine be pinion’d to their fide.” 
Now crowds on crowds around the Goddefa 

prefs, p 

Each eager to prefent the firft addrefs. 

' Dance {corning dunce beholds the next advance, 

| But fop hows fop fuperior complaifance. 
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REMARKS, 

ant: no poet having had a page fince the death 
of Mr, Thomas Durfey. Scriec, 

Ver. 131. So by each Bard an Alderman, &c.] 
Vide the ‘Fombs of the Poets, Editio Weftmona- 
iterienfis, 

Ibid.—an Alderman fhall fit,] Alluding to the 
monwment erected for Butler by Alderman Barber. 

Ver 132. A heavy Lord fhall hang at every 
wit] How unnatural an image, and how ill fape 
ported | faith Ariftarches, Had it been, 


A heavy wit hall hang at every Lord, 


fomething mig it have been faid,in an age fodiftine 
guifhed for well-jndging patrons. For Lord, then, 
read Load ; that is, of debts here, aiid of commen- 
taries hereafer. To this purpofe, confpicuons is 
the cafe of the poor author of Hudibras, whole bo. 
dy, long fince weighed down to the grave, by a 
load of debts, has lately had a more unmercifal 
toad of commentaries laid upon his {pirit ; wherein 
the editor has atchieved more than Virgil him- 
felt, when he turned critic, could boaft of, which 
was orly, that he had picked gold out of another 
man’s dung ; whereas the editor has picked it out 
of his own, es Scriny, 

Ariflarchus thinks the common reading right : 
and that the author himfelf had been finiggling, 
an but juft thakcn off his load when he wrote the 
following epigram : 








“ My lord complains, that Pope, ftark mad with 
“ gardens, 

“ Has Jo;t three trees, the value of three farthings: 

“* But he’s my neighbour, cries the peer polite, 

And if he'll vilit me, I'll wave my right. 

What’? cn compulfion ? and againft my will, 

A lord’s acquaintance ? Let him file his bill.’? 


Ver. 137, 138. 


« 


Duuce feorning Dunce beholds the next advance, 
But Fop {hows Fop fuperior complaifance.} 


This is not to be afcribed fo much to the different 
manuers of a court and college, as to the different 
effects which a pretence to learning, and a pre- 
tence tu wit, have on blockheads. For us jedgment 
confitts in finding out the differences in things, and 
wit in finding out their likeneffes, fo the Dance 
is all difcord and diffenfion, and conttantly buficd 
in reproving, examining, confating, &e. while the 
Fop flourifhes in peace, wish fongs and hymns vf 
praife, addreffes, characters, epithalamiums, && 


THE DUNCIA®. 


= 
When lo! a fpedire refe, whofe index-hand 
Held forth by virtue of the dreadful wand ; 
His beaver'd brow a birchen garland wears, 
Dropping with infant’s blood. and mother’s tears. 
O'er every vein a thuddering horror runs; 
Baton and Witten fhake through all their fons. 
All fleth is humbled, Weltminfter’s bold race 
Shrink, and confets the Genius of the place: 
<The pale Boy-Senator yet tingling fants, 


140 





And golds his breeches clofe with hozh his hands, | 


‘Vien thas, fince man from beait by words is 
known, 349 

Words are man’s province, words we teach alone. 
Wen Reafon doubtful, like the Samian letter, 
Pours him two ways, the narrower is the better. 
Puc’ at the door of Learning, youth to guide, 
‘We never (uffer it ro thand too wide. 
"To alk, to onels, to know, as they commence, 
Ac faicy opens the quick fprings of fenfe, 
We ply the memory, we ford the brain, 
Blitd rebel Wu, and dob}: chain on chain, 
Confine the thought, to exercite the breath 5 
Ano keep them in the pale af words till death. 160 
Whanv'er the talents, er howe’er defign’d, 
W: hang one jingling padlock on the mind + 
A poct she firlt day, he dips his quill ; 
id what the laf? a very poet fill. 
y! the charnt works only in our wall, 
Loit, lot too foon in yonder houfe or hall. 
There truant Windham every mole gave o’er, 
"There Talbot funk, and was a wit no more ! 
How fweee an Ovid, Murray was our boaft ! 
How many martialy were in Pulteney loft ! 
Elfe fare fome bard, to our eternal praife, 
In twice ten thoufand rhyming nights and days, 
Had reach’ the work, the all that mortal can 5 
And South beheld that mafterpiece of man. 

Oh (cry'd the Goddefs) for fome pedant reign: 
Some yentle James, to blefs the lanc again ; 
To ftick the Dodtor’s chair into the throne, 
Give law to words, or war with words alone, 
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REMARKS. 

Ver. 14. the dreadful wand;]} A cane ufually 
borne by tchoolmafters, which drives the poor fouls. 
about like the watid of Mercury. Scrige. 

Ver. 151. bke the Samian letter,} The letter ¥ 
ufed by Pethagoras as an emblem of the different 
youds of virtue and vice. 


Er tibi quae Samios diduxit lisera ramos.” Perf. 


Ver. 174. that mafterpiece of man.] Viz. an 
epigram, ‘I'he famous Dr. South declared a per- 
fect epigram to be as ditlicule a performance as an 
epic poem. And the critics fay, An cpic poem 
the greateit work human nature is capable 
© of.” 

Ver. 176. Some gentle James, &c } Wilfon tells 
ws that this king, James the Firit, took upon him- 
telf ro teach the Latia tongue to Car, Earl of So- 
merfet ; and that Gondomar the Spanith Ambafia~ 

pe would {peak falfe Latin to bin, on purpole to 

give him the pleafure of correcting it, whereby he 
“wartougut hinuelf into his geod graces, 
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Senates and courts with Greck and Latin rule, = 

And turn the council to. a Grammar School! 18a 

For fore, if Dulnefs fees a grateful day, : 

Tis in the fade of arbitrary fway. 

O! if my fons may learn one earthly thing, 

“Peach but that one, fufficient fora king; 

fhat which my prietts, and mine alone, maintaim.. 

Which, as it dics, or lives, we fall, or reign: > 

May you, my Cem, and Ifis, preach it long, 

“ The Right Divine of Kings to govern wrong.” 
Pronypt at the call, around the Goddefs roll. :; 

Broad hats, and honds, and caps, a fable fhoal 9. 

Thick and more thick the black blockade extends 

A hundred head of Ariftotle’s friends. . 

Nor wert thou, Ifis wanting to the day, ‘ 

[ Though Chritt Church long kept prudifily aways 

iach ftaunch Pelemic, ftubborn.as a rock, 

Each fierce Logician, till exvelling Locke, 

Came whip and fpur, and-dafh’d through thimaifi 

thick 
On German Crouzaz, and Dutch Burgerfdyck. ; 
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REMARKS. ae 
This great prince was the firft who affumed th 
title of Sacred Majefty, which his loyal clergy 
transferred frem God to him. “ The principles 
« of paflive obedience and non-refitance (Jays the 
“ author of the Differtation on Parties, Letter 8.),. 
“ which before his time had fkulked perhaps ‘it 
“fome old homily, were talked, written, and 
« preached into vogue in that inglurious reign.” 

Ver. 194. Though Chri Church, &c.] This. 
line is doubtlefs fpurious, and foifted in by the 
impertinence of the editor; and accordingly we 
have put ie in between Hooks. For J affirm this 
college came as carly a3 any other, by its proper, 
deputies; nor did any college pay homage to 
Dulnets in its whole bedy. BENThe 

Ver. 196. ftill expelling Torce,] In the year 
1703 there was a meeting of *2e heads of the 
Univerfity of Oxford to cenfure Mr. Locke’s Efe 
fay on Human Under®anding, and to forbid thé 
reading of it. See his Letters on the laft edit. 

Ver. 198. On German Crouzaz, and Dutel 
Burgerfdyck | There feems to be an improhabi- 
lity that the Dogtors and Heads of Houfes should 
ride on horfeback, who of Jate days, being goaty" 
or unwieldy, have kept their coaches. But thefe 
ate horfes of great ftrength, and fit to carry any. 
weight, as their German and Dutch extraction 
may manifeft; and very famous we may con- 
clude, being honoured with names, as were the 
horfes Pegafus and Bucephalus, Scart. 

Though I have the greateft deference to ,the 
penetration of this eminent fcholiat, and ovpit 
own that nothing can be more natural than -hig¢ 
interpretation, or jufter than that rule ef criticiféfy 
which direéis us to kecp to the literal fenfe, whee 
no apparent abiurdity accompanies it (and {ure 
there is no abfurdity in fuppofing a Logician on 
horfeback), yet ftill | muft needs think the hack~ 
neys here celebrated were not real horfes, nor 
even Centaurs, which, for the fake of the Jearned 
Chiron, 1 fhould rather be inclined to think, HL 

Piy J 
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As many quit the flreams that: murniaring fall 
“Yo Jull the fons of Margaret and Clare-hall, aco j 
. Where Bentley late tempe%nous wout to fport 

In troubled waters, hut now flecps iu port. 
Befcre them march'd thet awful Ariflerch ; 
Plough'd was his front with many a decp remark, 
His het, which ocver veil’d to human pride, 
Waiker with reverence took, and laid atide. 
‘Lpw bow'd the ret: He, kingly, did but nod; 
Bo upright Quakers pleafe both man and God. 
“MMifrefs: difmifs that rabble from your throne: 
‘“Avaurt is Ariftarchus yet unknown? = 210 
The mighty Scholiut, whofe unweary"d pains 
Made Horace dull, and humbled Milton's ftrains, 
Turn it they will to verfe, their toil is vain, 
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Critics like me thall make it profe again. 





REMARKS, 
were forced to find them fuur legs, but downright 
plain men, though Jogicians ; ahd only thus me- 
tamorphofed by a rule of rhetoric, of which Car- 
.dinal Perron gives us an cxampie, where he calls 
Clavins, Un Efprit pefant, lourd, fans fuk 
ni geneillefle, un Grofs Cheval d’ Allemag: 
~ Here I profefs to go oppofite to the whole ftream 
of commentarors. I think the poet only aimed, 
though awkwardly, at an elegant Gracifm in this 
*eprefentation; for in that language the word 
wag {horfe was often prefixed to others, to de= 
shote greatnefs of ftrength , as irrordaatoy, iad. 
yprwaces, loro deabpav, and particularly INTIOPND.- 
MON, 4 great connoiffeur, which comes nearett to 
‘the cafe in hand, Sere. Marr. 
* “* Ver. 199. the ftreams} The river Cam, running 
py the walls of thefe colleges, which are particu~ 
arly famous for their fkill in difputation. 














THE WORKS OF POFE. 


» Roman and Greek grammarianua! know your 


better: 
Anthor or fomething yet more great than letter; 
tow'ring o'er your alphabet like Saul, 
ands our Digamma, and o’ertops them all, 
Lis true, on words is fti!l our whole debate, 
Difputes of Me or Te, or Aut or At, 
To Sound or fink in cano O or A, 
Or give up Cicero to C or K. 
Let friend affeét to fpeak a Terence fpokey 
And Alfcp never but like Horace joke : 
For me, what Virgil, Fliny may deny, 
Manifius or Solinus thall fupply 3 
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REMARKS. 

fhowing that profe it was, though afhamed of its 
original, and therefore to profe it fhould return. 
Indeed, much it is to be lamented that. Dulnefs 
doth not confine her critics to this ufeful tak; 
and commiflion them to difmounr what Arifte- 
phanes calls Papal’ iwarofduova, all profe on horfee 
back. Scripy. 

Ver. 216. Auzhor of fomething yet more great 
than Letter.) Alluding to. thofe grammarians, fuch 
as Palamedes and Simonides, who invented fingle 
letters. But Ariftarthus, who had found out a 
double one, was therefore worthy of double ho= 
nour. Script. 

Ver. 217, 218. While towering o'er your al- 
phabet, like Saul,—Stands our Digamma,} Alludes 
to the boafted reftoration of the ASulic Digamma, 
ia his long projected edition of Homer. He calls 
it fomething more than Letter, from the enormous 
figure itwoullmake among the otber letters, being 
one Gamma fet upon the fhoulders of another, 

Ver. 220. of Me or ‘Ve,} tt was a ferious dif. 
pute, about which the Jearned were much divided, 
and fome treatifes written: had it been about 





Ver 202. fleeps in Port.] viz. ‘ Now retired 

# into harbour, after the tempefts that had long 
agitated his faciety.”” So Scriblecus, But the 
Jearned Scipio Moffei ynderftands it of a certain 
wine called Part, fram Oporto, a city of Portugal, 
of which this profefior invit d him to drink abun- 
pantly. Scre Mare. De Compotationibus Aca- 
demicis. | And to the opinien of Maffei inclineth 
the fagacions Annotator on Dr. King’s * Advice 
* to Florace.”"| . 
Ver 210. Ariftarchus.] A famous Cy 
and Corrector of Homer, whole name has been 
frequently ufed to fiynily a complete critic. ‘The 
complinient paid by cur author to this eminent 
proteffor, in applying to bina {1 great a name, was 
the reafon that he hath omitted to comment on 
‘this part which contains his own praifes, We 
fall therefore fupply that lofs to our beft ability. 
7 Serra. 
Ver, 214. Critics like me—] Alluding to two 
“Famous cditions of Horace and Milton; whoic 
ticheft veins «! poetry he had predigally reduced 
to the pooreit and moft beggurly profe.—Verily 
the learned feholiat ts gricvoully miftaken.  Ari- 
“Rarchus is not boajting here of the wonders of his 
ate in annihilating the fublime; but of the ufeful- 












omentator 








Meum and ‘luum it couid not be more contefted, 
than whether at the end of the fir Ode of Ho. 
race, to read, Me ductarum htdere praemia fron. 
tium, or, Te doctaruim hedera.— By this the learns 
ed fcholiatt would feem to jatinuate that the dif. 
pute was not about Meum and Tuom, which is a 
miitake - for, as a venerable fage obferveth, Words 
are the counters of wifeinen, but the money of 
fools ; fo that we fee theiz property was indecd 
concerned, Scrinn. 

Ver. 222. Ov give up Cicero to C or KJ 
Crammatical dilputes about the manner of pro- 
nouncing Cicero’s name in Greek. It is a dif. 
pute whether in Latiu the name of Hermagoras 
fhould end in as or a. itilian quotes Ciccro 
as writing it Hermagora, which Bentley rejects, 
and fays Quintilian muft be miflaken, Cicero 
could not write it fo, and that in this cafe he 
would not believe Cicero himfelf. ‘Vhefe are his 
very words: Ego vero Ciceronem ita feripfiffe ne 
Ciceroni quidem afSrmanti crediderim—Epift, ad 
Mili. in fin. Frag. Menand. et Phil. : 

Ver. 223, 224, Freind—ANop] Dr. Robert 
freind, matter of Weftminfter-{chool, and canon 
of Chrift Church—-Dr. Anthony Alfop, a happy 
imitator of the Horatian Pyle. By 

















ik Of it, in redneing the turgid. to its proper 


ral, the weids “ toake it proig ugai” piainiy - 





Yer, 226. Manilivs and Sclinus] Some cr’ 





THE DUNCIAD. 


For Attic phrafe in Plato let them feek, 
Tpoach in Suidas for unlicens'd Greek. 
3n anctent fenfe if any needs will deal, 
Be fure | give them fragments, not a meal; 230 
‘What Gellius or Stobaus hafh'd before, — 
Or chew'd by blind old fcholiafts o'er and o'er, 
The critic ee, that microfcope of wit, 
Sees hairs and pores, examines bit by bit: 

*~How parts relate to parts, or they to whole; 
"She baily's harmony, the beaming foul, 
Are things which Kufter, Burman, Wafle thal fee, 
Whiea man’s whele frame is obvious to a flea. 

Ah, think not, miflrefs more true Dulnefs lies 

In Folly’a cap, than Wifdom’s grave difguiic. 240 
Lake buoys, that never fink into the flood, 
On Learning 4 furface we but fie and nud, 
"Phine is the genaine head of many a houfe, 
And much divinity without a Nis. 
Nor could a Barrow work on every block, 
Nor has ony Atterbury {poil’d the flock, 
See’ fill thy own, the heavy Canon roll, 
And metaphyfic {mokes involve the Pole. 
For thee we dim the gyes, and ftuff the head 
With all fuch reading as was never read : 
for thee explain a thing till all men doubt it, 
And write about it, Goddefs, and about it: 
So {pins the filk-worm {mall its fiender fore, 
And labours, till it clouds itfelf all o’er, 
What though we iet (ome better fort of fool 
'Thrid ev'ry science, run through every fchool ? 
Never by tumbler through the heops was fhown 
puch fkill in paffing all, and touching none. 
He may indeed \if fober all this time) 
Plague with Difpute, or perfecute with Rhyme. 
We only furnifh what he cannot ufe, 261 
Or wed to what he muft divorce, a mufe : 
Fall in the midft of Euclid dip at once, 
And petrify a Genius to a Dunce ¢ 
Or fei on metaphylic ground to prance, 
Show all his paces, not # ftep advance. 
With the fame cement, ever fure to bind, 
‘We bring to one dead Jevel every mind. 
‘Then take him to develope if you can, 
And hew the block off, and get cut the man. 270 | 


250 








REMARKS. 
having had it in their choice to comment either 
on Virgil or Manilus, Pliny or Solinus, have cho- | 
fen the worfe autbor, ibe more freely to difplay 
their critical capacity. 
Ver. 248, &c. Suidas, Gellius, Stobceus] The 
firit 4 Didionary writer, @ collector of impesti- 


nent fasts and barbarous werds ; the fecoud 2 mie | 


nure critic; the third an author, who gave his 
common-place buok to the public, where we hap- 
peu to find much mince-meat of old books. 

Ver. 24§, 246. Barrow, Atterbury] Ifaac Bar- 


row, Mafter of Trinity, Francis Atterbury, Dean | 


of Chrift Chureh, both great geniufes and clo- 


ag 


But wherefore wale I words? | fedadiptice 
Wh-re, Pupil, and lac’d Governor, fron, FFgnee. 
Waller | our hat—nor more he deign'd tof ~ 
Bur, flern as Ajax’ [peétre, ftrode away.” 

In flow’d at once a gay embroider’d race, 
And tittering pufh'd the petants off the place't” , 
Some would have fpoken, but the voice waa 

drown'’d 

By the French horn, or by the opening hound, 
‘The firft came forwards, with as cafy mien, 
As if he faw St, James’s and the Queen. 
When thus th’ attendant orator begun, 
Receive, great Emprefs! thy accomplifh’d Son: 
‘Thine from the birth, and iaered from the rod, 
‘A dauntiefs infant! never fear'd with God. 
‘The fire faw one by one, his virtues wake + 
‘Vhe mother begg’d the bleffing of a rake. 
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REMARKS. 

Ver. 272. lac’d Governor] Why lac’d? Becaufé: 
gold and filver are neceflary trimming to denote’ 
the drefs of a perfon of rank, and the Governor. 
mutt be fuppofed fo in foreign countries, to be ad’ 
mitted into courts and other places of fair recep=: 
tion. But hew comes Ariftarchus to know at 
fight that this Governor came from France ?. 
Kuow? Why, by the laced coat. ScksBby 

Ibid. Whore, Pupil, and lac’d Governor} Some: 
critics have objected to the order here, being 
opinion that the Governor fhould have the precax: 
dence before the Whore, if not before the Pop 
But were he fo placed, it might be thought to inv. 
finuate that the Governor led the Pupil to the 
Whore ; and were the Pupil placed firft, he might. 
be fuppoted to lead the Governor to her. Bact 
our inmpartial poet, as he is drawing their picture; 
repretents them in the order in which they are~ 
gencrally feen ; na:vely, the Pupil between “the 
Whore and the Governor; but placeth the Whore 
firft, as fhe ufually governs both the other.” 

Ver. 280. As if he faw St. James's] Refle@ing 
on the difrefpcétful and indecent behaviour of fe 
veral forward young perfons in the prefence, fa’ 
offenfive to all ferious men, and to none more thas 
the gcud Scriblerus. 28 

Ver. 235, th’ attendant orator} The Goyernog, 
above-faid. “Fhe poet gives him no particudei® 
name ; being unwilling, | prefume, to offend or ta 
do injuttice to any, by celebrating one only with 
whom this charaéter agrees, in preference to {@ 
many who fo equally deferve it. Sckisis 

Ver. 284. A dauntlefs infant" never fear'd with” 
God] i.e. Brought up in the enlarged principles” 
of modern cducation ; whofe great point is, to” 
keep the infant mind free from the prejudices of 
opinion, and the growing fpirit uobroken by ter= 
| rifying names. Amongit the happy confeqnenicey 
of this reformed difcipline, it is not the leaft, thi 
we have never afterwards any occafion for thé 
prictt, whofe trade, as a modern wit informs us, is 












qucut preachers; ene niore converfant in the fub- 
lane geometry, the other in claflical learning ; but 
who vjually made it their care to advance the 
pelige arte in their feveral focietics. 


only to finifh wl the nurfe began. Scritxe 
| Ver, 286.—the bleffing of a rake.] Scriblerus is 
; here much at a leis to find out what this blefing 
| Meaid be. He is formctimes tempted to imagiay 

P ill es 





Thou gav'ft that ripenefs, which fo foon began, 
And ceas'd fo foon, he ne’er was boy, nor man. 
“Through fchool and college, thy kind cloud o’ercat, 
SBafe and unfeen the young Aineas pat: 290 
‘Thence burfting glorious, all at once lee dawn, 
Stunn’d with his giddy larum half the town, 
Intrepid then, o’er feas and lands he dlew : 
Europe he faw, and Europe faw him too. 
‘There all thy gifts aud graces we difplay, 
Thou, only thou, dire@ing ail our way : 

‘To where the Seine, obfequious as the runs, 
Pours at great Bourbon’s feet her filken fons ; 
Or Tyber, now no lenger Roman, rolls, 

‘Vain of Italian arts, Italian fouls : 

‘To happy convents, bofora’dl dcep in vines, 
“Where Qlumber abbots, purple as their wines + 
‘To ifles of fragrance, lily.filver'd vales, 
Diffofing langoer in the panting gales: 

Fo lamas of finging, of of d cing ilaves, [waves, 
Love-whifperiny woods, and  hiterefounding 
But chict her thrine where naked Venus keeps, 
And Copids ride the lion of the deops, 

Where, cas’d of fleets, the Adrictic niain 3c9 
eWafts the fmooth eunuch and eramour'd fwain. 
‘Led by my hand. he funter’d Barope round, 
And pather'd ov ii nd; 
Baw every court, 
His royal ¢ pe : 
The Ruws and p slave equally explor'd, 
Astrigned with glory, and with spirit whor'd ; 
Dey'd all hore daueres, all Fiyucurs defind, 
Jedicious dranic, and greatly-daring din’d ; 
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ae REMARKS. 

de might be the marrying a great fortune, but 
this, again, for the val ty of it, he rejeds, ag 
fomathing uncommon feened to be prayed for, 
“And a‘ter many ttrange conceits, not at all te the 
Ronour of the fair fer, he at lengch reits in this, 
that ic was, that her fon inight pals Jor « wits in 
which opinion he fortifies himfelé by ver. 376, 
ree the orator, fpeaking of his pupil, fays, that 
ic 








3 Intrigued with glory, and with fpirit whor’d, 
Pwhich feems to infinuate that her prayer was 
heard. Here the good feholiaft, as indeed, every 
Achere elfe, lays open the very foal of modern 
veritictim, while he makes his own ignorance of a 
Poetical expreflion hold open the dvor to much 
tradition and learned conjecture : the blelling of 
ifyt © more than that he right be 
a for the thingy infelf, 
a@common figure. The carelul mother only with. 
ed her fon might be a rake, as well knowing that 
‘Ses attendant bleh: zs would follow of courte. 
+ Mer. 307. But chicf, &<.] Thefe two lines, in 
Sheir force of imagery and colouzing, emulzte and 
equal the pencil of Ruber 
Ver. 308. And Ctipids side the lion of the 
deeps.] “Phe winged lion, theaum: of Venice. 
This republic heretofore the mott conficerable in 
Rurope, for her naval force, and the extent of her 
f#ommerce, new iluftrious for her carnivals. 





























THE WORKS OF POPE. 


Dropt the dull lumber of the Latin tore, $19 


‘Spoil'd his own language, and acquir’d no more ; 


All claffic learning Joft on claffic ground ; 
And laf turn’d air, the echo of a found ; 
See now, half cur'd, and perfeétly weil-bred, 
With nothing but a folo in his head ; 
As much eftate, and principle, and wit, ._, 
As Janfcn, Fleetwood, Cibber, thal} chink ft s 
Sto}’n from a duel, follow'd by a nun, 
And, if a borough choofe him, nut undone!” 
See, to my country happy { reftore 
This glorious youth, and add one Venus more 
Her too receive (for her my foul adores), 
So may the fons of fons of fons of whores 
Prop thine, Q emprefs: like each neighbour throne, 
And make a long pofterity thy own, 
Pleas’d, fhe accepts the hero and the dame, 
Wraps in her veil, and frees from fenfe or fhame. , 
Then took'd, and faw a lazy, loliing fort, 
Unfeen at church, at fenate, or at court, 
Of ever-_liftlefs loiterers, that attend 
No caufe, no truft, no duty, and no friend. 340 
Thee too, my Paridel! the mark'd thee there, © 
Stretch’d, on the rack of a too ealy-chair, 
And heard thy everlatting yawn confefa 
‘Vhe pains and penalties of idlencfs. 
She pity'd! but her pity only thed 
Benigner influence on thy nodding head. 
But Annius, crafty feer, with ebon wand, 
And well-diffembled emerald on his hand, 


——_—_ 
REMARKS, 

Ver. 318. Greatly-daring din’d.] It being ine 
deed no mall rikk to eat through thofe extraors 
dinary compofitions, whofe difguifed ingredients 
are generally unknown to the gucits, and highly 
inflammatory and unwholefome. 

Ver. 374. With nothing but a folo in his head 7 
With nothing but a folo? Why, if it be a folo, how 
fhould there be any thing elfe? Palpable teutolo. 
gy! Read boldly an opera, which is enough of 
confcience for fuch a head as has loft all its Latin, 

Bent, 

Ver. 326. Janfen, Fleetwood, Cibber.] Three 
very cmivent pertons, all managers of plays; who, 
though not governors by profellion, had, each in 
his way, concerned themfelves in the education of 
youth; and regulated their wits, their morals, or 
their finances, at that period of their age which 
is che moft important, their entrance into the po- 
lite world. Of the lat of thefe, and his talents fur 
this end, fee Book i. ver, 199, &e. 

Ver. 331, Hee too receive, &c.] This confirms 
what the learned Scriblerus advanced in his note 
on ver. 27%, that the Governor, as well as the Pu. 
pil, had a particular inrereft in this lady. 

Ver. 341. Thee too, my Paridel !] ‘The poet 
fecms to Speak of this young gentleman with greag 
affection. ° The name ia taken from Spenfer, who 
gives it to a wandering courtly “quire, that tras 
velled about for zhe fame reafon for which many 
Young ‘{quires are now fond of travelling, and 
efpecially to Paris. 

Ver. 34). Annias.}] The name taken from An: 
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THE DUNCIAD. 


Falfe as his gems, and canker'd as his coins, 
Came, cramm’d with capon, from where Pollio 
dines, 349 

Soft, as the wily fox is feen to creep, 

Where bafk on funny banks the-fimple theep, 

Walk round and. round, now prying here, now 

, there, 

So he; but pious, whifper'd firit his prayer. 
Grant, gracious goddefs! grant me flill to cheat, 

O may thy cloud ftill eover the deceit ! 

"Thy choicer mifts on this aff:mbly thed, 

But pour them thickeit on the noble head, 

So thall each youth, affited by our eyes, 

See other Ciefars, other Homers rife; 360 

Through twilight ages hunt th’ Athenian fowl, 

Which Chalcis gods, and mortals call an owl, 

Now fe a\ttys, now a Cecrops clear, 

Nay, Mahomet! the pigeon at thine ear; 

Be rich in arcicut brafs, though not in gold, 

-p his lares, though his houfe be fold ; 

To headlefs Phacbe his fair bride pofipone, 

Honour a Syrian prince above his own 5 

Lord of an Otho, if | vouch it true; 

Bleft in one Niger, till he knows of two. $70 
Mummius o’erheard him; Mummius, fool-re- 

nown’d, 
Wha like his Cheops flinks abave the ground, 

















REMARKS, 


nins, the monk of Viterbo, famous for many im= 
pofitions and forgeries of ancient manufcripts and 
infcriptions, which he was prompted to by mere 
vanity; but our Annius had a more fubftantial 
motive, 

Ver. 363. Attys and Cecrops.] The firft king of 
Athens, of whom it is hard to fuppofe any coins 
are extant; but nat fo improbable as what follows, 
that there fhould be any of Mahomet, who forbad 
all images; and the ftory of whofe pigeon was a 
monkith fable. Neverthelefs one of thefe Anni- 
ufes made a counterfeic medal of that impaftor, 
now in the collection of a learned nobleman, 

Ver. 371, Mummius.] Chis name is not merely 
an allution to the Mummiina he was fo fond of, 
but probably referred to the Roman general of 
that name, who burned Corinth, and committed 
the curious flatutes to the captain of a fhip, affur- 
ing him, “that if any were loft or broken, he 
« fhould procure others to be made in their ftead;”* 
hy which it fhould feem (whatever may be pre- 
tended) that Mummius was no virtuofo. 

Ibid. —Fool-renown’d.] A compound epithet 
in the Greek manner, renown’d by fools, or re- 
nowned for making fools, 

Ver. 372. Cheops.} A king of Egypt, whofe bo- 
dy was certainly to be known, as being buried alone 
in his pyramid, and is therefore more genuine than 
any of the Cleopatras. This royal mummy, being 
ftolen by a wild Arab, was purchafed by the Con- 
ful of Alexandria, and tranfmitted to the mufeum 
of Mummins; for proof of which, he brings a paf- 
sage in Sandys's Travels, where that accurate and 

_ learned voyager affures us, that he faw the fepul- 
“ghye empty ; which agrees cxadtly (faith he) with 





Fierce as a ftartled adder, fwell'd, and faid, : 
Rattling an ancient fiftrum at his head: 


Speak’ft thou of Syrian princes? traitor biel: 


' Mine, Goddefs! mine is al] the horned race. 


True, he had wit, to make their value rife; 
From foolifh Greeks to fteal them, was as wife # 
More glorious yet, from barbarous hands to kee] 
When Sallce rovers chas'd him on the deep. 3} 
‘Then taught by Hermes, and divinely bold, 
Down his own threat he rifqu’d the Grecian goldy 
Receiv'd each demi-god, with pious care, 
Deep in his entraits—{ rever’d them there, 
1 bought them, fhrouded in that living fhrine, 
And, at their fecond birth, they iffue mine. 
Witnels great Ammon ! by whofe horns f fworts 
(Reply’d foft Annius) this our paunch before 
Still bears them, faithful ; and that thus f eat, 
Is to refund the medals with the meat. 39m 
To prove me, goddefs! clear of all defign, 
Bid me with Pollio fap, as well as dine: 
There all the Iearn'd fhall at the labour ftand, 
And Douglas lend his feft obftetric hand. 
The Goddefs fmiling feem’d to give confent 
So back to Poilio, hand in hand, they went, 








REMARKS. 


omits to obferve, that Herodotus tells the 
thing of it in his time. t 

Ver. 375. Speak’ft thou of Syrian princes? &¢ 
The ftrange ftory following, which may be tal 
for a fiction of the poct, is jaftified by a true rela: 
tion in Spon’s Voyages. Vailiant (who wrote th 
Hiftory of the Syrian Kings, as it. is to be féung 
on medals) coming from the Levant, where he hag 
been collecting various coins ; and being purfu 
by a Corfair of Sallee, fwallowed down twengy 
gold medals. A fudden Bourafque freed him trata, 
the rover; and he got to land with them in hig 
belly. On his road to Avignon, he met two phys 
ficians, of whom he demanded affiftance. One agp 
vifed purgations, the other vomits. In this uncgg 
tainty he took neither, but purfued his way woth 
ons, where he found his ancient friend, the famaya 
phyfician and antiquary Dufour, to‘whom h 
Jated his adventure. Dufour, without ftaying: tq 
inquire about the uncafy fymptoms of the bur 
he carried, firft afked him, whether the 1 
were of the higher empire? He affured him they 
werc. Dufour was ravithed with the hope of pof 
feffing fo rare a treafure; he bargained with hig 
on the fpot for the moft curious of them, and wal 
to recover them at his own expence, 

Ver. 387, Witnefs great Ammon |] Jupiter Agi 
mon is called to witnefs, as the father of Al 
der, to whom thofe kings fucceeded in the dé 
of the Macedonian empire, and whofe horns they 
were on their medals, 

Ver. 394. Douglafs.} A phyfician of great learn. 
ing and no Iefs tafte; above all, curious in what 
related to Horace, of whom he collected everg 
edition, tranflation, and comment, to the nunts@ 
of fevera] hundred volumes. 


the time of the theft above mentioned. But a 


5 THE WORK 
. . Then thick as locuits blackening all the ground, 
A tribe, with weeds anJ thelis fantafiic crown'd, 
‘Bach with fome wond’rous gift approach’d the 

power, 
A neft, a toad, a fungus, or a flower. 
Bu: far the foremott, two, with carne zeal, 
And afpect ardent, to the throne appeal. 
~The firft thus pen’d: Hear thy fuppliant’s call, | 
(Great queen, and c: mmon mother of us all { i 
- Fair from its humble bed | rear’d this fawer, H 
Buckled and cheer’d with air, and fan, and fhower : 
Hofe on the paper ruff its leaves | {pread, 
Beight with the gilded button tipe its head. 
‘Then thron’d in glafe, and nan."d it Caroline 409 
Each maidcried, Charming and eachyouth Diviae: 
‘Did nature's pencil ever blend fuch rays, 
Such varied light in one promifcuous blaze! 
w proftrate! dead behold that Carolin 
(No maid cries, Charming ! and no youth, Divine ! 
And lo the wretch! whofe vile, whofe infeet luk j 
Lay’d this pay daughter of the fpring in dutt.- 
Oh, punith him, or to th’ klyfian thades 
Difmiss my foul, where no carnation fades | 
He ceas’d, and wept. With innocence of mien 
‘Th’ accus'd flood forth, and thus addrefs'd the | 
queen : 430 
Of all th’ eramell’d race, whofe filvery wing 
‘Waves to the tepid zephyrs of the fpring, 
Or fwime slong the fluid atmofphere, 
rice brighteft thin’d this child of heat and air. 
Ffaw, and farted from its vernal bower 
‘The rifing game, and chas’d from flower to flower. 
¥t fled, I follow’d ; now in hope, now pain ; 
Ie topt, I ftop’d, it mov'd, | mov'd again. 
At lait it fizt, ewas on what plane it pl 
And where it fixt, the beauteous bird (feiz’d : 
Rofe or carnation was below my care; 
I meddle Goddefs ; only in my fphere. 
‘ Tell the naked fad without difguife, 
» And, to excufe it, need but thow the prize; 
. Whole tpoils this paper offers to your eye, 
Fair ev'n in death! this peerlefs butterfly. 
My fons! (the anfwer'd) both have done your 
- parts: 
Live happy both, and long promote our arts. 
’ But hear a mother, when fhe recommends 
| Yo your fraternal care onr fleeping fiends. 440 
The common foul, of Heaven’s more frugal make, 
Serves but to keep fools pert, and knaves awake; 
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, VARIATIONS, 

Wer. 44t. The common foul, &c.} In the firkt { 
edit. thus : 

Of fouls the greater part, heaven’s common make, 
“Sérve but to kéep fools pert, and knaves awake; | 
Mod mot bute find that centinel of God, 
A drowfy watchman in the lund of Ned. 


REMARS. 

Ver 409. And nam‘d it Caroline:] ft is a com- 
pliment which the florifts ufually pay to princes 
and great perions, to give their names to the moft 
ciitidus flowers of their raifing : Some have been 








yizy jeaios of vindicating this honour ; bue nene 


SOF POPE. 


A drowfy warchman, that jut gives a knoc 
And breaks our reft, to tell us what’sa clock. 
Yet by fome objeg every brain is ftire'd 5 
The duil may waken to a humming-hird 3 
The moft reclufe, difcreetly open’d, find 


. Congenial matter in the cockle Lind; 


The mind in metaphyfics at a Jofs, 
May wander in 2 wiidernefs of mofs; 


v 450 
The head that turns at fuperlunar things, 


| Pois'd with a tail, may fteewon Willuns’ wipgs. 


O, would tne fons of men once think their eyes 
And reafon giv’n them but to ftudy Mics! 
See nature in fome partial narrow shape, 
And let the author of the whole efcape; 
Learn but to ‘rifle; or who muft obferve, 
To wonder at their Maker, not to ferve. 

Be that my taik (replies a gloomy clerk, 
Sworn foe to My2ery, yet divinely dark; 
Whole pious hope afpires to fee the day 
When morai evidence thall quite decay, 
And damns implicit faith, and holy ties, 
Prompt to impofe, and fond to dogmatife :) 
Let others creep by timid fteps, and flow, 
On plain Experience lay foundatipns low, 
By common fenfe to common knowledge bred, 
And laft, to nature’s caufe through nature led. 
All-feeing in thy mifts, we want no guide, 
Mother of Arrogance, and fource of Pride ! 
We nobly take the high priori road, 

And reafon downward, till we doubt of God: 
Make nature fti!] encroach upon his plan; 
And fhove him off as far as e’er we can: 
Thruft fome mechanic canfe into his place, 
Or bind in matter, or diffufe in fpace. 

Or, at one bound o’erleaping all his laws, 
Make God man's image, man the final cavfe, 
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tree cece, 


REMARKS, 


more than that ambitious gardener at Hammer. 
fmith, who caufed his favourite to be painted on 
his fign, with this infcription, “ ‘This is my Queen 
“ Caroline.” 

Ver. 452. Wilkins’ wings.] One of the firft pro~ 
jedtors of the Royal Society, who, among many 
enlarged and uleful notions, entertained the ex- 
trayagest hope of a poffibility to fly to the moon 5 
which kas put fome volatile geniufes upon making 
wings for that purpofe. 

Ver. 462. When moral evidence fhall quite de- 
cay.] Alluding to a ridiculous and abfurd way of 
fome raathematicians, in calculating the graduak 
decay of moral evidence hy mathematical propor. 
tions: uccording to which calculation, in about 
fifty years it will be no longer probable that Juli- 
us Cafar was in Gaul, or died in the fenate-houfe. 
See Craig's Theologia Chriftiane Principia Ma~ 
thematica. But as it feems evident, that fa@e of 
a thoufand years «ld, for inftance, are now as pro- 
bable as they were five hundred years ag8; it is 
plain, that if in fifty more they quite difappear, it 
muft be owing, not to their arguments, but to thi 
extraordinary power of our goddefs ; for whole 
help, thersiore, they have reafon to pray. 
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Find Virtue local, alf relation fearn, 
Bee all-in felf, and but for felf be born: 
Of nought fo certain as our reafon ftill, 
Of nought fo doubtful as of foul and will. 
Or hide the God ftill more ! and make us fee 
Such as Lucretius-drew, a God like thee: 
Wrapt uf in felf, a God without a thought, 
Regardiels of our merit or default. 
~ Or that bright image to our fancy draw, 
“WhicheTheocles in raptur'd vifion faw, 
‘Wild through poetic-fcenes the Genius roves, 
Qr wanders wild in academic groves ; 
‘That Nature our fociety adores, 
‘Where Tindal dictates, and Silenus fnores: 
Roys'd at his name, up rofe the bowly fire, - 
And hook from out his pipe the feeds of fire; 
Then fnap'd his box, and ftrok’d his belly down, 
Rofy and reverend, though without a gown. ' 
Bland and familiar to the throne he came, 
Led up the youth, and calf’d the goddefs dame. 
Then thus : From prieftcrafe happily fet free, 
Lo! every finifh’d fon returns to thee + 
Firft flave to words, then vaffal to a name, ~ 
Thea dupe to pugty; child and man the fame ; 
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F REMARKS. a 

‘Ver. 492. Where Tindal di@ates, and Silenus 
for] ‘It cannot be denied but that this fine 
roke of fatire againft atheifm was well intended. 
But how muft the reader {mile at our author’s of- 
ficious zeal, when he is told, that at the’time this 
_was written, you might as foon have found a wolf 
“im England asan atheift? ‘The truth is, the whole 
Species was exterminated. ‘There is a trifling dif. 
ference, indeed, concerning the author of the At- 
chievement. Some, as Dr. Athenhurft, gave it to 
Bentley’s Boylean Le@tures. And he fo well con- 
vinced that great man of the truth, that whatever 
- afterwards he found atheift, he always read it A 
Theitk, But, in {pite of a clajm fo well made out, 
others ‘gave the honour of this exploit to a latter 
“Boylean lecturer. A judicious apologift for Dr. 
Clarke, againft Mr. Whitton, fays, with no lefs 
elegance than pofitivenefs pf ezpreffion, it isa moft 
éertain truth, that the demonfiration of the being 
and attributes of God, has extirpated and banifhed 
atheifm out of the Chriftian world, p. 18. It is 
much to be lamented, that the cleareft truths have 
ftill their dark fide. Here we fee it becomes a 
doubt which af the two Herculefes was the mou- 
fer queller. But what of that? Since the thing 
is done, and the proof of it fo certain, there is no 
gccafion for fp nice. acanvalling of ciscamftances. 
z Seriat, 
Thid. Silenus.] Silenus was an Epicurean philofo- 
pher, as appears from Virgil, Ecl. vi. where he 
fings the principles of that philofophy in his drink. 
Ver. sox. Firft flave to words, &c.] A recapi- 
tulation of the whole courfe of modern education 
defcribed in this book, which confines youth to the 
findy of words only in {chools; fubjeéts them to 
he authority of fyftems in the univerfities ; and 
eludes them with the names of party-diltinctions 
~do. the.world. All equally concurring te narrow 
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Bounded by Natire, narrow'd Mill by “Art, - 
A trifling head, and 2 contracted heart. 
‘Thus bred, thus taught, how many have! feen, ~ 
Smiling on all, and fmil’d on by a queen! 
Mark’d out for honour, honour’d for their birth, 
To thee the moft rebellious things on earth: = * 
Now to thy gentle fhadow all are fhrunk, 
All melted down in penfion, or in punk! 
So K *, foB**, {neak'd into the grave, 
A monarch's half, and half a harlot’s flave. 
Poor W"* #, nipt in Folly’s broadeft bloom, . 
Who praifes now ? his chaplain on his tomb. 
Then take them all, oh take them to thy breaft$ * 
Thy Magus, goddefs: hall perform the reft. 
With that a Wizard old his cup extends; 
Which whofo taftes, forgets his former fricnds, 
Sire, anceftors, himfelf. One cafts his eyes . 
Up toa ftar, and like Endymion dies ; say 
A feather, fhooting from another’s head, ~ 
Extraéts his brain ; and principle is fled ; 
Loft is his God, his country, every thing 3 
And nothing left but homage to a king! 
The vulgas herd turn off to roll with hogs, 
To ron weigh horfes, or to hunt with dogs; 
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* REMARKS. : 
the underftanding, and eftablith flavery and errer 
in literature, philofophy, and politics, THe whole 
finifhed in modern free-thinking : the completion 
of whatever is vain, wrong, and deflructive to the 
happinefs of mankind ; as it eftablithcs {clf-love for 
the fole principle of a@ion. 

Ver. 506. fmil’d on by a queen!] i.e. This 
queen or goddefs of Dulnefs. 2” . 

Ver. 517. With that a wizard old, &c.] Here 
beginneth the celebration of the Greater Myj- 
series of the goddefs, which the poet, in his invo~ 
cation, ver. 5. promifed to fing. F 

Ver. 518. —fargets his former friends,} Surely 
there little needed the force oF charms or magic 
to fet afide an_ufelefe friendfhip. For of all the 
accommodations of fafhionable life, as there are 
none more reputable, fo there are none of fo lit~ 
tle charge as friendfhip. - St fills up the void of life 
with aname of dignity and refpect; and at the 
fame time is ready to give place to every pailion 
that offers to difpute poffeflion with it, 7 

Sense. 

‘Ver. 523,524, Loft is his God, his country— 
And nothing left but homage to a king :] So 
ftrange as this may feem to a mere Englifh read- 
er, the famous Monf. de la Brnyere declares itto 
be the character of every good fubject in a Me 
narchy: “ Where (fays he) there is no fuch thing 
“ as love ofour country, the intereft, the glory, 
“ and fervice of the prince, fupply its place.” De 
la Republique, chap. X+ ak 

Of this duty another celebrated French author 
fpeaks indeed a little more difrefpe&tfully ; which 
for that reafon, we thail not tranflate, but give 
in his own words, “ L'Amour de la Patrie, Ie 
© grand motif des prémiers Heros, n‘eft plus re- 
« gardé que comme une Chimetre; lidée du Ser 
« vice“du Roi, etendiie julqw’ AVoubhi de tour 
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But fad example! never to efcape 
Their infamy, ftill keep the human fhape. 
But the, good gocdefs, fent to every child 
Firm Impudence, or Stupefadtion mild ; 
‘And frait fuecceded, leaving fhame no room, 
Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian glcont. 
Kind Self.conceit to fome her glals applies, 
Which no one looks in with another's eyes; 
Bot as the flatterer or dependent paint, 
Beholds himfelf a patriot, chief, or faint. 
On others intereft her gay livery flings, 
Intereft, that waves on party-colour’d wings? 
‘'Yurn’d to the fun, the ca(ts a thoufand dyes, 
And, as the turns, the colours fall or rife. 
Others the fyren-fiters warble round, 
And empty heads confole with empty found. 
No more, alas’ the voice uf Fame they hear, 
The balm of Dulnefs trickling in their ear. 
Great C+? ,H**, PPR ee, Ke, 
‘Why all your toils? your fons have learn’d to 
fing. 
How aiick Ambition haftes-to ridicule! 
"Lhe fire is made a peer, the fon a foole 
On fome, a prick fuccinét in amice, 
Attends; all fleth is nothing in his fight! 
Beeves, at his touch, at once to jelly turn, 
And the hug boar is fhrunk into an urn: 
“Lhe board with fpecious miracles he loads, 
‘Karns hares to larks, and pigeons into toads, 
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REMARKS. 
autre Principe, tient lieu de ce qu’on appelloit 
* autrefois Grandeur d’Ame et Fidelité.” Boulain- 
willicrs Jrift. des Anciens Parlements de France, &¢. 
Ver. 528. ftill keepthe human thepe.] The ef- 
fcats of the Magus's Cup, by which is allegorifed 
a total corruption of heart, ate juft contrary to 
that of Circe, which only reprefents the fudden 
plunging into pleafures. Her’s, therefore, took 
away the fhape, and left the human mind; his 
takes away che mind, and leaves the human fhape. 
Ver. ag. But the, good goddefs, &c,] The on- 
Jy comfurt people can receive, muft be owing in 
fome thape or other to Dulnefs; which makes 
fome tepid, others impudent, gives felf-conceit to 
fome, upon the Gatterics of their dependents, pre- 
fents the falfe colours of intere& to others, and 
bates or amufes the reft with idle pleaiures or 
fenfuality, till they become eafy under any infa- 
Each of which fpecies is here thadowed un- 


my. 
der allegorical perfons, 

Ver. 532. Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian 
Jia She communicates to them of her 
virtue, or of her royal colleagues. The Cib- 
berian forehead being to fic them for felf-conceit, 
felf-intercft, &c. and the Cimmerian gloom, for 
the pleafures of opera, and the table. ScriBy. 

Ver. 553. Uhe board with fpecious miracles he 
Joade, &c.] Seriblerus feems at a lofs in this place, 
Speciofa miraculu (fays he) according to Horace, 
‘where the monflrous fables of the Cyclops, L- 
ftrygons, Scylla, &c. . What relation have thefe 
to transformation of bares into larks, or of pi- 


geome into toads? I ihall tell thes. Fhe Lal. 
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Another (for in all what one ean fhine ?) - 
Explains the feve and verdeur of the vine. 
What cannot copious facrifice atone ? 

Thy treufles, Perigord: thy hams, Bayonne? 
With French libation, and ftalian ftrain, 

‘Wath Bladen white. and expiate Hay’s ftain. 560 
Knight sites the head; for what are chowds un. 


Cy 

To three cffential partridges in one? BG 
Gone every blufh, and filear all reproach, .. 
Contending princes mount them in their coach. 

Next, bidding all draw near on bended knees, 
The quecn confers her titles and degrees. 
Her children firt of more diftinguith'd fort, 
Who ftudy Shak{pearg at the inus of court, 


Ce 
REMARKS. ‘ 
trygons fpitted men upon fpears, as we do larke 
upon fkewers; and the fair pigeon turned toa 
toad, is fimilar to the fair virgin Scylla ending im ~ 
a filthy beaft. Bot here is the difficulty, why pi- - 
eons in fo fhocking a fhape thagld be brough: ta 
atable, Hares indeed might b€ cut into larks at 
a fecond dreffing, out of frugality: Yet that feems 
no probable motive, when we confider the extra. 
vagance before mentioned. of diffolving whole ox- 
en and bears into a fall vial of jelly; nay, it ia 
exprelsly faid, that all fleth is nothing in his fight. 
Ihave fearched Apicius, Pliny, and the featt of , 
Trimalchio, in vain; I can only refolve it into | 
fome myfterious fuperftitious rite, as‘it is faid to 
he done by a prieft, a: d foon after called a facri- 
fice, attended (a8 all ancient facrifices were) with 
libation and fong. . Sceis. 

This good fcholiaft, not being acquainted with 
modern luxury, was ignorant that thefe were on- 
fy the miracles of French cookery, and that parti« 
one. “ Pigeons en crapeau’”” were a common 

ith. 

Ver. 556. feve and verdeur] French terms re. 
lating to wines, which fignify their flavour and 
poignancy. 

‘ 


* Et je gagerois que chez le commandeur 
“ Vilandri priferoir fa Seve et fa Verdeur.”” 
Defpreaue. 


St. Evremont hasa very pathetic letter toa nobles 
man in difgrace, advifing him to feek comfort ia 
a gond table, and particularly to be attentive te 
thefe qualities in his Champaigne. 

Ver. 560. Bladen—Hays} Names of gametters, 
Bladen isa black man. Robert Knight, cathier 
of the Scuth Sea Company, who fled from Eng- 
land in 1720 (afterwards pardoned in 1742). 
Thefe lived with the utmoft magnificence at Pa~ 
ris, and kept open talles, frequented by perfons 
of the firfjquality of E:.gland, and even by princes 
of the blood of France. eG : 

Ibid. Bladen, &c.] The former note of * Bladen 
* is ablack man,” is very abfurd. The manulcript 
here is partly obliterated, and doubticfs could 
only have been, Wath blackmoors white, alin 
ing to @ known proverb. Scaisz. 
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teapate a glow-worm, or Vertu profefs, _ 
Shine in the dignity of B.R. 3. 

Some, dep free-mafons, join the filent race 
Worthy to Gill Pythagoras’s place 

Som: botani'ts, or Horas at the lealt, + 
Or iffue members of as annual foalt. 

Nor pall the mcavett uaregarded, one 
Rofe a Gregorian, one a Gormogon, | 
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: REMARKS. 
Wer. 567. Herchidren frit of more diftinguifh'd 
fort, {cour} 


Who ftudy Shak{peare at the inns of 


Tl would that fcholiat difcharge his duty, ‘who 
fivuld negleé to honour thofe whom Duinefs has 


dittinguifhed, or fuffer them to lie forgotten? 


when their rare modelty weuld have left them 
namelefs, Let us not, therctore, overlook the 
fervices which Have bea done her cauie by one 
Mr. ‘Vhomas Edwards, a gentleman, as he is 
prafed to call himielf, of Lincoln’s.Inn ; but, in 
reality, a gentleman only of the Dunciad; er, to 
fpeak him better, ia the plain language of our an- 
celtors to fuch niuiaroons, a gentleman of the latt 
edition | who, nobiy cluding the folicitude of his 
carful father, very early retained himlelf in the 
caufe of Dulne(s againit shak{peare, and with the 
wit and Jewaing of his aucettor Yom Thimble in 
the Rehea:fal, and with the air of good nature 
and politencts of Calihan in the tempeit, hach now 
hawpily finithed the Dunce’s progrels in perfonal 
abufe. Kor 2 libeller is nothing but a Grub-ftreec 
eritic run to feed, A 


Lamentable is the duinefs of thefe gentlemen of 


the Dunciad. his Fungofo and his triends, who 
are all gentlemen, have exclaimed much againft 
us for refteéting his birth, in the words, “ a gen- 
“ demen of the lait edition,” which we hereby 
declare concern not his birth, but his adoption on- 
ly: and mean no more than that he is become a 
geutleman of the Jatt cdition of the Dunciad. 
bince gentlemen, then, are fo captious, we ink it 
proper to declare thar Mr. lhomas Thimble, 
who is here faid to be Mr. ‘Thomas Edwards’s an- 
eettor, is only related to him by the mufe’s fide. 
Senime. 
This tribe of men, which Scriblerns has here fo 
well exeniplified, our poet hath elfewhere admir+ 
_ ably chara¢terifed in that happy line, 


« A brain of feathers, 4nd a heart of lead,”* 


For the fatire extends much further than to the 
perfon who occafioned it, and takes in the whole 
fpecics of thefe on whom a good education (to fit 
them for fome ufeful and jearned profeffion) has 
been beitowed in vain. ‘Fhat worthlefs band 


« Of ever-fiftlefs loiterers, that attend - 
® No caufe, no truft, no duty, and no friend ;”” 





who, with an underftanding ton difftpared and fu- 
tile for the offices of civil life; and a heart too 
Jumpith, narrow, and contracted for thole of foe 
-sial, become ft fur nothing: atid fo turn wits 


= 
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The laft, not leaft in‘honour or apploufe, 


His and Cam made Dodors of her laws. 


Then blefling all, Gs, children of my care! 
To practice now from theory repair. ste 
All my communds are eafy, fhort, and full: 

My fons! be proad, be fellfith, and be dull. 
Guard my prerogative, affert my throne: 

This nod confirms each privilege your own. 

‘The cap and {witch be facred to his Grace 5 

With ftaff and pumps the Marquis leads the racez 
From fluge to flage the licens’d Earl may rua, 
Pair’d with his fcllow-charioteer the fun; 

The learned Baron butterflies defign, 


Or draw to filk Arachne'’s Lubrile line ; 598° 





REMARKS, : 
and critics, where fcnfe and civility are neither re« 
quired nor expected. 

Ver. 571. Some, deep free-mafons; join the G- 
lene race] The puet all along exprefics a very par- 
ticalar concern for this filent race: He has here 
provided, that in cafe they will not weaken or 
open (as was before propofed) to a humming 
bird or a cockle, yet at worft they may be made 
freeemafons; where taciturnity is the only eflen- 
dal qualification, as in was the chief of the dif+ 
ciples of Pythagoras, 

Ver. 576. A Gregorian, one a Gormogor,) A 
fort of lay-brothers, flips from the root of the 
free-mafons. . -- 

Ver. 584. each privilege your own, étc.}] This 
fpeech of Duluefs co her fons at parting may pot. 
fibly fatl hort of the reader's expe@ations; who 
may imagine the goddefs might give them a charge 
of more confequence, aud, from fuch a theory as 
is before delivered, incite them to che practice of 
fomething more extraordinary, than to perfo: 
running footmen, jockies ftage coachincn, 

Bor if it be well confidered, that whateyer in. 
clination they might have to do michicf, her fone 
are generally rendered harmicfs by their thabitic 
and that it is the common effect of Dulucts (ever 
in her greatelt efforts) to defeat her own defizn; 
the poet, 1 am perfuaded, will be juttified, and 
will be allowed that thefe worthy perfons, in their 
feveral ranks, do as much as can be expected frome 
them. 1 Ps 

Ver, 585. The cap and fwitch, &c] The god- 
defs’s political balance of favour, in the didrivu- 
tion of her rewards, delerves ovr notice. It cone 
fills in joining with thofe honours claimed by birth 
and high place, others more adapted to the gan 
nius and talcuts of the candidates. And thus her 
great forerunner, John of Leyden, king of Mun- 
fler, entered on his government, by making his 
ancient friend and companion, Kuipper-dolling, 
general of his horfe, and hangman. And had but 
Fortune [econded his great fchemes of reformation, 
it is faid, ne would have eftablifhed his whele 
houfekold on the fame reafonable footing. 

Scara., 

Ver. 590. Arachne’s fubtile line 5] This is one 
of the moft ingenious employments affigned, and 
therefore recommended only to peers of learning. 
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Till d@rown’d was fenfe, and fhame, and right, 
and wrong: , 
Q fing, and huth the nations with thy fong! 





In vain, in vain, the all-compofing hour 
Refittlels falls: the mufe obcys the power. 
She comics’ fhe comes: the fable throne behold 
Of Night primeval, and of Chaos old | 630 
Betore her, Kancy's gilded clouds decay, 
‘And al; its varying rainbows die away, 
‘Wic théots in vain its Momentary fires, 
The meteor drop., and in a flahh expires. 
As one by one at dread Medea’s flrain, 
The fickening itars fade off th’ ethereal plain; 
As Argus’ eyes, by Hermes’ wand opprett, 
Clos'd one by one to everlafting refit; 
"Thus at her felt approach, and fecret might, 
Art after Art goes out, and all is night : 
See fculking Truth to her old cavern fled, 
Mountains of cufuiftry heap'd o’er her head £ 

* Philofophy, that lean’d on heaven before, 

Sbrinks to her fecond caufe, and is no more, 
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: . VARIATION. : 
Ver. 643. In the former edit. it food thus: 


Philofophy, chat reach’d the heavens before, 
Shrinks to her hidden caufe, and is no more. 

And this way was intended asa cenfure of the : 
Newtonian philofophy. For the poet had heen 
miflul by the prejudices of foreigners, as if that | 
philofophy had recurred to the occult qualities of 
‘Ariftotle. This was thé idea he received of it 
from a man educated much abroad, who had read 
every thing, but every thing fuperficially, Had 
his excellent friend Dr. A. been confulted in this 
matter, it is certain that fo unjufta refle@ion had 
never difcredited fo noble a fatire. When f hint- 
ed to him how he had been impofed upon, ke | 
changed the lines with great pleafure into a com. | 
plimcne (as they now ftand) on that divine ge- | 
nius, and a fatire on the folly by which he the 
poct himfelf had been mified. 


REMARKS, 
goddeffes power, to intrance the dull, or to quiet 
the venal. For though the venal may be more 
wnroly than the dull, yet, on the other hand, itde- 
mands a much greater expeace of her virtue to. 
intrance than barely to quiet. Scriss. 
Ver. 629. She comes: fhe comes! &c.] Here 
the mufe, like Jove’s eagle, after a fudden ftoop at 
ignoble game, foareth again to the fkies, As pro- 
phecy hath ever been one of the chief provinces of 
poefy, our poct here foretells from what we feel, 


Phyfic of Metaphyfic begs defence, 

And Metaphyfic calls for aid on Senfe! 

See Myftery to Mathematics fly + 

In vain! they gaze; turn giddy, rave, and die. 
Religion bluthing veils her facred fires, 
And unawares Morality expires. : 
Nor public flame, uor private dares to fhine 
Nor‘human fpark is left, nor gliaspfe divine! 
Lo! thy dread empire, Choos! is reftor’d, 
Light dies before thy uncreating word + 

Thy hand, great Anarch ! lets the curtain fall; 
And uuiverial Darkaeis buries Al, 
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REMARKS, : 
what we are to fear; and in the ftyle of other 
prophets, hath ufed the future tenfe for the prete- 
rit: fince what he fays fhall be, is already to be 
feen, in the writings of fome even of our moft 
adorned authors in divinity, philofophy, phyfics, 
metaphyfics, &c. who are too good indeed to be 
named in fuch company. e 

Ibid. The fable throne behold.] The fable 
thrones of night and chaos, here reprefented as 
advancing to extinguith the light of the fciences, 
in the firft place blot out the colours of fancy, 
and damp the fire of wit, before they proceed to 
their work. 

Ver. 641. Truth to her old cavern fied] Ai- 
luding to the faying of Democritus, that truth lay 
at the bottom of a deep well, front whence he had 
drawn her; Though Butler fays, he dri put her 
in, before he drew her out. . 

Ver, 649 Religion blufhing veils her ficred 
fires,} Blufhing as well at the memory of the paft 
overflow of Dulnets, when the barbarous learning 
of fo many ages was wholly employed in corrupt- 
ing the fimplicity, and detiling the purity of -reli« 
gion, as ut the view of thefe her falfe fupports in 
the prefene; of which it would be endlefs to re+ 
count the particulars. However, amidit the ex- 
tinction of all other lights, fhe is faid only to with- 
draw hers! as hers alone in its own nature is un- 
e.tinguifhable and cternal. 

Ver. 650. And unawares Morality expires} Tt 
appears from hence that our Poct was of very 
different feutiments from the Author of the Cha- 
radterittics, who has written a formal treatife on 
Virtue, to prove it not only real but durable, 
without the fupport of religion. The word Un- 
awares alludes to the confidence of thofe men, 
‘who fuppofe that” morality would flourith beft 
without it, and confequently to the-furprife fuch 
would be in (if any fuch there are) who indeed 
love virtuc, and yet do all they can to root out 
the rcligion of cheir country. 
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BY THE AUTHOR.—A DECLARATION: 


W; HEREAS certain haberdathers of points and particles, being inftizated by the fpirit of pride, and af- 
fuming to themfelves the name of critics and rettorers, have taken upon them to adulterate the common and cur 
rent fenfe of eur glorious anceftors, poets of this realm, dy clipping, coining, defacing the images, mining their 
erun bafe alloy, or othernvife falfifying the fame ; which they publifb, utter, and vend as genuine * The faid ha- 
berdafbers having no right thereto, as neither beirs, executors, adminifirators, affigns, or in any fort rclated te 
fucb pods, to all or any of them ; Now, we having carefully revifed this our Dunciad, * beginning with the 
words the mighty mother, and ending with the words buries all, containing the eutire fum of onc thoufand 
feven hundred and fifty-four verfes, declare ewery word figure, point, and comma of this impreffion to be au- 
thentie : And do therefore firitily enjein and ferbid any perfon or perfons whatfeever, to erafe, reverfe, put be 
tween hooks, or by any other means, direéy or indirectly, change or mangle any of them. And we do hereby 
earneftly enbort all our brethren to follow this our example, which we beartily wif our great predeceffors bad 
Keretofore fet, as a remedy and prevention of all fuch abufis, Provided always, that notbing in this declaration 
_foall be confirued to bimit the lawful and undoubted right of every Jubjedt of this realm, to judge, cenfure, or con 
demn, in the whole or in part, any poem or poet whatfervers 


Given under our band at Londen, this third day ef Fanuary, in the year of our Lord one theufand feven 
bundred thirty and trom ; 


Declarat’ cor’ me, 
Joun Barack, Mayor. 


* Read thus confidently, inftead of “ beginning with the word books, and ending with the 
* word flies,” as formerly it ftood: Read alfo, containing the entire fum of one thoufand fever 
« hundred and fifty-four verfes,” inftcad of “ one thoufand and twelve lines;”’ {uch being the initial 
and final words, and fuch the true and entire contents of this pocm, . 

‘Thou art to know, reader‘ that the firft edition thereof, like that of Milton, was never feen by 
the author (though living, and not blind): The editor himfelf confeffed as much in his preface = 
And no two poems were ever publifhed in fo arbitrary a manner. The editor of this had as boldly 
fuppreffed whole paffages, yea the entire laft book, as the editor of Paradife Loft, added and auge 
mented. Milton himfelf gave but ten books, his editor twelve; this author gave four books, his 
editor only three. But we have happily done juftice to both j-and prefume we thal} live, in this 
eur laf labour, as long as in any ef ovr ochers. . Bourse 
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; PREFACE 


Prefived to.ghe five ff) imperfitt Editions of the 
“DUNCTAD, in three Pooks, printed at To asin 
“and Lanna. in offavo and duodecimo, 1527. 





PHE PUDPISHER («) TO THE READER. 


Asc. will he found a true obfervation, though fome-. 
“what furprifing, that when any-fcaudal is vented 
again® a man of the higheft diftindion and charac- 
tex, gither im che fiate or literature, the public in 


(a) The Pubtifoer| Who be reas is uncertain ;- but, 
Edward Ward tells us, in bis Preface to Durgen, * that 
M,munf judges are of opinion this preface i¢ not of Fnz- 
“ Life extruétion, but Hibernian,’ ‘3c. He means if 
avas suritten by Dr. Scwift, who, whether publifier or 
aut, may be faid inva fort to be author of the poem. 
For when bi, together with Me. Pope (far reafons foe 
sified in the preface to.their Mifcellanies ) determined to 
own the moh trifling pieces in which they bad any hand, 
and to deflrey all that remained in their power ; the firft 
futch of this poem was faatched from the fire by Dr. 
, Swift, who perfuacted bis friend to proceed in it, and to’ 
im ik was therefore inferibed. Bok the oécafion of 
printing it wos as follows oa 
‘Chere was publifoed in thofe MYcelanids, a Treatife 
Gf the Bathos, or Art of Sinking in Poetry, in wibich. 
was @ chapter, where the fpecics of bad writers were 
ranged in cloffes, dnd initial letters of names propxed, 
afer the moft part at random, But fuch was the num- 
ber of posts eminent in that art, that fome one or other 
took every letter to binflfe All fell into fo violent 4 
Sury, that for half a ycar, or more, the common news- 
“paters in mof! of whith they bid fume preperty, as 
1 being hired writers) ivere filled with the maf ub five 
Silfeboods and feurrilities they could poffibly devife; a 
liberty mo ways to be wondered at in theft people, ari 
ia thofe papers, that, for many years, dusing the nico 
broiled licenfe of tbe profi, bad afverfid alerft all the 
great chgradters of the age; and this with 
their Owri perfens and names being utterly fecret and 












obfiurg. Lhis gave Mr. Pope ths thought, that he kad } 
now ferne opportunity of doing good, by deteHing and 4 


“y dragging into tight thefe cominon enemies of mankind ; 
inca tv invalidate this wiiverfal flander, it fufficed lo 
Siw whut contempsitiy men were the author: of it, 


-, Moy. Vite 







impunity, | 









| general afford ita moft quiet reception sand the 
larger part accept it as tavourably as if it were 
forse kindnefs-done. to'themfelves: whereas, if a 
kugwn fcoundre] of blockhead but chanced to be - 
fouched upon, a whole legion is up in arn, and, 
it becomes the common caufe of all {cribblers, and 
printers whatloever, 

Not to fearch too deeply into the reafon hercof, 
T will only obferve as a fact, that every week for’ 
thefe two months paft, the town has been perfe- 
coted with (2) pamphlets, advertifements, letters, 
and weekly effays, not- only againft the wit anil 
writings, but again the character and perfon of 
Mr. Pope, ‘And that of all rhofe men who have 
received pleafure from tis works, which by modeit’ 
computation may be about a (z) hundred thoufand’ - 
in thefe kingdoms of England and freland (not va 
mention Jeriey, Guernfey, the Orcades, thofe in 
the new -yorld, and foreigners who have tranflated 
kim into thei¢ languages); of all this number not’ 
@ man hath ftood up to fay one werd in his de~ 
fence, 7 : 








He was not cwithout boper, that hy manifing 
\aefh of thofe who bad only malize t9 recommend thee: ¢ 
either the bookfelters. avouid stat fd their account in emm 
ploying them, or the men themfelves, when diftovered, 
want courage to provesd in fo unlawful an occupation, 
This it was that gave birth to the Duuciad; gnd be 
thousbt it on kappineft, that by the late flood of fland:« 
on bimfilf,-ke kad acquited fuch a pituliar right over 
their names, at was neceifary to bis defign, 

(2) Pamphlets, adversifiments, Wc.) See the lif of. 
thofe anonymous pafers, with theic. dates and authors 












anitered, inferted before the poem, : 
(6) abeut a Bundred thoufund| It tr furprifing with 
what fupidity this preface, which is almoft a continued 
ny, was taken by thefe anthers. AL fab paffi.es 
as, thefs were underfiocd by Curll, Cook, Cibber, and 
others, ta be ferious, Hear the Laureate (Letter to 247. 
Pope, pig.) Though I grant the Dunciad a better 
* poem: of tts kind than ever was writ ; yet, when I, 
* pea it with thyfe vain-glorious encumbrances of Notes 
'© anid Remarks upon it, Se.—it ie amafing, that you, 
* gubo have writ. with fuch maflerly fpirit upon th 
ruling paffion, foeould be fo blind a fave to your ewr, ~ 
ae net fo fee bow far a low avarice of praife,” Se. 
(taking it For granted that the nates of Scridderue ana 
ert, were the author's awn.) r 


Q. 
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lowing poem, who doub:lefs had either 4 hetter 
infight aato the grounds of this clamour, or a bet- 
ter opinion of Mr. Pope’s integrity, joined with a 
greater perfonal love for him, than any other of 
his numerous friends and admirers. 

Farther, that he was in his peculiar intimacy, 
appears from the knowledge he maoifefts of the 
mioft private authors of ail the anonymous pieces 
againit him, and from his having in this pocm at- 
tacked (e} no man living, who had not before 
printed, or publifhed fome fcandal againit this gen- 
tleman. ; 

How I came poffeft of it, ia no concern to the 
reader: but it would have been a wrong to him 
had I detained the publication ; fince thofe names 
which are its chief ornaments die off daily fo fat, 
as muft render it too foon unintelligible. If it 
provoke the author to give us a more perfect edi- 
tion, ] have my end, . . 

_ Who he is I cannot fay, and (which is a great 
pity) there is certainly (f') nothing in his Ryle 
and manner of writing, which can diftinguifh or 
difcover him: for if it bears avy refemblance to 
that of Mr. Pope, it is not improbable but it 
might be done. on Purpote; with a view to have it 
pals for his. But by the frequency of his allufions 
to Virgil, and a Jaboured (not to fay affected) 
fhortnefs in imitation of hia, t fhould think him 
more an admirer of the Roman poet than of the 
Grecian, and in that not of the fame tafte with his 
friend. 
.Bhave been well informed, that this work was 
the labour of full (g) fix years of his life, and 
that he wholly retired himfelf from all the avoca~ 


(A) The awthor uf the following poem, e.] A very 
plain irony, fjcating of Mr, Pope bimfelf: 

(e) The publifoer im thefe words went a little $00 far ;+ 
but it is certain, whatever names the reader finds that 
ave unknown to him, are of fuch and the exception is 
ouly of troo cr three, whofe dulneft, impudent feurrility, 
or felf=conceit, all mankind agreed to have juflly entitled 
them to a place in the Dunciud. 

(f) There is ccrtainly notbing in bis flyle, e.] 
This irony bad fmall effect in concealing the author. 

The Dunciad, imperfelt as it was, bad nvt been pbe 
Tifked tro days, but the while town gave it to Mr. 
Pope ' p 

(g) the labour of full fix years, C6.) Thir alfo was 
Ronsflly and ferioufly believed by divers gentlemen of the 
Dunciad. J. Ralph, prof. to Jawney, “ We are told 
% it avas the labour of fis yebrs, with the utmoft offiduity 
© and application: It it no great campliment to the 
¥ author's finfz, to have employed fo large a part of bis 
“ Lift, tie.” So alfo Ward, pref. to Durgen, © The 
& Dunciad, as the publifser very wiftly coufefis, coft 
© the author fix years retiremeat prom all the placfures 
# of life; though it is fomerwbat difficult to conceive, 
«© from either its bulk or beauty, that if could be fo lang 
in hatching, We. But the length of time and dsfenefs 
% of applicution were mentioned, to propolis the reader 
© with a good opinion of it.” 

They juft as well underflood what Scriblerus faid of 
dhe poem. os 


THE WORKS OF POPE 


‘The only exception is the (d) author of the fol | 


tions and pleafures of the world, to attend” 
gently to its cosrcétion and perfedion ; and fix 
years more he intended to beftow upon it, as would 
feem by this verfe of Statius, which was cited at , 
the head of his manufcript : 





“ Ob mihi biffenos multum vigilata per annos, ~ 
“Dunciat(@y? 


Honce alfo we Jearn the true title of the poem: 
which with the fame certainty as we call that of 
Homer the liad, of Virgil the Encid, of Camoens 
the Lufiad, we may pronounce, could have been, 
and can be, oo other than 


THE DUNCIAD. 


Tris ftyled heroic, as being doubly fo ; not ofily 
with refpect to its nature, which accurding to the 
beft rule< of the ancients, and ftricteft ideas of the 
moderns, is critically fuch; but alfo with regard 
to the heroical difpofition and high courage of the 
writer, who dared to ftir up fuch a formidable, ir- 
titable, and implacable race of mortals. 

There may arife fome obfcurity*in chronology 
from the names in the poem, by the inevitable re~ 
moval of fome authors, and infertion of others in 
their niches. For whoever will confider the unity 
of the whole defign, will be fenfible, that the poem 
was not made for thefe authors, but thefe authors 
for the poem.  fhould judge that they were 
clapped in as they rofe, freft and frefh, and chan- 
ged from day to day; im like manner as when the 
old boughs wither, we thruft new ones into a 
chimney. * 

I wonld not have the reader too much troubléd, 
or anxious, if he cannot decypher them: fince 
when he fhall have found them out, he will pro- 
bably know no more of the perfons than before, 

Yet we judged it better to preferve them as 
they are, than to change them for fictitious names ; 
by which the fatire would only be multiptied, and 
applied to many initead of one. Had the hero, for 
inftance, been called Codrus, how many would 
have affirmed him to have been Mr. T. Mr. E, 
Sir R. B. &c, Bur now all that unjuft fcandal is 
faved by caliing him by a name, which, by good 
luck, happens to be that of a real perfon, 





Ih 
A LIST OF BOOKS, PAPERS, AND VERSES, 


In-which our Author was abufed. before the Publica 
tion of the DunciaD; with the true Names of 
the Authors. ‘ 

<i : wet og % 

Reexections critical and fatirical on a late 

Rhaplody, called, An Eflay on Criticifm, By 

Mr. Dennis, printed by B. Lintot, price 6d. = 








(4) The prefacer $0 Curlt’s key, p. 3. took this word 
fo be really in Statius: “ By @ quibble on the xord™~ 
“ Duncia, the Dunciad is formed.” Mr. Ward alfa 
illewus bits in the same opinion, : 


APPENDIX. 1B 

Mif’s Weekly Journal, March 30. An Tfay 
on the Arts of a Fozt’s finking in reputation ; ery 
a Suppiement to the Art of finking in Poetry. 
{Suppofed by Mr. Theobald.} 

Daily Journal, April. 3.. A, Letter under the 
name of Philo-ditto.. By James-Moore Mhith. 

Flying Poft, April-4. A lctter againit Gulliver 
and Mr. BP. [By Mr, Oldmixion’}, ee tied 

Daily Journal, April 5. An Auction of Goods 
at Twickenham, By James-Moore Sinith. 

The Flying Polt, April.6. A Fragment. of a 
Tieatife upon Swift and Pope. By Mr. Oldmison 

‘The Senator, Aprilg. On the fame. By Ed~ 
ward Roome. Osa Nee, ; 

Daily Journal, April 8 Advertilement ody 

lames-Moore Smith, 

Flying Poft, April 13. Verfeseagainft Dr. Swift, 
and ayaintt Mr. P—’s Homer, By J. Qidmixon, 

Daily Journal, April 23. sLetter about thg cranf 
lation of the charaéter of Therfites in Homer. By 
Thomas Cooke, &c. 

Mitt’s Weekly Journal, April a7. A Letter of 
Lewis Theobald, . - 

Daily Journal, May x1. A Letter againft Mi 
P.at large. Anon. {John Dennis}... 

All thefe were afterwards reprinted in a pam 
phlet, inticuled, A Collection of all the Verivs, 
Effays, Letters, and Advertifernents occafioned by 
Mr. Pope and. Swift's Mitcellanies, prefaced by 
Concannen, Anonymous, 8vo, and printed for 
A. Moore, 1728, price 18, Others of an chier 
date, having ldin as‘wafte paper, many years, were, 
upon the publication of the Dunciad, brought out, 
and their authors betrayed by the mercenary bouk« 
fellers (in hopes of fome poilibility of vending a 
few) by advertifing them in this manner.— The 
“ Confederates, 2 Farce. By Capt. Breval (fe 
“ which he was put into the Dunciad). An 
“ Jogue to Poweil’s Puppec-thow. By Col. Ducket 
* (for which he was put iuto the Dunciad), Ef 
“ fays, &c, By Sir Richard Blackrore, (N. B. 
* Tt was for a paffage of this hook that Sir Richard 
“ was put into the Dunciad.”) And fo of others. 











‘ A New Rehearfal, or Bays the younger > con- 
taining an Examen of Mr. Rowe’s plays, and a 
word or two on Mr. Pope’s Rape of the Lock, 
Anon. [by Charles Gildon] printed for J, Roberts, 
1744, price 15. eae 

Homerides, or 4 Letter to Mr. Pope, occafioned 
by hie intended teanflation of Homer. By Sir 
Wiad Doggrel. (Tho. Burnet and CG. Ducket 
Equires! printed for W. Wilkins, 1715, pricé gd. 

ZEfop at the Bear-gtrden ; a Vifion, in imitation 
ofthe ‘emple of Fame, by Mr. Prefton, Sold by 
John Morphevs, 1715, price 6.4. . 

The Catholic Poet, or Proteftant Barnaby’s Sor- 
towfal Lamentation; a Ballad about Flomer’s liad. 
By Mrs. Centlivre and others, 1715, ptice td.” 

«An Epilogue to a Puppet-fhow at Bath, con- 
cerning the faid Iliad. By George Ducket, Efq : 
ptinted by E, Curll. 

Acomplete Keyto the What-d’ye-call-it. Anon. 
{by Griffin a Player, fupefvifed by Mr. Th—] 
printed by J. Roberts, 1715. 

A true charaéter of Mr. P. and his writings, in 
@ letter toa friend, Aion. (Dennis printed for 
S, Popping, 1716, price 34. 

The Confederates, a Farce. By Jofeph Gay, 
Uf. D. Brev&l] prised for R. Burleigh, 1717, 
price 1s." 

' Remarks upon Mr. Pope’s tranflation of Ho- 
mer; with two letters concerning the Windfor 
Foreft, and the Temple of Faue. By Mr. Dennis, 
ptinced for E. Carll, 1727, price 1s. 6d. 

_, Satires on the Tranflators of Homer, Mr. P. 
and Mr, T. Anon. (Bez. Morris} 1717, price 6d. 
~The Triumvirate: ora Letter from Palemon 
to Celia at Bach, Anon. [Leouard Wellted] £751, 
folio, price 18. - 
“, "The Battle of Poets,an heroic poem. By Tho. 
Gooke, printed for J. Roberts, folio, 1725. 

. Memoirs of Lilliput, Anon, [lliz, Heywood] 
8vo, printed in 1727. 

. An Effay on Criticifm, in profe, By the anchor 
~ @f the Critical Hittory of tingland {J. Okdmison) 
8vo, printed 1733. z 

Gulliveriana and Alexandriana ; with ao ample 
poet and critique on Swift and Pope's Mifcel- 

janie, By Jonathan Smedley, printed by J. Ro- | 
berts, 8v0, 1728. i 

Charadters of the Times; oF an account of the 

writings, characters, &c. of feveral gentlemen li- 
belied, by S~ and P—, in a late Mifcellany, 8vo, 
3728. x . . 

» — Retharks on Mr, Pope’s Rape of the Lock, in 
letters to a friend. By Mr. Dennis; written in j}- 
_ 1724, though not printed till 1728, 8yo. 

















. 
After the Duaciad, 1728. 

An Effay on the Danciad, 8vo, printe 

| J. Roberts, ‘[ia this book, p. 9. it was f 
Meclared, “ That the complaint of rhe 

 }ibels and advertifements was forged.and unt 
4 that all mouths had been filent, except. in Mr. 
 Pope’s praife; and nothing againft him publifhe 
“ ed, but by Mr. Theobald.” } | aa 

Sawney, in blank verfe, occa%ioned by the Dun« 
ciad; with a critique on that poem. By J. Ralph 
[a perfon never m2nt.gned in it at firft, but inferte 
ed after], printed for J. Roberts, 3vo. 

A complete Key to the Dunciad, By £. Carll, 
r2mo, price 6d. 

‘A fecond and third edition ofthe fame, with” 
additions, Izmo. ogee 2g yy 

“The Popiad. By E. Carll, extra&ied from J. 
Dennis, Sir Richard Blackmore, &c. 12imo. pricé™ 
6d. oF 
The Curliad. Bythe fame E. Curl, ..._ 
- The Female Dunciad, Or by the fame 

. iz 








Verfes, Letters, Efjays, or Advertifements, in the public 
a : Prints. + ace 
s. Britith Journal, Nov.,25, 1727. A letter on 
Swift and Pope’s Mifcellanies. [Writ by M. Con- 
¢annen.} , 
Daily Journal, March 18, 1728, A letter by 
Philomauri. James-Moore Smith. 
Daily Journal, March 29. A letter about 
‘Therfites; accufing the author of difaffeétion to 
thg Government, By Jamtes-Moore Smith. 


hed ‘ AP?PE 
MMe. Carll, ramo. peice Gd. With the Metamor~ 
phofis of P, into a llinging Netde. by Mr. Fox- 
ten, 12m. £ 

The Metamorphofis of Scrihlerus into Snarte- 
rus, By. J. Smediey, printed for A. Moore, foliv, 
price Od 

The Dunciad diffleGed. By Curll and, Mrs. 
Thomas, 1200. 

_ An Effay on the Tafte and Writings of the pre- 
font ‘Vimes. Said to be writ by a genrleman of 
©. C. C. Oxon, printed for J. Roberts, vo. 

The Arts of Logic and Rhetoric. partly taken 
from Bouhours, with new Reficdions, &c. By 
John Oldmixon, 8vo. 

Remarks on the Dunciad: By Mr, Dennis, de- 
dicated to ‘Theabald, Sve. 

"A Supplement te the Profund, Anon. by Mat- 
thew Concannen, 8vo. 

Mil’s Wevkly Journal, fune 3, A long letter, 
fignad W. A. Writ by fome oy other of the club 
of Theobald, Dennis, Moore, Concanher, Cookey 
swho for fome time heid conftant weesly meetings 
Yor thofe kind of performances: 

Daily Journal, June rx, A letrer figned Philo- 
Ilerus, on the name of Pope.—Letter to Mr. 

‘heobaid, in verle, figned B. M. (Bezaleel Mor- 
vis] againt Mr. P—. Many other littie epigrams, 
wbowt this time in she fame papers, by James 
Moore, and others. 

















M.'s Journal, June 2a. A letter by Lewis 
Therkald. . 

Hiying Pol, Augwi 8. Letter on ‘Pope and 
Switt 5 


Daily Journal, Augutt & Letter charging the 
author of the Dunciad with treafon. ~ 

Durzen': A plaia fatire on a pompous fatirift. 

G wd Ward, with a little of Jones Bfoore. 

Apollo’s Magyotin his cups. By E. W be 

G Sccunda, Being a colleGion’ of 
many of the Hbels in the newfpapers, like tlie for~ 
mer Volume, under the fame tice medley, 
Advestifed in the Crafttinan, Nov. 9. 1728, with 
eo promi at “any thing which 
y fonld typ ss Mr. Pope's or Dr. 
fhould be inferted and publified a6 





















bod 
fs, 
“ theits.? 
Pope Alexander's fupremacy and infallibiticy 
examined, &y By George Ducket and Juhu Den- 
fig, 4to. * 
Dean Jonathan’s Parephrafe on the fourth chap. 
ter of Genefis, Writ by E. Roome, folio, 1729. 
Labeo: A paper of verfes by Leonayd Weilfted, 
which after came into one epifile, and was pap- 
Jithed by James Moore, ato, £73 Another part 
‘fof it crane out in Welfted’s own naine, under the 
jul ticle of Dulnefs and Scandal, folio, 6734. 
Chere have been fince pei tied, : 
Verfes on the imitator of Horace. By a lady 
for between a lady, @ lord, and @ court, “igqaire] 
printed for J. Roberts, folio. 
“An cpit}o from a noblemas toa doctor of divi- 
nity, from Ham:pton-court {Lord HH+y-] Printed 
for J. Reberts alfo, folio. 
A Letter from Mr. Cibber to Mr. Pope. Print- 
ed for W, Lewis in Coyent garden, So, 





















NDIX 
wi 
ADVERTISEMENT | 
+ Lote frft Edition with Notes, in gto, 1729» 


Ir will be {nfficient to fay of this edition, that the: 
reader has here a much more correét and som-: 
plete copy of the Danciad, than has hitherto ap 
peated, { cannot snfwer but fome miftakes m 
have ftipt into it, but 2 vat aumber of others witk 
be prevenred by the nanves heing now not only,, 
fer at length, but jultitied hy theauthorities and 
reafons given, {make no doubt, the author’s owns” 
motive to ufe real rather than feigned names, wad. 
his care to preferve the innocent from any falfe 
application; whereas,in the former edisions, which 
had no more than the initial letters, he was made, 
by kcys printed here, to hart the inoffenfive, and 
(what was werfe) to abufe his friends, by em ime” 
prefion at Dublin, 

The commemary which attends this poem, was 
fent me from fgveral hands, and confequentiy mutt’ 
be unequally written ; yet will have one advany 
tage over moft commentaries, thet it is not mate 
upon conjedures, or at a remote diflance of time t 
and the reader capnot but derive one plealyre from 
the very obicurity of the perfons it treats of, that’ 
it partakes of the nature of a fecret, which mote 
people fove to he let into, though the meu or the. 
things be ever fo incoufiderable or trivial... 

Of the perfons it was judged proper to give’ 
fome account: for fince it is only in this monug 
ment that they mutt expe to furvive (and herg 
furvive they will, as long as the Englith tongue 
fhall remain fuch as it was in the reigns of Queen 
Arne and King George), it ffemed bat humanity 
to beftow a word or two upon each, jult to tell 
what he was, what he writ, when he lived, and 
when he dicd. 

_ If a word or two more are added upon the chief 
offenders, it is only as a paper pinned. upon the 
brealt, to mark the enormitics for which they fufe 
fered; left the corredtion only fhould be remem | 
[in and the crinie forgotten. : 



















In fome articles it was thought fuficient, barely 
to tranferibe from Jacob, Curll, and other writers 
of their own rank, who were much better acquai 
ed with them than any of the authors of this 
comment can pretend to be. - Moft of them had 
drawn cach other’s characters on certain occafionss 
but the few here inferted, are all that could be 
faved from the genzral deftruion of fuch worka. 

Of the part of Scriblerus { need fay nothing ; 
his manner is well enough known, and approved 
by all but thofe who are too much concerned te 
be judges 5 : 















os ~ We: 
ADVERTISEMENT © _ 
Lo the firft Edition of the fourth Book of the Dantiads 
- wien printed feparately in the Year 1742. | 


We apprehend it can be deemed no injury to thé 
author of the three firft books of the Dunciad, that 


ae 





‘we publith this fourth. Te was fouid merely by 


accident, in Caking « Survey of the library of a fare 





eminent nobleman ; but in fo blotted a e« 
and in fo many detached 
it to be not only incorrect, but unfvithed. That 
the author of the three Brit hooks had a defign to 
extepd and complete his poeim iu this manner, ap- 
pears from the Gilftstarion prefixed to it, where it 
is faid, that the defign is more extenfive, and that 
Wwe may expect io ter enifedes to complete ic: 
And from the declaration in the argument to the 
third book, that the accomptifhment of the pro- 
‘phecies therein would be the theme hereafter of a 
Greater Dunciad. But whether or no he be the 
author of this, we declare ourfelves ignovaut. If 
‘Re be, we are no more to be bland for the pab- 
ication of it, than Tucca and Varius for that of 
the [af fix hooks of the acid, though perhaps in- 
fering to the former. : 

If any perlon be potcffed of a more perfect co- 
Py of this work, or of any other fragments of it, 
4nd will communicate them to the publither, we 
fhall make the next editicn move complete: In 
which we alfo promife to infere any criticifms that 
fhall be publithed (if at atl to the purpofe) with 
the names of the authors; or any letters fent us 
(though not to the purpofe) fhall yet be printed 
under the tithe of “ Epiftole Ob{curerum Viro- 
tum ;" which, together with foie others of the 
fame kind, formerly laid by for that cud, may 
make no anplesiant additivn w the future impref- 
Sous of this peem, 














: vV. 
ADVERTISEMENT 
; To the complete Edition of 1743. 


Tuave long had a defign of giving fome fort of 
notes on the works of this poet. Before { had che 
happinefs of his acquaintance, I had writren a com. 
mentary on his Effay on Man, and have fince finith- 
ed another on the Effay on Criticifm. There was 
one already on the Dunciad, which had niet with 
§eneral approbation: But 1 {till thought fome ad- 
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| ditions were wanting (ofa more férious kind) ta 
the humorous notes of Scriblerus, and even to 
thofe writter by Mr. Clelund, Dr. Arbathnot, and 
others, ¥ had lately the pleafure to pafs tome 
mouths with the author in the country, w: 
prevailed upon him to do what I had long delired, 
and favour me with his explanation of feveral pak 
fages in his works. It happened, that juft ac qhat . 
janétuce was publithed a ridicuious book again: 
him, foll of perfoval refe@ions, which furniihed 

{ him with a lucky opportunity of improving this 








poem, by giving it the only thing it wanted, 2 
more confiderable hero. He was always fentibie 





of its defect in that particular, and owned he had 
let it pats with the hero it had, purely for went of 
a better, not entertaining the leatt expectation that 
fuch an one was referved for this pott,as has (ince 
obtained the daurel ; But fince thet had happened, 
he could no longer deny this juftice either to him 
or the Dunciad. F 

And yet I will venture to fay, there was another 
moriye ch had Riff more weight with oar au- 
thor: perion was one, who feom every foliy ° 
(not to fay vice) ef which another would he 









afhamed, has conftantly derived a vanity! and 

therefore was the man in the werld whu would 

leaft be hure by it. . se : 
1 


ww, 





» Printed in the Fournalt, 1739. 


Wuerreas, upon occafiun of certain pieces relnt- 
ing to the gentlemen of the Dunciad, fume have 
been willing to Jugeeft, as if they looked upon 
them as an abufe; We can do no lefs than own ix 
is our opinion, that to call thefe gentlemen bad 
authors is no fort of abufe, but a great truth, We 
cannot alter this opinion without fome reafon ; by 
we promife to do it in refpee to every perfon wv 
thiuks it an injury to be reprefented as.n0 wit or 
poct, provided he procures a certificate of his be 
ing really {uch, from any three of his companiosis 
in the Dunciad, or from Mr. Dennis, fingly, whe 
is eezmed equal te any three of the number.” 














>» VIR 
cA PARALLEL . 


BY the Characters of Ma. Daynen ant Me. Pore, - 


as drawn by cdrtuin of their Cuntemporaries, 


Mr. Darven, bis Politics, Retizion, Morals, 


Ma. Davoen is a mere renegado from monarchy, | 


pas 





an fon 
itt (¢), 


(a) MiMourne am Dryhes?s Virgih 80, 185% ps G. 
48) Page Ghee sae (6) Page 19% 


poetry.eand good fenfe fa}. A trae 
@! monatchical church (4). A repub! 
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Vil.- 
A PARALLEL 


Of the CharaSers of Mn. Pore’and Mx. Drvaex, 
as. drawn by certain of their Contemporaries. 
: 


+ Ma. Pors, bis Politics, Religion, Morale. 
Ma. Pope is an open and mortal enemy to his 
country and the comoonwealth of learning (ad. 
Some call hint a Popit whig, which is dircdly 





(a) Dosis, Rirs-o1 the Rape of the Lockey Pref 
TEs 
“f ij 


o46 
“Bryden wasfrom the beginning an grrerpeaddos, 
and | doubt not will continue fo tu the lait (@). - 

fn the porm called Abfilom and Achitophel, 
are notorioufly traduced the King, the Queen, the 
Lords and Gentlemen, not only their houourable 
perions expoted, but the whole Nation and its Re- 
prefeutatives notorioufly libelled. It is fcandalam 
magnatum, yea of Majelty itfelf (2). ; 
~ He looks upon God's Gofpel as a foolith fable, 
like the Pope, to whom he isa pitiful purveyor( f). 
His very Chriftianity may be queftioned (g). He 
ought to ezpect more’ feverity than other men, 
‘as he is moft unmerciful in his own r-flections on 
others (4): with as good a right as his Holinefs, 


he {ets up for poctical infallibility (i). °° 








Ma Daven onlya Pesfifer. 


His whole libel is all bad matter, beautified 
{which is all thet can be faid of it) with good 
metre (4), Mr, Dryden’s genius did not appear 
in any ching more than his verfification, and whe- 
ther he is to be ennobled for that only, is a quef- 
tion (1). fats 


Mr Drepen's Virgil. 


Tonfon calls it Dryden’s Virgil, to fhow that 
this is not chat Virgil fo admired in the Auguf. 
tian age; but a Virgil of another ftamp, a filly, 
impertinent, nonfenficul writer. None but a Bay 
vius, a Mavius, or a Bathyllus, carped at Virs 
gil (w); and none but fuch unthinking vermin 
admire his tranflator (a). It is true, foft and caly 
lines might beqome Ovid’s Lpiftles of Art of 
Love—But Virgil, who is all great and majettic, 
&c, requires ftrength of lines, weight of words, 

. und clofenefs of expreflion; not an ambling mufe 
running on carpet ground, and fhod as lightly as 
a Newmarket racer—-He has numberlefs faults in 
his authur’s meaning, and in propriety of expref- 
fion (0). i : 


+ Ma, Davnen wunderffood no Greek nor Latin. 


Mr. Dryden was once, I have heard, at Weft-' 
miniter fchool : Dr. Bufby would have whipt hith 
for fo childith a paraphrafe (p). The meaneft 
pedan naland would whip a lubber of twelve 
for conitruing fo ubfurdly (g). The tranilator is 
mad : every line betrays his ftupidity (r). The 
fants are innumerable, aud convince me that 
Mr. Dryden did not, or would not underftand his 
author (1). This thows how fit Mr. D. may be to 











(2) Mitbo:tyns on Dryden’: Virgil, 800, 1658, p. 8.' 


fo) Whip und Key, Ato, printed for R. Faneway, 


1682. Pref.‘ (f) Ibid. — (g) Mitbourne, 9.9. 
(2) Ibid. p. 475. (i) Pag. 39. (4) Whip and Key, 
Pref. (4) Oldraiscon, Ejay on Criticifin, p. Ba. 





Cn) Millourne, p. % (n) Page 35+ 
(0) DMilb. p. 22, and 19%. (p) Page 72. 
dy) Fage.203. (r) Page 78, (4) Page 206. - 
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inconfiftent (¢). Pope, 2s a Pupift, muft he a 
tory and high flyer (¢}. He is beth whig and™ 
tory (4). E 

He hath made it his cuftom to cackle to more 
than one party in their own fentiments (c). i 

in his mifcellanies, the perfons abufed are, The 
King, the Queen, his late Majefty, both Houfes 
of Parliament, the Priyy-Council, the Bench of 
Bithops, the eftablithed Church, the prefent Miz 
nifter, &e. To make fenfe of fone palluyes, they 
muft beconftrued into Royal Scandal (f). 

He is a Popifh rhymefter, bred up with a cone 
tempt of the facred writings (g). His religiog 
allows him to deftroy heretics, not only with his 
pen, but with fire and fword; and fach were all 
thofe unhappy wits whom he facrificéd to his ace 
eurfed Popith principles (5). It deferved vene 
geance to fuggeft, that Mr. Pope had les infallip 
bility, than his namefake at Rome (i). a 


Mua. Port only a Verfifer. 


The fmooth numbers of the Dunciad are all 
that recommend it, nor has it any other merit (2). 
{ft muft be owned that he hath got a notable 
knack of rhyming and writing {mooth verfe {/).' 


Mar. Fore’s Homer, 


‘The Homer which Lintot prints, does not talk. 
like Homer, but like Pope; and he who tranflated 
him, one would fwear, had a hill in Tipperary for 
his Parnaffus, and a puddle in fome bog for 
his Hippocrene (a). He has no admirers, among 
thofe that can diftinguith, difzern, and judge (). 

He hath a knack at fmooth verfu, but without 
either genius or good fenfc, or any tolerable know- 
ledge of Englith. The qualities which diftinguith 
Homer are the beauties of ‘his dition, and the 
harmony of his verfification——But this little author, 
who is fo much in vogue, has neither fenfe in hig 
thoughts, nor Englifh in his expreffions (0), 


Mr. Pore underfload ho Greek. 


He hath undertaken to tranflate Homer ‘from 
the Greek, of which he knows not one word, into 


Englith, of which he underftands as little (p), I 


(4) Dunciad diffetted. (c) Pref. to Gulliveriana, 

(4) Dennis, Charadier of Mr. P. . 

() Locobald, Letter in Lifts Fournal, Fune 14, 
1728, 

(f) Lift, at the end of a Collettion of Verfes, Let» 
tert, Advertifements, Sus. printed for A. Moore, 1728, 
and the Preface to it, p. 6 (g) Dennis’: Remarks om 
Homer, p27. (b} Preface to Guiliveriana, p. 43, 
(4) Dedication to the Colleétion of Vesfer, Letters, (Ce. 
£9 (2) Mifs Fournal of Fune 8. 1728.* (2) Chas 
radter of Mr. P.and Dennison Hom. (mm) Dennis's 
Remarks on Pope's Homer, p. 12. (n) db. p. 1g 

(0) Charaéter of Mr. P. p.17. and Remarks on 
Homer, p. 9%, (2) Dennis's Remarks an Homer, py Vn 
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‘tran late Homer! A’ miftake in a findle lever 
might fallon the printer well enough, but syag 
for ia niult be the error of the author : nor had 
he art enough to corredt it at the prefs (4). Mr. 
Deyden wries for the Court Ladics—He writes 
for the la:lies, and not for ufe (). 

_ Che trauflator puts ina little burlefque now and 
then into Virgil, for a Fageut ¢ to his cheated fib- 
fcribers (<v). 


Ma Dayoen tricked bis Subferibers. 


Y wonder that any man, who could not but he 
eonfcious of his own unfitness for it, fhould go to 
amule the. learned world with fuch an undertak- 
ing: A man ought to value his reputation more 
than money; and not to hope that thefe who can 
read for th ves, will be impoled upon, merely 
byapartiatityand unfeafonably celebratedname (x). 
“ Pootis quidlibee audendi” thal! be Mr. Dryden's 

* motto, though it fhould extend to picking of pock~ 
cts (y). 








Names beflawed on Ma. Darven. 


An Ape Acrafty ape dreft up in a gawdy 
gown—-Whips put into an ape’s paw, to play 
pranks with—None but apifh and Pupith brace 
will-heed him (<). 

dn Afi.) A camel will take upon him no more 
burden than is fullicient for his firength, but there 
is another beaft that crouches uncer all (2). 

A Freg) Poet fqnsb endved with poct Maro’s 
fpirit . en uyly, creaking kind of vermin, which 
would fwell to the bulk of an ox (6). ° 

4 Coward.) A Clinias or a Damatas, or a man 
of Mr. Dryden’s own courage (4), 

-Knave.) Mr. Dryden bas heard of Pau! the 
knave Of Jefus Chritt : And if  miftate not, U've 
read fomewhere of John Dryden, fervage td his 
Majeity (2). 

A Fool.) Had he not been fuch a felf-concened 
fool ‘2)--Some great poets are pofitive block. 
heads (/). 

A Thing.\ So hte a thing a3 Mr. Dryden (g)- 





(u) Page 144, 190 
9 Uy) Page 125. 
(a) Mil, p. 105. 
(a) Page 57. 


(w) Page 
(2) Whip 
(A) Page Er. 
(2) Whip 
(g) Tit 






and Kay, Pe. 
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wonder how this gentleman would Inok, fhould i=) 
be difeovered, that he hus not tranflfted ten ver~ 

fes together in any book of Homer with juftice to 

the poet, and yet he dares reproach his fellow 

writers with not underitanding Greek (7). He 

has ftuck fo little to his original, as to have his 

knowledge in Greck called in queftion (r) I 

thould be glad to know which it is of all Homer's 

excellencies which has fo delighted the ladies, and 

the yentlemen who judge like ladies (5). 


Buc he has a notable talent at burlefque; his 


« genius flides fo naturaily into ir, that he hath bur« 


Jelqued Homer without defigning it (¢). 


Ma. Pore tristed his Subftribers. 


Itis indeed fomewhat bold, and almoft prodi- 
gious, for a fingle men to andertake fuch a work + 
But it is teo late to diffiade by demonttrating 
the maduets of the projet. ‘Ihe fubferibers ex 
pectations have been raifed in proportion ¢o what 
their pockets have wm drained of (uw). Pope 
has been concerned in jobs, and hired out his name 
to bookfellers (w). 





Names beftoved on Mr. Pore. 


An pe.) Let us take the initial letter of his 
Chriftian name, and initial and final letters of his 
Jucname, viz- AVE. and they give you the fame 
idea of an ape as iris face (x), &c. 

An Afi.) tt is my duty to pull off the lion’s 
dkin from this little afs Cy). 

A Fre.) A_tquab thort gentleman—a litle 
creature shat, Hike the frog in the fable, Twells, 
and is angry that it is not allowed to be as big as 
an ox (3). 

A Coward.) A Yerking, way laying coward (a). 

A Kn He isons whom God and nature 
have marked for want of commion honefty (4). 

~A Fool.} Great foots willbe chriftened by the 
names of great pocts, and Pope will be called Ho~ 
mer (c). 

A Thing.) A little abject thing (d). 

(q) Daily Fournal, April 23 1728 
tothe Profound. Pref. 











(r) Supphe 
(s) Oldmivon, Fifiay on 
Criticifm, p 66. (2) Dennis's Remarks, p 28. 

(a) Homeriden pol, Fi (ww) Britifo Four~ 
nul, Now 25. 41727- (x) Dennis. Daily Four~ 
nal, Dday 1¥.4728. — (y) Dessis’s Rem. on Hora 
Pref (2) ists Rem on the Rape of the !.0ck, 
Prof p.9. (a) Ghar. of Mr. P. ’ 4. (6) tid, 

ic) Dennis's Remon Homer, (4) Zuid, p. 8, 
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Arral, William, what he’ réccived’ out of the 
‘Vreafury for writing pamphlets, ii, 315- 

Ariftotle, his friends and confeflors, who, iv. 192. 

——-———» how his ethics came into difufe, ibid. 

B 

Bedlam, i. 29. é : 

Banks, his relemblance to Mr. Cibber in Tragedy, 
i, 146. 

Bates (Julius) fee Hutchinfon (John). 

Broom, Ben Jonfon’s man, ibid. 2 

Bavius, iti. 24. Mr. Dennis his great opinion of 
him, ib. 

Bawdry, in plays, not difapproved of by Mr. Den- 
nis, ii. 179. 

Blackmore, (Sir Rich.) his impiety and irreligion, 
proved by Mr. Dennis, ii. 268. 

—~-—— his quantity of works, and various opi- 
nions of them--His abufe of Mr. Dryden and 
Mr. Pope, ibid. P 

Bray,a word much beloved by Sir Richard, ii. 260, 

Braying, defcribed, ii. 247. 

Birch, by no means proper to be applied to young 
noblemen, iii. 334: 

Bl—-d, what became of his works, i, 231. 

Broome, (Rev. Mr, Will.) His fentiments of our 
author's virtue, Fett. 

Our author of his, iii. 332. 

Brooms (a feller of J taught Mr. John Jackfon his 
trade, ti, 157+ ; 

Billingfgate language, how to be ufed by Icarned 
authors, ti, 14%. 

Bond, Befaleel, Breval, not living writers, but 

hantoms, ii, 226. Y 

Booksellers, how they run for a poet, ii. 31, &c. 

Baitiffs, how poets cun from them, ii. 64. 

Biidewell, ii. 269. 

Bo-w-bell, iti. 278. 

Baim of Dulnefs, the true and the fpurious, its ef- 
ficacy, and by whom prepared, iv. 5446 








Cibber, hero of the poem, his charaéter, i. 107. 
not abfolutely ftupid, £09. Not unfortunate as 
“.acoxcomb, ibid. Nota flow writer, bur pre- 
cipitate, though heavy, 123. Hi productions 
the effets of heat, though an imperfect one, 
226. His folly heightencd with frenzy, 125. 
He borrowed from Fletcher and Moliere, 133. 
Manyled Shakfpeare, 133. His head diftine 
guifhed fur wearing an extraordinary periwig, 
467. more than for its reafoniog faculty, yet 
ot without furniture, 177. His clafticity, and 

. fire, and how he came by them, 187. He was 
ence thought to have wrote a reafonable play, 
188, The general character of, his verfe and 
profe, 190, tis converfation, in what manner 
extenfive and ufeful, 192, &c. Once defigned 
for the Church, where he fhould have been a 
Bifhop, 209. Since inclined to write for the 

. Minifter of State, 213. but determines to ftick 
to his other talents; what thofe are, 217, &&c. 
His apoftrophe to his works before he burns 
them, aas, &c. His repentance and tears, 243. 
‘Dulnefs pars out the fire, 257. Inaugurates and 
gnoints him, 237. His crown, by whom wov- 





ny 223.08 what compofed, i, 303. who ict 
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him into court, 369. who his fupporters, 397 
His.entry, attendants, and proclamation, ulque 
ad fin. His enthrenigation, ii. 2. Paffes his 
whole reign in fecing thows, through book ii, 
And dreaming dreams, through book iii, Settle 
appears tohim, tii, 35. Refemblance between 
him and Settle, iii. 37. and i, 146, Goodman’s 
prophecy of him,iii 232. How he tranilated an 
opera, without knowing the ftory, 305, and en- 
couraged farces becaufe it was againit his con- 
feience, 266. Declares “he never mouated a 
dragon, 268. Apprehenfions of acting in a 
ferpent, 287. What were the paflions ef pis 
old age, 303, 304. Finally fubfides in the lap 
of Dulnefs, where he refts ta all eternity, iv. 0, 
and note. 

Cibber, bis father, i. 3t. His two brothers, 32. 
His fon, iii. 142. His better progeny, i, 228. 

Ciberian forehead, what is meant by it, i, 218. 

read by fonie Cerberian, ibid. note. 

Cooke (Tho.) abufed by Mr, Pope, ii. 138. 

Concanen (Mat.) one of the authors of the Weeky 
ly Journals, ii. 299. 

—~—— declared that when his poemhad blanks, 
they meant treafon, iii. 297. 

—~—-——— of opinion that Juvenal never fatirized 
the poverty of Codrus, ii. 144. 

Corncutter’s Journal, what it coft, i. 314. 

Critics, verbal ones, mug have two pottulate al- 
lowed them, ii, 1. : 

Cat-calls, ii, 231. 7 

Curll (£dm.) his panegyric, ii. 58. 

—— his Corinna, and what the did. 7@. 

--— his prayer, 80, Like Eridanus, 82. 

——- Mach favoured by Cloacina, 97, &e. 

— Toft in a blanket, and whipped, 151. 

—— Pilloried, ii. 3. 

Carolina, « curious flower, its fate, iv. 409, &c. - 








Dulnefs, the goddefs; her original and parents, i. 
12. Her ancient empire, 17. Her public cole 
lege, i. 29, Academy for poetical education, 33. 

” Her cardinal virtues, 45, &c. Her ideas, produc- 
tions, and creation, 55, &c. Her furvey and con- 
templation of her works, 79, &c. And of her 
children, 93. Their uninterrupted fucceffion, 

98, &c. to 108. Her appearance to Cibber, 

261. She manifclts to him her works, 273, d&c. 

Anvints bir, 287, &e. Inftitutes games at his 

corunation, i. 28, &c. The manner how fhe 

makes a wit, ii. 47. A great lover of a joke, 
34.—And lovesto repeat the fanie over again, 

422. Her ways and means to procure the pa~ 

thetic and terrible in-tragedy, 225, &c. En~ 

courages chattering and hawling, 237, &c. 

And is patronnefs of party-writing and railing, 

276, &c. Makes ule of the heads of critics as 

feales to weigh the heavinefs of authors, 367. 

Promotes flumber with the works of the faid 

authors, ibid. The wonderful virtue of fleep= 

ing inher lap, iii. 5,4¢c. Her Elyfium,15, &c, The 
fouls of her fons dipt in Lethe, 23. Mow brought 
into the world, 29. Their transfiguration and 
metempfychofis, 30. The extent and glories of 
her empire, and her conquefts throyghout the, 
world, tii. 67 to 138. A catalogue of her po~ 


INDEX. 


eGcal forces in this nation, 139 to 212. Pro- 
plecy of her reftoration, 233, Ke. Accom. 
plidkment of it, book iv. Her appearance on 
the throne, with the {ciences led in triumph, 
iv. 21, &c. Tragedy and Comedy filenced, 37. 
General aflembly of all her votaries, 73. Her 
patrons, 95. Her critics, 145. Her fiway in 
the fchools, 149 to 189,. And aniverfities, 189 
to 274. How the educates gentlemen in their 
travels, 293 %0 334. Contiitutes virtuofi_ in 
fciente, 355, &c. Preethinkers in religion, 459. 
Slaves and dependents in government, 505. Fi- 
thally turns them to beafts, but preferves the form 
ef men, $25. What Jort of camforters the {ends 
them, 529, &c. What orders and degrees the 
confers cathem, 565. What performances fhe 
expeds from them, according to their feveral 
ranks and degrees, §83. The powerful yawn 
the brearhes on them, 605, &c. Is progrefsand 
eacdts, 607, &e. till the confummation of allin 
the total extindtion of the ecafonable foul, and 
reftoration of Night and Chaos, ufq. ad fin, 

Ditpenfary of Dr. Garth, ii, 140. 

De Fos, Danicl, in what refembled to William 
Prynn, i, 103. 

De Foe (Norton) a fcandalous writer, ii. 415. 

Dennis, (John) his character of hinfelf, i, 106, 

o-—— Senior to Mr. Durfey, iii. 173° 

Etteemed by our author, and why, ibid, 

wopeee his love of puts, i. 63. 

——— And politics, i, 106. ii 413. 

wa His great loyalty to King George, how 
proved, i. 106. 

-—— A great friend to the ftage—and to the 
‘fate, ii. 413. . 

w——— How he proves that none but Nunjurora 
and difuilccted petlous writ again fage-plays, 
ibid. 

wee His refped to the Bible and Alcoran ibid. 
His excufe for obfcenity in plays, iii, 179. 
His mortal fear of Mr. Pope, founded ou 
'Mr. Curll’s affurances, i, 106. 
me Of opinion that he puifoned Crril, ibid. 
His reafon why Homer was, or was not 
in debt, it. 118, 
Hisaccufation of Sir Richard Blackmore,— 
As no Proteftunt, i. 268. 
As no poet, ibid. 
His wonderful Dedication to G: D. Efy, 
iii, 179. 
Drams, dangerous to a poct, iii, 146. 
Dedicators, ti. 198. 
Dunciad, how to be correctly fpelled, i. 3. 
E 























Edwards, (Thomas) iv. 567. ' 

A gentleman of the Jaft edition, ibid. 

Eafden, (Laurence) i. 104, 

Taxed by Oldmixon with nonfenfe, ibid. 

Ears, fome people advifed how te preferve them, 
ii ata. : . 








F- 
Falfehoods, told of our author in print. 
Of his taking verfes from James Moore, 


Teft. 





=——-— And of his intending te abufe Buhop i 


“Burnet, ibid, 





, 
: ast 

Falfehoods, by Jolin Dennis, of his really poifoning 

Mr. Curll, i. 106. 

—-—— And of contempt for the Sacred Writs 

ings, ii. 268. 

By Edward Ward, of his being bribed 

by a Duchefs to fatirize Ward of Hackney in 

the pillory, iti. 34. 

By Milt the Journalift, of unfair pro. 
ceeding in the undertaking of the Odyfiey and 
Shakfpeare, Teft. 

Difproved by the teftimony of the Lords 
Harcourt and Bathurft. 

——— By Mift the Journalift, concerning Mr. 
Addifon and him, two or three lics, Teft. 

By Pafquin, of his being in a plot, iii. 











179- 

By Sir Richard Blackmore, of his bur- 
lefquing Scripture upon the authority of Curll, 
u. 208. 

Fleas and verbal critics compared, as equal jud; 
of the human frame and ir: iv. 28 ie 

Fletcher, made Cibber’s property, i. 137. 

Mac Flecknoe, not fo decent and chaite in the dica 
tion as the Dunciad, ii. 75. 

Friendhip, underftood by Mr. Dennis to be fomes 
what elf in Nifus and Euryalus, &e. iii, 179, 

French covks, iv. 553. . 

Paris, Mr. Dennis called fo by Mr. Theobald, i. 
106. . 

Fleet-ditch, ti. 271. Its nymphs, 333. Diicowe. 
ries there, ibid. 

Plics not the ultimate obje& of human ftudy, iv. 


454. 
Faliehoods and flatteries permitted to be in{cribed 
on churches, i. 43. 


Good nature of our author; inftances of it in this 
work, i. 328. ii. 282. 

Good fenfe, grammar, and verfe, defired to give 
place for the fake of Mr. Bef. Morris and his 
works, iii. 168. 

Gildon (Charles) abufed our author in many 
things, Teft. i. 296. 

Printed againtt Jefus Chrift, i. 296. 

Gildon and Dennis, their unhappy difference ta 
mented, iii. 173. . ‘ 

‘Gentleman, his Hymn to his Creator, by Welfted, 
ii, 207. : 

Gazetteers, the monftrous price of their writings, 
ii, 344. the miferable fate of their works, ibid. 

H 

Handcl, an excellent mufician, banifhed to Ireland, 
by the Englith nobility, iv. 65. 

Heydeggre, a ftrange bird from Switzerland, i, 290, 

Horace, cenfured by Mr. Welfted, Tett. 

— Did not know what he was about wher 
he wrote his Art of Poetry, ibid. 

Healey (John the Orator) his Tub and Euchariff, 
iia, His Hiftory, iii. 199. His opinion of 
Ordination and Chriftian Priefthood, iiis 199. 
His medals, ibid, 

Haywood (Mrs.) What fort of game for Mer, ii. 
157. Won by Curll, 187. Her great refpeét 
for him, The offspring of her brain and body 
{according to Curl!), ibid. Not undervajued 
by being {2t againkt 3 Jordan, 165. 

















asa 

Hints, extraordinary ones, ii. 268. 

Horneck and Roome, two party-writers, ii, 152. 

Hutchinfon (Johp) with hts man Julius, a fubmi- 
nifter of the rives of Duinefs, ii. 215. 

never bowed the kaee to Senfer 

———— Cuts down the groves of the Academy, 
iii, 334. 

wi defiles the high places of Geometry. 

ree and tramples on the fallen Dagon of 
Newtonian Philotophy, ili. 216. 












Index-learving, the ufe oi it, i, 279. 

Journals, how dear they cof the nation, ii. 314. 
Jus Divinum, iv. 188. 

Impudence, celebrated Mr, Curl, ii. 159. 286. 
in Mr. Norton De Foe, ii. 415. 

in Mr, Henley, 
in Mr. Cibber, jun. iti. 139. 
in Mr. Cibber, fen, paflim. 











Lord Mayor's thow, i. 185 

Libelier, a Grub-ftreet critic run to feed, iv. 567. 

Library of Bays, i. £31. 

Liberty and Monarchy, miftaken for one another, 
ive TRE 

Lud (King), i} 249- 

Lu og (King), tor ult. 

Lintot (Bernard), ii. 53. 

Laureate ; his crown, of what compofed, i. yo3. 

Lycophron, his dark Janthorn, by whom turned, 
iv, 6. 


Madmen, two related to Cibber, i. 32.7 

zines, their character, i. 4% 

Molicre, crucified, i. 13%. 

Moore’ (James) his ftory of fix verfes, and of ri- 
diculing Bifhop Burnet in the memoirs of a 
parith clerk, proved falfe, bythe Veflimonies of 

——— The Lurd Bolingbroke, Teft, 

-——— Hugh Bethel, Eq. ibid. 

a= Ear) of Peterborough, ibid, 

——— Dr. Arbuthnot, ibid. 

oe His plagiarifms, fome few of them, ibid. 
and ii s0. What he was real author of (be- 
de the fkory abave mentioned) vide Lik of 
fourrilons Papers. 

r—+e— Erafmus his allvice to him, ii. 50. 

Milbourne, a fair critic, and why, ii. 349. 

Madnefs, of what fort Mr. Dennis's was, aceord+ 
ing to Plato, i, 106, 

according ta himf-tf, i 

~—-— how allied. to Dulncfs, iii. 

Mercuries and Magazines, i. 42. 

May-pole in the Strand, turned into a church, ii. 
a8, 

Morris (Befaleel) fi, 126. ii. 168. 

Monuments of poets, with snfertpiions to other 
men, iv. 134, &e. 

Medais, bow {wallowed and recovered, iv. 375. 

















Nodding deferibed, ii. 391. 

Needham's i. 324. 

where wanted, iv. 244. 
is) 





Pidmixen (Joh) abwfed Mr, Addifon and Mr. 
2 
* 
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WHE WORKS OF PoPr. - 


Pope, ii. 283. Falfified Daniel’s Hitory, then” 
accufed others of falfifying 4Lor4 Clarendon’ss 
proven a flanderer in ic, ibid. 

wled Me. Eufden and ny Lord Cham- 

i, 104, 

‘alfehoods concerning Mr. P.’s Propo» 
fais for chat Work, Teft. 

*&—_Dilproved by thofe vety Propofals, ibid. 

Owls and Opium, i 271. 

Oranges, and their ufe, i. 246. 

Opera, her Advancement, tii. 301, iv. 45, &c. 

Opiutes, two very confiderable ones,ii. 370. Fheie 
efficacy, 390, &e. 

Ofborne, bovktetier, crowned with a Jordan, ji li, 
19% 

Ofverne (Mother) turned to flone, ii 

Owls, defired to anfwer Mr. Ralpa, 

Pp 

Pope, Mr. his Life. “Educated by J. ties—by 4 a 
Farlon--by a Monk—at Se. O. 
ford—at home-—no where at sll Vet. i 
His father a merchant, a hufbandman, a farmer, 
a hatter, the devil, ib, 

——His death threatened by Dr. Smedley, ibid. 
but afterwards adviled to hang binséelf, or cut 
his throat, ibid. ‘fo be hunted down like a 
wild beaft, by Mr, Theobald, ibid. untefshang~ 
ed for treafon, on information of vin, Niry 
Dennis, Mr. Curil, and Concanen, ibid. 

Poverty, vever to be montioncd in fatire, in ‘he 
opinion of the Journalifts and Uackucy Wiiters 
— The poverty of Codrus, not touched upon by 
Juvenal, ii. 143. When, and how far poverty 
may be fatirized, Leter, p. vi. Whenever mens 
tioned by our author, ic is only as an extenua. 
tion and excufe for bad writers, ii, 282. 

Perfonal ahufes not to be endured, in the opinion 
of Mr. Dennis, Theobald, Curll, &«. ii. rg2. 

Perfonal abufes on ver author, by Mr. Dennis, 
Gildon, &c, ibid—By Mr. Theobald, Telt.— 
By Mr. Ralph, iii. 165.—By Mr, Welfted, ii. 
207.—By Mr. Cooke, it, 138.—By Mr. Cons 
canen, ii. 299.—-By Sir Richard Blackmore, 
ii, 268.—By Edw. Ward, iii, 34.—and their 
brethren, 

Perfonal atules of others. 
Dennis for his pov 
Mr. Vheobald for hi 
and the Law, i, 286. 
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_ Mr. Thecbald of Mr. 

(. Mr. Dennis of 
wod by the Stage, 
Mr. Dennis of Sir Rich- 
ard Blackmore for impiety, ii. 268. Dr. Smed. 
ley, of Mr. Concancn, ii, agg. Mr. Oldmix- 
on’s of Mr, Lufden, i, 104: Of Mr, Addifon, 
ii, 283. Mr. Cowke's of Mr. Eufden, tog, 








Politics, very ufeful in criticifm, Mr. Dennis's, i. 
104, il, 42. 

Piilory, a poft of refpe&, in the opinion of Mr 
Corll, iil. 34. 





Vriort, Arguments a pricei 
+ God, iv. 472. 

Poverty an poetry, their cave, i. 3g, 
etolsnenelss not to be endured in our author, bus 
wable in Shakipesre, i. 55. 

iters, their three quai cations, ii, 276 


o: the beft to prove 3 





INDEX. 


Proteus (the fable of ), what to be underftood by 





pilgrims, iii, ITZ. 
Pindars and Miitons, of the modern fort, iii. 164. 


Q 
Quétnc, his refemblance to Mr. Cibber, if. 15- 
Weyt for joy, ibid. . So did Mr. C. i. 243+ 
R 


Refemblance of the hero to feveral great authors, 
'Yo Querno, ut fupra. To Settle, 
Jo Banks and Broome, i. 140. 

Round houte, ii. prope fin. : 

Ralph (James), tii. 165. See Sawney. 

Roome and Horneck, ili. 152. 





: 


$s 

Shakfpeare, to be fpelled always with an ¢ at the 
end, i. t. but not with ane in the middle, ibid. 
An edition of him in marble, ibid. mangled, al- 
tercd, and cut, by the players and critics, i, 133+ 
Very fure fill of ‘Vibbald, ibid. 

Seputchral lies on church walls, i. 43. 

Settle (Elkanah) Mr. Dennir’s account of him, 
jit, 37. And Mr. Weifled’s, ibid, Once pre- 
ferred to Diyden, iit, 37+ 
pamphlets, ibid. and iii, 283. 
farces and drolls, and employed at lat in Bar- 
tholon.ew Fair, iii. 283. . 

Sawney,a Poem! the auchor’s great ignorance in 

 eluffical learning, i. 4. 

Wn langnages, tii, 165. . : 

Lis praifes on himfelf, above Mr. Addifon 
ibid. 

Swits of Heaven, who they are, ii. 358. 

A fipthod Sibyl, ii. 15. 

Silenus deferibed, iv. 492+ 

Scholiafts, iii, Lyx. iv.-aE1L, 232. 

fupperlefe, a mullake concerning 













this word fet 



















‘A party-writer of 
A writer of 
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right with refpec to poets and other temperate 
ftudents, i. £15- 

Sevenfold Face, who mafter of it, i. 224. 

Soul (the vulgar Soul) its office, iv. 447- 

Schools, their homage paid to Dulnefs, and inwhat, 
iv, 15@, &e. 

at 

Tibbald, not hero of this poem, i, it. Publithed 
‘an edition of Shakfpeare, i. 133+ Author, fe- 
cretly an abettor of fcurrilities againft Mr. P. 
Vide Teflimonics, and Litt of Books. 

Thule, a very Northern poem, puts out a fire, is 
258. 

Taylors, a good word for them, againft poets and 
ill paymatters, ik, 118. 

Thunder, how to make it by Mr. Dennis's receipt, 
ii, 226. 

Travelling de{cribed,anditsadvantagessiv- 293, 

Vv 






Verbal critics, Two points always to be granted 
them, ii, 1. 

Venice, the city of, for what famous, iv. 308. 

Univerfity, how to pafs through it, iv. 255- 289. 


Ward (Fdw.) a poet and alehoufe-keeper im 
Moorfields, i. 233- What pecanie of his works, 
ibid. —His high opinion of J. aamefake, and 
his refpet for the pillory, iii. 34. ‘ 

Welfled (Leonard), one of the authors of the 
Weekly Journals, abufed our author, &c. many 
years fince, ii, 207. Taken hy Denis fora Die 
dapper, ibid. ‘The character of his poetry, fil, 
379. . : 

Weekly Journals, by whom written, ii. 280. 

Whirligigs, iii. $7. 

Wizard, his cup, and the ftrange effects of it, iv 
S17, See 


POETICAL WORKS 


oF 


JOHN Gay. 


Containing 
RURAL SPORTS, TALES, 
TUE BAN, soNGs, 
TUE SHEPHERD'S WEEK, || EPISTCES, 
TRIVIA, ECLOGUES, 
DIONE, ELEGLIES, 
EARLZS, TRANSLATIONS, 
te Be. We. 


To which is prefixed 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 





———————————————————————————————=——— 


Of manners gentle, of affections mild, 

In wit a man, fimplicity a child : 

With native humour temp’ring virtuous rage, 
Form’d to delight at once and Jafh the age ; 
Above temptation in a low eftate, 

And uncorrupted, even among the great ; 

‘A fafe companion, and an eafy friend, 
Unblam’d through life, lamented in thy end. 
Thefe are thy honours! not that here thy buft 
3s mix’d with heroes, or with kings thy duit; _ 
But that the virtuous and the good fhall fay, 
Striking their penfive bofems~—Here lies Gar. 


Pore's Errrars on Gar. 
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“THE LIFE OF GAY. 











Jou Gav was born at ofnear Barnftaple in Devonfhire, in 1682, His fantily was ancient, and: 
had been Jong in poffc fit of the eftate of Goldworthy in that copnty; bat being much reduced, 
he was born, as he hicafelf tells us in his Rural Sports, without prefpect of hereditary riches. 






Buel, who ne'er was blett by fortune’ ’s hand, 
Nor Brighten’ 'd ploughthares i in Paternal land. 


He was educated at the Free School of Barnftaple, by Mr. Luck, amatter of 7 good reputation, and 
suthur of a volume of Latin and Englifh verfes, from whom he acquired a ae for claiical literas 
ture and poetry. ’ 

. His fortune being infufficient to fupport the tank of a gentleman, and inadequate to the expenca 
of a liberal education, he was fent to London, and placed apprentice with a fill mercer in tHe Strand. 

The reftraint and fervility of his occupation foon became his averfion; and in a few years, his 
matter, uponghe offer of a fmall confideration, willingly confented to give up his indentures. 
| He was now Bel-ifurc to indulge his propenfity to poetry ; and as genius concurred with, Inclie 
nation, he foon produced Qis Rural Sports, a Georgic, printed in 1711, which he inferibed to Pope, 

{ who was then rifing faft into reputation. 

‘This performance procured him the acquaintance of Pope, who found fuch attradtions in his 
* manners and converfation, that he received him into his inmoft confidence; and a friendfhip was 
formed between them, which lafted till cheir feparaen by death, srichont any known abatement on 
“either part.” 

" “Whe fame year he publithed, in profe, The Prfent State of Wit, containing a chara@er of the pion 
dick] papers of thetime, .* a . 
fis reputation was now fo greatly advanced, that he attra@ted the notice of the Duchefeof Mon. 
mouth, who, in 1712, appointed him her Secretary, with a handfome falary, : 

. -The kindnefs of the Duchefs was very feafonable; for it relieved him froin the it importunities of 
want, occafioned by improvident thoughtlefenefs, and afforded him leifure te purfue his poetical 
“fhudies; of which he made fo good ufe, that the fame year he produced Trivia, er the dri of 
Watking the Strects of London, one of the happieft of his poetical performances. , 

- Lhe feme year appeared The Mobocks, a tragi-comical Farce, as it cas acted near the Watchboufa 
in Covent-Garden, which is generally fuppofed to have proceeded from his pen. In 1713, whea 
Steele began * The Guardian, ” affited by Addiioa and other wits, he contributed to.it, Nos. aly 
and £49. 

* "Phe fame yeer he brovight on the Mage, at Drury-Lane, his Wife of Bath, a Comedy, which was 
aGed with very indifferent faccefs; and on its revival, with fome alterations, at Lincoln’s lun veer 
in 170, he had the mofrification to fee it again rejected. 

In 1714 be publithed Te Sh:pherd’s Week, in fix paltorals, with a, Proeme, in  ohfolete engage, 
yand a Prologue, addrefled. to Botingbroke, who was then bigh in repstation and influence ambaz the | 
"Yories.. It was written at the indigation of Pope, and defigned to degrade the compolitions of 

.#Mips, his rival in paftoral poctry, by fhewing, that if it be neceflary to copy mature with mix 
nutenels, rural life p:ult be exhibited, fuck as groffuefs and ignocnce have made it, The execution 

ef the plan cxceeded the expectation of Pope, tor the effect of reality and truth became confpicuoisy 
Vou. VIM, R. 


” as THE LIFE OF GAY. 


even when the intention was to how them groveling and degraded 3 and The Shepherd's Wed con 
read with delight, as a juft reprefentation of rural manners and ‘occupations, by thot: wi-> hay no. in 
tereft in the rivalry of Pope and Philips. 

‘the mott promifing views of preferment now epened to him at court, He was careffed by Bo- 
Nugbroke, Swift, and the leading perfons in the Tory Miniftry, and his patronefs rejoiced to fee 
Fin taken from her fervice to attend the Earl of ‘Clarendon, as Secretary to his embaily tothe 
Court of Hanover, in the laft year of Queen Anne’s life, a 

This was a Mation that naturally gave him hopes of kindnefs from every party; but the Queerty 
écath, which happened fifteen days after his arrival at Hanover, put an end to her-Swser3, and the 
dedication of his Shepherd's Week wo Bolingbroke, is fuppofed to have obiiixida all kindnefs is 
the houfe of Hanover.’ -: ; t “4 

His office, however, made him perfonally known to the royal family,and his Epifile toa Lady 
shosfioned by the arrival of ber Royal Highnefi the Princefi of Wales, procured him a favourable admittance 
at the new court... 7 : 

tn 1715, he brought on the ftage his W’bat.d’ye-Call.if, a tragi-comic-paftoral Farce, which was 
adted with great applause, and honoured with the attendance of the Prince and Princefs of Wales. 

The novelty of this mock tragedy, the images of which were comic, and the action grave, and 
the favour with which it waa received by the audience, produced a pamphlet again(tit, called, “ The 
Key to the What-d’yegalleit,” written by Griffin, a player, in conjusion with Theobald. 

The exhibition of The Whated'ye-Call it, pleafed the town and the court, and advanced the Fepue 
tation of its author, but failed to raife his fortune, ‘ . : 





Places he found were daily given away, 
And yet no friendly gazette mentioned Gay. 


‘The profits, however, recruited his faances 3 and his poetical merit beipg endeared by the fweers 
nels and fineerity of his difpofition, made him the general favourite of the whole affociation of wits, 
and the cothpanion of perfons of the higheft diftindtion, both in rank and abilitics, 

to 1716, he made a vifit to Devonthire, at the expence of the Earl of Burlington, whom he tepaid 
with an Epific, containing an humorous accoarit of his journey. : 

‘The year following, he made a fimilar return to the kindnefs of Mr. Pulteney, who, on refigning 
his placd of Secretary at War, took him to Aix: 5 , 

Soon after his return from France, he endeavoured to entertain the town with The Three Houry 
«fir Marriage,a Comedy, written by the joint affiftance of Pope and Arbuthnot, which was de- 
tervedly driven off the fags with general condemnation. It was printed under the name of. Gay, 
‘but his hand isnot very difcernible in any part of it. The charaéer of Sir Tremendous, being appa. 
rently defigned for Dennis, was probably introduced by Pope. Fofile, who was meant to ridicule 
Dr. Woodward, a man nat really nor juflly contemptible, might have been the Produgion of Ar: 
buthnet, whofe knowledge in his profeflion’ would furnifh a fufficient train of phyfical termsand ob- 
fervations. Phabe Clinket alfo thould feem to have been intended to ridicule one of the females, 
whofe petulant attacks had irricated Pope. Cibber fays, that his own quarrel with him was ocea- 
fisned by a joke thrown into the “ Rehearfal,” at the expence of this unfuccefsful performance, 

Tn 1738, he accompanied Pope ona vific to Lord Harcourt, at his feat in Oxfordthire, where he 
Ciwircevated to pofterity the death of tivo rural lovers, unfortunately killed in the neighbouring fields 
by a flroke of lightning, in his Jetter to Fenton, printed among Pope’s Letters, : oe 

In. 1720, he publifhed a collection of his Poems, with Dione, a paftoral-tragedy, in gto, by fub- 
Ietiption, which, aa he was generally kiown, was fo fuccefsful, that he raifed 2 thoufand pounds, 
with which Pope advifed hin, and €as feconded by Swift, to purchafe an annuity ; but the advice. 

“was thrown away. ~ . - Peaar 

Mr. Secretary Caggs having made him a prefent d@some South Sea ftock, he fell into the genceal. 
infatuation of that difuftrous year, and once fuppofed himfelf te be matter of twenty thoufue 
Rounds, . fa ge 
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+ His friends endeavoured to perfaade him to fell ‘his thare; but he could not bear to obftrud his 
wv forrme, He was then importuned to fell as much as would purchafe a hundred a-year for 
lite, = which,” fays Fenton, “* would make you fure of a clean fhiet and a Moulder of mutton, every 
-day.” This e‘vice was rejected; the profit and principal were loft; and he funk under the calamity 
fo low, that his life became in danger, ‘ 

Z j-Alter languithing fome time, he removed to Hamphead, i in 172%, where, by the care of ‘his 

cfiiends, amuog whom Arbuthnot ax ad Pope appear to have fhown particular wendernels, bis health 
_M4s reltored; and returning to his ftudies, he wrote The Captives, a ‘Tragedy, whieh he, was invited 
ito reagty (ue Princels of Wales, at Leicciter-houfe, 

+ On this occanac* Mr. Victor relates, that when the hour came, and he faw the Princefs'and her 
fadies all in expectatity . advancing with reverence, tuo great for any other attention, “ he did nat 
fee a low fuot-ftool.t/ t happened to be near him, and flumbling over it, he fell againft a large 
fercen, which he ove.fet, and threw the ladies i into uo {mall diforder.” 

The Gaptives was brought oo the ftage at Drury-Lane, in 1723, and acted” elevey. nights, with 
great applaufe, I ‘he author’s third night, was, by the exprefa counmand of the Peiace and Princefa 
of Wales. 

LHe now thought “him felt i in favour; and having prorhifes made him of preierment, he undertook 
to write Fables for the improvement of the young Duke of Cumberland, which he publited, with a 
dedication to that Prince, in £726, In fome of the Fudles “ he was thought to be fomething tow 
bold with the court,” and in The Hare with wiany Friends, he Figuratively defcribed his own depen. 
Bence on the promifes of the Great, = 

Upon the accefliin of George I., the gear fallow ing, his patronsfs becarae Queen; and he expea- 
” ed co be provided for in fome office fuicable to his inclination aad abilities; but, on the fettlemens 
@f the*houleir ci, he fund himéelf appointed Gentleman Uther to the Princefs Eouifa. By this 
offer he thonght pmmfg infuked, and fent a meflage to the Queen, shat he was too old for the 
place, Remonftrances and folicitations were afterwards employed in his favour, and verfes and 
flattevies were addreiled to Mrs. Howard, afterwards Count*fs of Suffolk, whe was much beloved 
by the King and Queen, to engage her interc& in his promotion ; but remonkrauces and folicita. 
tions availed him nothing, and the verfes and flatteries were thrown away. . 

.. The public favour, however, made him ample amends for the neglect of the couré; and the pain 
” Which he fulfered from his private difappointment, may be fuppofed to have been driven away by 

, the unprecedented, ard almott incredible fuccefs of the B-gger's Opera, written in ridicule of the 
godifical Italian drama, and aéted at Lincoln's {nn-ficids, in 1727. It was firlt offered to Cibber and 
fis brethren at Drury-Lane, and rejected ; it being then carried to Rich, had the effect, as was ludi. 
geonlly faid, of making Gay rich, and Rich gay. 

_ Of dhe original and progrefs of this new fpecies of compofition, Spence has given the relation in 
Pope’ 's words. 

« Dr. Swift had been obferving once to Mr. Gay, what an odd pr retty fort of a thing a Newgate 
fattoral might mike. Gay was inclined to try at fush a thing for fome time, but afterwards thought 
jt would be better té write a Comedy on the fame plan. This was what gave rife to the Beggar's 
Opera, He began on it; and when firft he nizationed it to Swift, the Doctor did not mach like the 
project. As he carried it on, he thowed i it to both of us, and we now and then gave 4 correction, or 
. @ word ot twa of advice; but it was wholly of his own writing.—Whea it was done, neither of na 
thought it wotild fucceed—We fhowed it to Congreve, who, after reaving it over, faid, it would 
éither take greatly, of be damned confounded!y.— We were all at the fic night of it, in very great 
uncertainty of the event; ‘till we were very much encouraged, by overhezring the Duke of Argyle. 
who fat in the next box to us, fay, * It will do; it mult do; I fee it in the cyes of them.” This wis 3 
good while before the firit a& was over, and fo gave us eafe foon; for that Duke (befides his own 
yd tafte) his a particular knack, as any oué living, in difcovering the tafte of the public. He was 
“guite right in this, as ufval; the good nature of the audience appeared fronger and ftronger eves 
ay ade and ended ip a clamour of applaufe.” 
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Ite reception is thus recorded in the notes to the Dunciad, (Book iii. L-320:) 

* "This piece was received with greater applanfe than was ever known, Belides b ing Ge. a 
London fixty-thtee days without interrtiption, and renewed the next feafon with equal sppiawSe: i¢ 
fpread into all the great towns of England ; was played in many places to the thirticti. and fortieth 
time; at Bath and Briftol fifty, &c. It made its progtefs into Wales, Scotland, and Ireland, wherg 
ic was performed twenty-four days fuccelfively. ‘Tbe ladies carried about with them the fayourita 
fongs of it in fans, and houfes were furnished with it in fereens. The fame of it ws not confined 
to the author only. ~The perfun who adted Polly, [Mifs Fenton, afterwards Duchef~af Boltas) gilt 
then obicure, became, all at once, the favourite of the town ; her pi@ures were engraty SMHS Old ial inl 
grea numbers; her life written ; books of lettors and verfes to her publithed sa pamphlets made 
even of her fayings and jefts. Furthermore, it droxe out of England (for ’ wt feafon) the Htaliant 
Opera, which had Hoe bil before it for ten years.” , 

Of the Begrar’s Oper, when it was printed, the reception was different, according to the different 
opinion of its redders, Swift commended it for the excellence of its morality, as a piece, that, “ by 
a turn of humour, entirely new, placed all kinds of Vice in the ftrongeft and roft odious light.’* 
[Jatetigencer, No, 111.) “ 

Dr. Herring, afterwards Archbifhop of Canterbury, cenfured it as giving encouragement, not.only 
ta viee, but to crimes, by making a highwayman the hero, and difmifiing him at laf anpunifhed, 
Roth thefe deciftoris are pethaps cxaggerated ; but it muft be confefied, that the laft has received the 

 fandtion of fume refpedable magittrates, who have faid, that, after the exhibition of the Béggar’# 
Opera, the gangs of robbers were evidently multiplied. 

Eucouraged by the anexampled fuccefs of the Seygur*s Opera, he produced a fecond part, called 
Polly ; bat the objections to the fir part, either political or moral, had obtained fuch p-evalence; 
that when it was ready: for rehearfal at Covent-Garden, a meflage was ferit from the ‘ord Cham 
berlain, that it was not allowed to be adted, birt enmmanded to bs fuppreffed. se 

Being deprived of the produce of his talents by this a of power, he was forced to recompenfe his 
repulle, by printing it by a fublcriptitn, which drew the humanity of the public to his fide, and 
was fo libcral and extenfive, that though the firfl part gained him four hundred pounds, the profits 
of the fecond were near thrice as much,—Confideting its inferiority to the other in fatire, wit, plot; 
and exccution, in all probability he would not’ have bees thuch @ gainer, if it had been left to ite 
own fate. ihe 
. He received yet another tecompente for this foppofed hardthip, in the kindriefs of the Duke and 
Duchefs of Queenfberry, who refented the indignity put upon hit; refigned their refpective ems 
ployments at court, and took him into their family, and treated hinr with the moft-affectionate ate 
tention during the remaining part of his life. Spence relates, that the Duke, confidering his wang 
of economy, undertook the management of his money, and gave it to him as he wanted it. -But it 
is fuppofed that the difcountenance of the court, aggravated by the rejection of his Wife of Bath, 
which he brought again on the ftage, in £730, funk deep into his heart, and gave him more difcontent™ 
than the applaufes or tendernefs uf his friends could overpower. + 

His deje@ion was foon accompanied by the return of his conftitutional eis the colic, 
which he in vain endeavoured to remove, by a journcy to Amefbury, the feat of his noble patrony 
in Witthhire, “ My melancholy,’ be weites to Pope, “ nee and every hour threatens me with 
fome return of my diftenper.” > 

In this difpofition, it is no wonder that he rejected Pope's propoft in 1732, of writing verfes om 
the Queen’s hermitage ;.to which he anfwers, with a fixed defpondency, “ 1 know myfelf uns 
worthy of royal patronage.” He exerted himfelf, however, fufficiently to exhibit at the Haymare 

- ket this year; his Acis and Galatea, a Serenata, in air and recitative; the Rory taken from Ovid, 
and the mufic compofed by Handel. 

In-the beginuing of Odober 1732, he became apprehenfive of his approaching end, 1 vegas ry 
fays he, to look upon myfelf as one already dead, and defire my dear Mir. Pope, whonr I love #6 
my own foul, if you furvive me, es you certainly will, if a ftone thould mark ibe place of my geavey 
fee thefe words put upon it, wish what elfe you may think propery 


THE LINE OF GAY. HE 


Life isa jeft, and all things thow it; - 
1 thought fo once, but now 1 know it. - 

Vin fovat showever, in the delightful retirement of Amefbury, many intervals of eafe and cheer~ 
‘fulnefs, which enabled him ta finith the Opera of Acbitles ; and coming with the family to their 
Koufe in Burlington Gardens, to pafs the winter feafon, he’ gave it to the theatre; and the week 

fier, was fudderly feized with a violent inflammatory fevce, which ending in a mortification of his 
bowels, put a period to his life, December 4th, 1732, in the 54th year of his age. ‘ : 
mettre in Weltminiter Abbey, where his noble patrons eredted a hdndfome monument to 
his ef€RSr} , and Pope, agreeable to his dying requeft, gaye him an epitaph, written with fondncis 
‘gnd refpedt, but affp. ently with more efteem of his worth than veneration for his talents. 
‘Then follows this ing -iption : . : 
Here lie the afhes of Mr. Joun Gay, © 
The warmeft friend, z 
The moft benevolent man ; 
Who maintained 
Independency 
In low circumftances of fortane; 
Integrity 
In th wiid@ of a corrupt ages 
And that equal ferenity of mind 
Which confcious goodnels alone can gite, 
“Through the whole courfe of his life. * 
Favourite of the mufes 
He was led by them to every elegant art 5 
o Refined in tafte, , 
And fraught with graces all his own ¢ 
» In various kinds of poctry 
Superior to many, 
Inferior to none, 
His works continue to infpire. 
What his example taught, 
Contemyps of folly, however adorned 5 
Deteftation of vice, however dignified 5 
» Reverence of virtue, however difgraced, 
Charles and Catherine, Duke and Duchefs of Queenfberry, who loved this excellent man living, and 
regret him dead, have caufed this monument to be erected to his memory. 


‘The Opera of Achilles was acted foon after his death, and the profits were given to two widow 
fitters, Mrs, Ballct.and Mrs. Fortefcue, who, as heirs at law, fhared his fortune, amounting to 3cocl., 
between them, : . 

In £738, was publithed a fecond volume of his Fables, more grave,and more politi 

There have appeared likewile under his name, The Difireft Wife, a Comedy, firft printed in 1743, 
‘pnd adted at Covent-Garden in 1772, and a humorous pieces called The Reheanfil at Gotham. 

His Poems on Several Occafions, were printed in 2 vols. L2mo, 1737. Two additional volumes; 

profefling to be The Mifeellanecus Works of Mr. Fobn Gay, were printed in r2mo, 17733 in which 
a fraud of fingular importance to his reputation has been attempted. The “ Elegiac Epiftle to a 
Friend,” “ A Ballad on Ale,’ “ Story af Cephifa,” Gondibert, Cantos 7, 8, 9,” “ The Man 
Mountain’s Anfwer to the Liliputian verfes,” need no comment. The impofition is undeniable. 
"The poem on Wine fir printed in £710, is inferted on the authority of Hill. 
+ ‘The charaXer of Gay feems to have been very amiable. He was of an affable, fweet difpofi- 
tion, gencrous in his temper, aud pleafant in his converfation, He was univerfally beloved, and, 
-efteemed as a foft and civil companion. His chief fault was an exceflive indelence, without the 
ah knowledge of economy, which cften fubjected him to pecuniary difficulties, ' * He wasa 
Aural man,” fays Spence in Pope’s words, * without defign, who fpoke what he thought, and juft 
ds he thought it ; he was of timid temper, and fearful of giving offence to the great;wehich caution, 
however, was of no avail? In the, “ Denciad,” he fays, with juft indignation, 


Gay dis unpenfign’d with a hundred friends; 
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‘POEMS 


“8H -bofom now its panting beauties thaws 3 
~ Ph! expéttcns'd eye refilets plances throws; 
Now vary'd patckes wander o’er the face, 
‘And ftrike each gazer'with a borrow’d graces 
‘The fickle head-drefs finks, and now afpires 
A,towery front of lace on branching wires; 
‘The curhng hair in tortur'd ringlets flows, 
Dexoundfthe face in labour’d order grows, 
How inall | foar, and on enweary wing 
Trace Varying habits upy ard to their fpring ! 
Wi ct force Of tnulZek, what numbers can exprefs 
incouhayeSqiipage of female drefs! 
How the Prait Rays the flendty waift conftrain, 
How to adjult the manteau’s {weeping train ! 
What fancy can the petticoat (arround, 
With the capacious hyop of whalebone bound ! 
Bur ftay,prefumprucus mule! nor boldly dare 
“The toilette’s facred mytteries declare, 
Zeta juft dittance be to beauty paid; d 
None here muft enter but the trofty maid. 
Should you the wardrobe’s magazine rehear(e, 
And gloffy mantcaus ruflle in thy verfe 
Should you the rich brocaded (uit unfold, 
‘Where rifing flowers grow {tiff with [rofled gold; 
“Lhe dazaled mufe would from her fubjeét fray, + 
And in a maze of fafbions lofe her way. 


~ BOOK i, 























Oxyapvs? gates unfild; in heaven's high towers 
Appear in council all th’ inymortal powers, 
Great Jove above the reft exalted fat, 

And in his mind revolv’d fuccceding fate 5 

His awful eye with ray fuperior thone; 

‘hp thunder. grafping eagle guards his throne; 
On filver clouds the great affembly laid, 

‘The whole creation at one view furvey’d. 

But fec! fair Venus comes in all her ftate ; . 
‘The wanton’ Loves and Graces rouad her wait; 
With her loofe robe s ficious zephyrs play, 

Aad ftrew with odoriferous flowers the way ; 
Tu her right hand fhe waves the fluttering Pans 
And thus in melting -founds her fpeech began ; 

Affembled powers! who fickle mortals guide, * 
Who o’er the fea, the fkics, and earth, Frefide; 
Ye fountains: whence all human blefings flow, 
Who pour your bounties. on the world below ; 
Bacchus firft rais’d and prun’d the climbing vine, 
And taught the yrape to flream with genereus 

wine; Z 
Andaftrious Ceres tam’d the favage ground, 
And pregnant fields with golden harvetis crown’d; 
Flora with bloomy fweets enrich’d the- year; 
And fruitful autumn is Pomona’s care. 

J firft taught woman to fubdue mankind, 

And all her native charms with drefs refin'd 
Celettial fynod this machine furvey, 

“Chat fhades the face, or bids cool zephyrs play; 
TLeonfcious blufhes on her cheek acife, 
Witloghis fhe veils them from her lover’s eyes ; 
te Seno glance betrays her amoraus heart, 

a the-can’s ambush fhe dirc&s the dart. 

«ft re, al Sceptre thines in Juno's hand, 
ony. twifted thunder {peaks great Jove's com- 
_B mmand ; . 








“Ye perjur'd youth unfurls his treacherous fails; 


tg 
On Pallas’ arm the Gorgon ficld appears, 
And Neptune's mighty grafp the trident bears 
Ceresis with the bending fickle feen, i 
Aud the ftrong bow points out the Cynthian 
Queen; - : et 
the waving Fan my hands thai! grace, 
‘The waving Fan fupply the fceptre’s place. 
Who hall, ye powers! the forming pencil hold? 
What ftory fhall the wide machiue unfold ? f 
Let Loves and Graces lead the dance around, 
With myrtle wreathesand flowery chaptetscrown'dg 
Let Cupid's arrow flrow the finiling plains . 
With unrefidting nymphs and amorcus fwaias 
May glowing pictures o’er the furface fhine, 
‘To melt fow virgins with a warm defign! 
Diana rofe; with filver crefcent crowa’d, 
And fix’d her modeft eyes upon the ground: 
Then with becoming mien fhe rais’d her heady 
And thus with graceful voice the virgin faid 
Has woman then forgot all former wiles, 
The watchful ogle, and delufive [miles ? 
Does man againft her charms too powerful prove ? 
Or are the fex grown novices in love? 
Why then thefe arms? or why thould artful eyes 
From this flight ambuth, conquer by furprife ? 
No guilty thought the fpotlcfs virgin knows, 
And o'er her cheek no confcious crimfon glows. 
Since bluthes then from fhame alone arife, 
Why thouid we veil them from her lover's eyes? 








~4.et Cupid rather give up his command, 


And truft his arrows in a female hand. 

Have,not the gods already cherifh’d pride, 

And woman with deftrudtive arms fupply"d? 

Neptune on her beftows.his choiceft ftores, 

For her the chambers of the deep, explores 5’ 

The gaping hell its-pearly charge teligns, 

And round her neck the Jucid bracelet twines's 

Plutus for her bids earth its wealth unfold, 

Where the warm ore is ripen’d into gold; 

Or where the ruby reddens in the foil, 

Where the green emerald pays the fearcher’s toil: 

Does not the dismond fparkle in her ear, 

Glow on her hand, and tremble in her hair? 

Brom the gay nymph the glancing initre flicey - 

And imitates the lightning of her eyes. ‘ 

But yet, if Venus’ withes matt facceed, 

And this fantaftie engine be decreed, - 

May fome chitte ftory from the pencil fow, _ 

To tpeak the virgin’s joy, and Hymen’s woe! 
Here let the wretched Ariadne ftand, 

Seduc'd by Thefeus to foe deiert and, . 

Hor locks difhevel’d waving in the wind, 

The eryflal tears confefs her tertur’d mind. 





And their white bofoms catch the fwelling yaless 
Be fill! ye winds, the cries ; ftay, T! efeys, flay f 
But faithlefs Thefeus hears no m han they. 
All defperate,to fome craggy cliff the fies, 
And {preads a well-known fignal in the fiiess 
His Icffening veffel ploughs the foamy main ; 
She fighs, fle calls, the waves the fign in vain. 
Paint Dido there amid@ her taft dif 





| Pale checks and biood-fhoz eyes her grief exprefss 


Deep in her beeait the recking fword is dro 
And gufhing bivod ftreams purp! 


+ 





kre 
Her Sifter Anna hovering o’er her ftunds, 
Accufes Heaven with lrited eyes and haude, 
Upbraids the F'rojan with repeated cries, 
And mixes curfes with her broken fighs. 
View this, ye maids ; aud then each iwain believes 
‘They're Trojans all, and vow but to deceive. 
Vere draw Ocnone in the lonely grove, 
Where Paris fir betray" her into love : 
Let wither'd garlands hang on every bough, 
Which the falfe youth wove for Ocnone’s brow; 
‘The gatlands lofe their fweets, their pride is thed, 
Andlike their odours all his vows are Bed. 
On her fair arm her penfive head the lays, 
And Xanthus’ waves with mournful look furveys; 
"That flood which witnefs’d his inconant flame, 
When thus he fwore, and won the yiclding dame: 
© Thefe ftreams {hall foouer to their fountain 
“ move, 
«Than I-forget my dear Oenone’s love.” 
Roll back, ye ftreams; back to your fountain rua! 
Puris is falfu,; Ocnune is undone. 
Ah, wretched maid ! think how the moments flew, 
Fre you the pangs of this'curft pailion kuew, 
When groves could pleafe, and when you lov’d the 
plain, 
Without the prefence of your perjur’d fwain. 
‘Phus may the nymph, whene'er the tprcads the 
Fan, . 
In his true colours view perfidious man ; ; 
Pleas'd with her virgin flace, in foreits rove, 
And never truft the dangerous hopes of Love. 
Vhe Goddefs ended; merry Momus rofe, 
With fuiles and grins he waggith glances throws; 
"Then with a noify laugh foreftalls his joke, 
Mirth flaties from his eyes while thus he fpoke 
Rather lot heavenly decds be painted there, 
And by your own examples teach the fair. 
Jet chafle Diana on the piece be fen, 
And the bright crefgent own the Cynthian Queen. 
On Latmos’ op fee young Endymion lics, 
Peign’d Aeep has clos'd the bloomy lovec’s eyess 
Sce, to his foft. embraces how the fteals, 5 
And on his fips her warm caredfes feals 5 is 
No more her hand the glittering javelin holds, 
But round his neck her cager arms the folda, 
Why are our fecrets by our blufhes thown ? 
Virgius are virgins ftill—while ‘tis unknowo. 
Here Jet her on fome flowery bank be Jaid, 
Where mecting beeches weave @ graceful fhade ; 
Fler naked bofom wanton treffes grace, | 
And glowing expeétation paints her face 5 
O'er her fair limbs a thin luole veil is fpread, 
(Stand off! ye thepherds ; fear AQzon’s head)! 
Lct vigorous Pan th’ unguarded minute feize, 
| And in a fhaggy goat the virgin pleafe, > 
‘Why are our fecrets by our blushes fhown? 
Virgins are virgins Qill—while ‘tis unknown. 
There with juft warmth Aurora’s.paffion gyace, 
Tet {preading crimfon ttain her virgin faces 
See Cophalus her wantum airsdefpile, 
While the provokes him with defiring eyes; 
Yo raife his paffions, the difplays her charms, 
His modeft hand upon her bofom warms; [fuade ; 
Nor t.oks, gor prayers, nor force, his heart per- 
But with cifdaia he quits the rofy maid. 











THE WORKS OF GAY... 


Here let diftulving T.eda grace the toy, 
Warm cheeks and heaving brealts reve er j 
Beneath the prefling fwan the pants for air, 
While with his fluttering wings he fans the fai 
‘there let all-conquering gold exert irs power, 
And foften Danaé in s glittering fhower. * 

Would you warn beauty not to cherifh pride 
Nor vainly in the treacherous bloom coftfide, , 
Of the machine the faze Minerva place, 
With lincaments of wifdom mark her face.- | 
See, where fhe fies near {ai cranfparent flood 
And with her pipe cheers the formding wou 
Her image in the flaring glafs the fpics, - -. 
Her bloated cheeks, worn lips, and fhrivel’d ey 
She breaks the guillefs pipe, and with difdain 
Its fhatter’d ruins flings upon the plain; 
With the loud reed no more her cheek fhail fw 
What! fpoil her face! No, Warbling itra, 

farewell. : 
Shall arts, fhall fciences, employ the fair? 
Thofe triftes are beneath Minerva’s care. 
From Venus let her Jearn the married lite, 
And all the virtuous duties of a wife. : 
Here on a couch extend the Cyprian dame, 
Let her eye iparkle with the glowing flame; 
‘Lhe god of war within her clinging arms | 
Sinks on her lips, and kindics all her charms. 
Paint limping Vulesn with a bufband’s 
And let his brow the cuckold's Moncurs Wear 5 
Beneath the net the captive lovers piace, 
Their limbs entangled ia a clofe embrace. 
Let thefe amours adorn the new machine,. 
And female nature on the pidce be feen ; 
So fhall the fair, as lung as Fans ihall lait, 
Learn from your bright examples to be chafké. 
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Tus Momus fpoke. . When fage Minerva rofe: 
From her weet lips f{mooth ¢!ocution flows ; 
Her fkilfuj hand an ivory pallet grac’d, 

Where shining colours were in order plac’ds , - 
As gods are blefs’d with a fuperior kill, F 
And, fwift ag mortal thought, perform their will 
Straight the propofes, by her art divine, 

‘To bid the paint exprefs her great deliga, ¢ 
‘Th’ affembled powers confent, She now began, 
And her creating pencil ffain’d the Fan, 

O'er the fair ficid trees {pread, and rivers flow, ... 
‘Yowers rear their hedds, and diftant mountain: 
“grow; : 
Life feéms to move within the glowing veins, - 
And in cach face fome lively pailion reiz 7 
Thus have | teen woods, hill-, and dales appear, - 
Flocks greze the plains, birds wing the filenc air, 
fn darken'd rooms, where light can only pafs 

Through the fmail civcle of a convex glats; 
© /the white fheet the moving figures rife, 














She various fables on the picce defign’d; Pa 
‘hat {poke the follies of the female kinds“. 
‘The fate of pride in Niobe fue drew 
(Be wile, ye nymphs, that {cornful vice (@™ue} 
{na wide plain th’ imperious mether ftood, 


bs foreft waves, clouds float along the flciess 





| Whole diftant bounds rofe in a winding wood 4 
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POEM & 
- Upon her thoulder flows her mantling hair, Y 


Bride marks her.brow, and elevates her air; 
A purple robe behind her {weeps the ground, 
Whofe fpacious border golden flowers furround; 
She’ made J.atona’s altars ceafe to flame, 

» And of due honours robb’d her facred name; * 
‘To her own chatms the bade freth incenfe rife, 
And adoration own her brighter eyes. * 


Seven daughters from her fruirfel loins were born, 


Seven graceful fons her nuptial bed adorn, 
Who, f a mother’s arrogast difdain, 

Were by-*atona’s double offzpiing flain. 

Here Phebus his unnerring arrow drew, . 
And from his rifing fteed her firft-born threw; 
His opening fingers drop the flacken’d rein, 

And the pale corfe fails headlong to the plain, 
Bencath her pencit here two wreltlers bend, 

See, to the grafp their fwelling ucrves diftend ; 
TDiana’s arrow joins them face to face, 

and death unites them in a ftrict embrace, 
Another here flics trembling o'er the plain 


(When Heaven purtues, we fhun the Mroke in 


vai) + 
This lifes his fupplicating hands and eyes, 
And ’midft his humble adoration dics. 

As from his thigh this tears the barbed dart, 
A furer weapon itrikes his throbbing heart: 
aWhile that to raife his wounded brother tries, . 
Death blatts his bloom, and locks his frozen eyes, 

‘The tender fitters, bath'd in gricf, appear 

* ‘With fable garments and difhevel'd hais, 
And v'er their gaping brothers weeping ftood ; 
Some with their trefles ftopt the guthiny: blood ; 
‘Phy flrive to flay the fleeting life too late, 

, And in the pious aétion Mhare their fate. 





Now the proud: dame, o’ercome by trembling fear, 
} * 


With her wide robe proteds her only care 5 

‘Vo fave her only care in vain fhe trics, 

Clofe at her feet the lateft victim dies. 

Down her fair check the trickling forrow flows, 

iike dewy {pangles on the bluthing rofe ; 

Fixe in aftonilment the weeping Rood, 

‘The plain all purple with her children’s blood ; 

She ftiffens with her wocs ; no more her hair 
‘In eafy ringlets wantons in the air; 

Motion forfakes her eyes; her veins aré dry'd, 

And beat no longer with the fanguine tide; 

All life is fied; firm marble now fhe grows, 

Which ftill in tears the mother’s anguith thowa. 

Ye hauzhty (air, your painted Fans difplay,. 

And the jult fate of lofty pride furvey. 

‘Thoagh lovers oft extol your beauty’s power, 

And in celeftial fimilics adore ; 

Yhough from your features Cupid borrows arms, 

And goddeffes confefs inferior charms ; 

Do not, vain maid, the flattering tale believe, 

Alike thy lovers and thy glats deccive. 

Here lively colours Procris’ paffion tell, 

Who to her jealtus fears a viGim fell. 

Hegakneels the trembling hunter o'er his wife, 
‘“Vicrolly her fickening cycs, and galps for life 5 

Her drooping head upon her fhoulder lies, 
“And parple gore her fhowy bofom dyes, 

‘What guile, what horror, on his face appears! 
Ble, bis red eye-lid (vems te fell with tears; 








“aoe 


With agony his wringing hands he ftrains, 

And ftrong convulfons itretch his branching veins, 
Learn hence, ye wives! bid vain fufpicion ceale, 

Lofe not, in fullen difcontent, your peace + 

For, when fierce love to jealoufy ferments, 

A thoufand doubts and fears the foul invents; 

No more the days in pleafing converfe flow, 


| And nights no more their fott endearments know, 


‘There on the picce the Volfeian queen expir’d, 
The love of fpoiis her female bofom fir'd. 
Gay Chloreus’ arms aterac her longing eyes, 
Aad for the painted plume and heim‘ fhe fighs ; 
Fearlefs the follows, bent on gaudy prey, 
‘Till an ill-fated dart obftructs her way ; 
Down drops the martial maid; the bloody ground 
Floats with a torrent from the purple wound; 
‘The mournful nymphs her drooping head faltain, 
And try to ftop the gufhing life in vain, 

Thus the raw maid fome tawdry coat furveys, 
Where the fop’s fancy in embroidery plays; 
His fnowy feather, edg’d with crimton dyes, 
And his bright fword-kAot, lure her wandering: 
. eyes; 
Fring’d gloves and gold brocade confpire to move, 
Till the nymph falls a facrifice to love. = 
Here young Narciffus o'er the fountain Rood, 
And view’ his image in the cryftal flood : 
The cryftal flood refleéts his lovely charms, 
And the pleas’d image ttrives to meet his arns, 
No nymph bis unexpesienc’d breatt fubdued, 
Echo in vain the fying boy purfued, 
Himéelf alone the foolifh yotith adinires, 
And with fond lock the fmiling thade defires: 
O’er the fmooth lake with fruittc’s tears he prievesy, 
His Ipreading fingers thot in verdaut leaves, 
Through his pale veins green fap now gently flows; 
And in a fhort-liv'’d ower his beauty blows. 

Let vain Narciflus warn each female breaft, 
That beauty’s but a tranfient good at beft. 

ike flowers it withers with th’ advancing year 3’ 
And age, like winter, robs the blooming fair. 
Oh, Araminta! ceafe thy wonted pride, ~ 
Nor longer in thy faithlefs charms confide ; 
Ev'n while the glafs refled&ts thy fparkling eyes, 
‘Vheir Iuftre and thy rofy colour flies! 

‘Thus on the Van the breathing figures thine, 
And all the powers applaud the wife defign. 

The Cyprian queen the painted gift Teceives, 








“And with a gratetul bow the fynod leaves. 


To the low world fhe bends her fteepy way, 

Where Strephon pafs'd the folitary day. 

She found him in a melancholy grove, 2 

His down. caft eyes betray’d delponding love; 

The wounded bark confefs’d his flighted flame, 

And every tree hore falfe Corinna’s name : 

In a cool fhade he lay with folded arms, 

Curfes his fortune, aud upbraids her charms ; 

When Venus to his wondering eyes appears, 

And with thefe words relicves his amorous cares : 
Rife | happy youth ; this bright machine furvey, 

Whofe ratting thicks my bufy fingers fway ; 

This prefent fhall thy cruel charmer move, 

And in her fickle bofom kindle love. . 
The Fan hall flutter in all female hands, 

And various fathions learn from various lands, 





as 
ay 
Bor thig thall elephants their ivory fhed; 
‘And polifh'd fhicks the waving engine fpread t 
Tlis clouded mail the tortoife thal) refign, 
Aud round the rivet pearly circles thine. 
On this fhall Indians alt their art employ, 
‘And svith bright colours ftain the gaudy toy; 
ir paint fhall here in wildeft fancics flow,, 
drefs, their ctitama, their religion, fhow +. 
So fhall the Britith fair their minds improve, 
And on the Fan to diftant climates rove, 
Flere China’s ladies hall their pride difplay, 
‘And filver figures gild their loofe array; 
“this boatts her litle feet and winking eyes 
That tunes the fife, or tinkling cymbal plies 
Hire crofs-legg’d nobies in rich ftate fhall dines 
"Phere in bright mail diftorted heroes thine, 
‘The peeping Fan in modern times fhall rife, ° 
“Through which unfeen the female ogle flies; » 
"Vhis fhalt in temples the fly maid conceal, +, 
And thelter love beneath devotion’s veil. 
_, Gay France thall make the Fan her artift's care, 
And with the coftly trinket arm the fair... 
‘As learned orators, that touch, the heart, , 
With various action raile their foothing art, 
Roth head and hand affect the liftening throng, 
‘Aud humeur each expreffion of the tongues 
So fhall each paffion by the Fan be feen, 
_ From noify anget to the fallen fpleen.  . ‘, 
While Venus fpoke, joy fhone.in Strephon's 

















: eyes; E 
Proud of the gift, he to Corinna flies = 





THE WORKS OF GAY: 


But Cupid (who delights in amorous ilf, 
Wounds hearts, and ieaves them to a womass ~ 
will} west 
With certain aim a golden arrow drew, 
Which to Leander’s pantirig bofom flew,” 
Leander Jov'd, and to the fprightly dame 
In gentle fighs reveal’d his growing flame + 
Sweet {miles Corinna to his fighs returns, 
And for the fop in equal paffion burns. 


_ Lo, Strephon comes! and, with a foppiiant 
=. bow, . 7 : 
Offers the prefent,and renews his vow? 
When fhe the fate of Niobe beheld, . 


Why has my pride againft my heart rébellid? ~ 
She fighing ery'd.. Difdain forfook her breatt,; 
And Strephon now was thought a worthy. gues 
In Procris’ boforn when fhe faw the dart, 
She juftly blames her own fulpicious heart 5 
Imputes her difcontent to jealous fear, 
And knows her Strephon’s:conftancy fincere, 
When on Camilla’s fate her eye fhe turns, - 
No more for fhow, and equipage fhe burns: 
She fearus Leander’s paflion to defpife,., 
And looks on merit with, difcerning eyer. 
Narciffus’ change to the vain virgin thows, 
Who trufts to beauty, trufts the fading rofe. 
Youth flies apace, with youth your beauty flies ; 
Love then, ye virgins, ere the bloffom dies, 
‘Thus Pallas taught her. Strcphon weds they 


dame; . any, fa 
Arid Hymen’s torch diffus'd the brighteft flame. 


“THE SHEPHE 


- & —_. Libeat mihi fo 


RD’S- WEEK; 


IN SIX PASTORALS, 1774. 


WITH THE AUTHORS NOTES, 


rdida rura, * 


“ Atque humiles habitare cafes ——en VIR 


 — 
eee 


PROEME TO THE CO 


€Snuer marvel hath it been (and that rot un- 
worthily) to divers worthy wits, chat in this our 
idland of Britain, in all rare feiences fo greatly 
abounding, more efpecially, in all kinds of poely 
highly fourifhing, no povt (though otherwife of 
notable cunning in roundelays} hath hit on the 

. right fimple eclogue, after the true ancient guife 
of Theocritus, before this mine attempt. 

Other poct travailing in this plain high-way of 
pattoral, know Tnone. Yet, certes, fuch st behoved 
‘2 paftoralto be, as nature in the country afford- 
eth; and the manner’ alfo meetly copied from the 
ruitical folk therein, In this alfo my love to my 
hative country (Britain) much pricketh me for- 

yard, to. defosibs aright the manners of our ows 
mt 








of, L avow, fa 
‘age fo juftly to 
fovereign lady Queen Anne. 


7 


URTEOUS READER?) 


honeft and laborious ploughmen, ife, fered 
more ugworthy a British poet's imitation, that 
thofe of Sicily or Arcadic; albeit, not ignorant § 
am, what a rout and rabblement of critical gallis 
mawiry hath been made of Jate days by certaitf 








young men of infipid delicacy, concerning, I wilt 
not what, golden age, 


and other ontrageous cons - 
ceits, towhich they would confine paftoral. Wheres 
count nought at all, knowingo 
be inftiled golden, a3 thjpvofOug 


tog ot 
(only ft for {chools and 
cient Doric fhepherd, 
vas never known; Ag 
Idyli, nraketh bis Loge! 


This idle trampery 
fehool boys) unto that an 
Theocritus, or his mates, 
rightly, throughout his filth 


POEM &- 


aqive ull leaguage, and behold their goats at rut 
in all implicity . ‘ 
~ / 
“Qrdacs oex’ toogh tats pomddas, ele Rarityras, 
Mednsraes spdarpas, ore & tedyos adrds iytrro. 
is ; iaeeas’ ‘Yuzoc. ld, i. 87. 
Verily, a8 little pleafance receiveth a true home- 
bred tos, from all the fine finical new-fangled 
fuoleries of this gay Gothic garniture, wherewith 
they! y nicely bedcck their court-clowns, or clown- 
courte” (for which to call them rightly [ wot 
nor}, te would a prudent citizen journcying to bis 
couney farnys, fhould he find them occupied by 
poople of this mozley make, inflead of plain downe 
right hearty cleanly folk, fuch as.bg now tenants 
to the burgeffes of thi: realm. : 
Futthermore, it is my purpofe, gentle reader, to 
fet before thee, as it were a picture, or rather live- 
ly landfcape of thy own country, juft as thou 
mightett fee it, didft thou take a walk into the 
fields at the proper feafon : even as Mailter Mj 
ton hath elegantly fet forth the fame : 








% A's one who long in populous city pent,” 

* Where houfes thick, and fewers annoy the air, 

Forth iffuing on 2 fummer’s morn to breathe 

* Among the pleafant villages and farms 

#-Adein 4, from each thing met conceives de- 
* light ; ne 

" The fell of grain, or tedded grafs, or kine, 

Or dairy, each rural fight, each rucal found.” 


4 


Thgu wit not find my fhepherdeffes idly piping, 
gn oaten reeds, but milking the kine, tying up the 
Sheaves, or, if the hogs are aftray, driving them ta 

fhe ftyes, My shepherd gathereth none other 
nofegays but what are the growth of our dwn 
fic ds; he fleepeth not under myrtle fhades, but 
wnder a hedge; nor doth he vigilantly defend his 
flocks from wolves, becaufe there are none, ag 
Maifter Spenfer well obfecveth : 


« Well is known that, fince the Saxon king, 
Never was wolf feen, many or fome, } 
Nor in all Kent nor in Chriftendom,” 


For as much a J have mentioned Maifter Spen- 
fer, foothly I mutt acknowledge him a bard of 
fweeteft memorial. Yet hath his fhepherd’s boy. 
at fome times raifed his ruftic reed to rhymes more 
rumbling than rural, Divers grave points alfo 


cbath be handled of charchly matter, and doubts | 


273 
in religion daily atifing, to great clerks erly ap” 
pertaining. What liketh me beft are his mune? 


J indeed right fumple and mect for’ the country” 


fuch as Lobbin, Cuddy, Hobbinol, Diggon, and 
others, fome of which | have made,boid to bor- 


row.’ Moreover, as he called his Eclognes, the 


* Shepherd’s Calendar,” and divided the fame into 
terelve months; I have chofen (peradventure sot 
over rafhly) to-naine mine by the days of the 
week, omitting Snuday, or the Sabbath; qurs being 
fuppofed to be Chriftian thepherds, and to bé then 
at church-worfhip. Yet further, of many of Meit- 
ter Spenfer’s eclognes it may be obferved, though 
mionths they be called, of the faid months therein 
nothing is {pecified; wherein I have alfoeiteemed 
him worthy mine imitation. ‘ 

‘That principally, courteous reader, whereof 1 
would have thee to be advertifed (feeing | deparc 
from the vulgar ufage), is touching the language 
of my thepherds; which fs, foothly to fay, fuch as 
is neither fpoken by the country maiden, or the 
courtly, dame ; nay, not only fuch as in the prefer 
times is not uttered, but was never uttered ia 
times pat, and, if 1 judge aright, will never be 
uttered ip times future: it, haying too much ot 
the country to be fit for the court, too much of 
the court to be &t for the country; too” munch of 
the language of old times to be fit for the prefent, 
too much of the prefent to have been fit for the 
old, and tog much of both to be fit for any time 
to come. Granted alfo it is, that in this my lan. 
guage I feem. unto myfelf as a London mafon. 
who calculateth his work for a term of years, when 
he buildeth with old materials upon a ground-reitt 
that is not his own, which foon turns to mbbiih 
and ruins. For this point no reafon can I allege 
only deep Jearned,enfainples, having ied me there. 
unto, 

But here again much comfort arifeth in mr, 
from the hopes, ia that I conceive, when thele 
words, in the courfe of tranfitory things, fhall de. 
cay, it may fo hap, im meet time, that fome lover 
of fimplicity fhall arife, who’ fhall have the hard’~ 
nefs to render thefe mine eclogues into fuch mo- 
dern dialeg, as fhall be then underftood, to. which 
end gloffea and explications of uncouth paitorak 
terms are annexed. %: . 

Gentle reader, turn over the leaf, and entertain 
thyfelf. with the profpeét-of u:ine own country, 
limned by the painful Irind of thy loving country~ 
man, Joun Gay. 





PROLOGUE. 
© ‘TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE LORD VISCOUNT BOLINGBROKE: 


Le I, who erft beneath a tree, 
Sung Bumkinet and.Bowzybee, 
And Blouzeling, and Marian bright, 
In apron blue, or apron white, 
Now write my fonnets in a book, 
For my good ord of Bolingbroke, 
You, Mally 





« 


As ladg and laffes ftood around 


"To hear my boxen hautboy found, 


Our clerk.came pofting‘o’er the green 

With doleful tidings of the queea5 

The queen,-he faid, to whom we owe 

Sweet pracy, that maketh riches low, 5 
ae bee 


1% 


B74. 


‘That queen, who eas'd our tax of late, 
‘Was dead, alas! and Jay in Mate,’ -: 

At this, in tears was Cicely feen, 
Buxoma tore her pinners clean, i 
In doleful dumps ftood every clown,: 
The parfon rent his band and gown, 

For me, when as I heard that deaths 
Had fnatch’d queen Anne to Elizabeth, 1° 
T broke my reed, and fighing, fwere- 
Vd weep for Blouzelind no more 

While thus we ftood as in a ftound, 
And wet with tears, like dew the ground, 
Full foon hy borefire and by hell i 
‘We learnt our liege was paffing well. 
A fkilful leach [fo God him feed) 
‘They faid had wrought this bleffed deeds 
This leach Arbuthnot was yclepe, ‘ 
‘Who many a night not once had flept; 
But watch’d our gracious fovereign ftill ; 
For who contd reft when the was ill? 
Oh, may’ft thou henceforth fweetly Neep 


Sheer, fwains, oh . fheer your lofteft theep, 


‘Vo fwell his couch ; for well 1 ween, 
He fay'd the realm, who fav’d the queen, 
Quoth I, pleafe God, I'll hye with glee 
‘To court, this Arbuthnot to fee. “ 
1 fold my theep and jambkins too, 
For filver loops and garment blue; 
My boxen hautboy, fweet of found, 
For lace that edg'd mine hat around 3. 
For Lightfoot and my fcrip, 1 got * 
A gorgeous fword, and eke a knot, 
So forth ¥ far'd to court with fpeed, 
Of foldicr’s drum withouten dreed; 
For peace allays the thepherd’s fear 
Of wearing cap of grenadier, 
‘There faw } ladies all a-row, 
Before their queen in fecmly thow, 
No more Pil fing Buxoma brown, > 
Like goldfinch in her Sunday gown ; 
+ Ner Clumfilis, nor Marian brighty. 
Nor danvfel that Hobnelia hight. 


#0 


go 


§0 





THE WORKS OF°GAY, 


But Lanfdowne, frethi as fléwer-of May, 
And Berkeley, lady blithe and gays 
And Anglefea, whofe fpeech exceeds. 
The voice of pipe, or caten ‘reeds A 

And blonming Hyde, with eyes fo rare; 
And Montague beyond compare : 
Such ladies fair would I depaint, 
In-roundelay or fonnet quaint. 

There many a worthy wight I've feen; 
In ribbon blue and ribbon green + 
As Oxford, who a wand doth beat, * 
Like Mofes, in our bibles fair; 

Who for our traffic forms defigns, 

And gives to Britain Indian mines, 

Now, thepherds, clip your fleecy cares 
Ye maids, your fpinning-wheels prepare ¢ 
Ye weavers, all your fhuttles throw, © — 
And bid broad cloths and ferges grow ; 
For trading free fhall thrive again, 

‘Nor leafings lewd affright the fwain. 

There faw 1 St. John, fweet of mien, 
Full fledfatt both to church and queen ; 
With whofe fair name I'll deck my ftrain ; 
St. John, right courteous to the fwaing 

For thus he told me on a day, 

Trim are thy fonnets, gentle Gay; 

And, certes, mirth it were to fee 

Thy joyous madrigals twice three, 

With preface meet, and netes profound, . 
Imprinted fair, and well y-bound, 

All fuddenly then home I fped, 

And did ev’n as my lord had faid, 

Lo, here thou haft mine cclogues fair, 
But let not thefe detain thine ear. . 
Let not th’ affairs of ftates and kings 
Wait, while our Bowzybeus fings. 
Rather than verfe of fimple fwain ~ 
Should ftay the trade of France or Spain : 
Or for the plaint of parfon’s maid, 

Yon emperor's packets be delay’d; 
In footh, 1 fwear by holy Paul, 
1d. bura book, preface, notes, and all. 





8¢ 


” 


MONDAY; OR THE SQUABBLE. 


LOBBIN CLOUT, CUDDY, CL ODDIPOLE, 


Lobbin Clout, 


Tuy younglings, Cuddy, are but juft awake,. 
No thruftles thrill the bramble-buih forfake, 
No chirping lark the welkin theen invokes, © 
No dam(el yet the fwellng udder flrokes 5 


Ver. 3. Welkin, the fome as welken. an old Saxon 


word, fignifying a cloud ; 


this werfe in tbe dream of Lbaueer, 
» Ne in all the welkin was no cloud.” . 


Sheen or fhine, an old word fir thining er bright. : 


by soctical licence it is free’ 
quently taken for the element or Sky, as may appear by: 


“O’er yonder hill does feant the dawn appear 


‘Then why does Cuddy leave his cot fo sear j 


Cuddy, 


Ab Lobbin Clout! 1 ween my plight ia gueft, 


fcr he that loves, 2 ftranger is to reft ; - 
If fwains belie not, thou hait prov'd the 
And Blouzelinda’s auiftrefs of thy heart. 








mart, 


eat 


ffcarce. 


. Fer: §. Scant, wfed in the ancient Brisifs authors for 
Ver. 6. Reat, an exprefivn in foveral counties Ff 


| England, for early in the morning, a es 
Te ween, derived from the Savion, te think: 








= 


Po RM 4.- 


* This ring rear betokeneth well thy mind, . 
‘Thole arms.are folded for thy Blouzelind. ¢ 
And well, [ trow, our piteous plights agrees 
-Thee Blouzelinda fmites, Buzoma me. Fins 

Lobbin Clout. = 
Ah, Blouzelind! 1 love thee more by rdf, 
Than dues their fawns, or cows the. newn- fali’a 
calf: 
‘Woe worth the tonguc! may blifters fore i it gall, 
That names Buxoma Blouzeliad withal, 
Cuddy. 

Hold, witlefs Lobbin Clout, | thee advife, 
Left blifters fore on thy own tongue arife. 

Lo, yonder, Cloddipole, the blithfome {wain, 
The wifeit lout of all the neighbouring plain! 

* From Cloddipole we learn to read the fkies, ; 
To know when hail will fall, or winds arife. 
He taught userft the heifer’s tail to view, [fue 
When ftuck aloft, that fhowers would ftraight en- 
He firft that ufcful fecret did explain, 

‘That pricking corns foretold the gathering rain. 
‘Waen {wallows fleet foar high, and fport in air, 
He told us that the welkin would be clear. 4° 
Jiet Cloddipole then hear us twain rehearfe, 

And praife his {weetheart in alternate verfe. 

i’ wager this fame oaken ftaff with thee, | 

‘That Cloddipole thall yive the prize to nie. 

‘ Lobbin Clout. 

See this tobacco-pouch, that’s lin’d with.hair, 
Made, of the fkit of flvekeft fatlow-deer. 

This pouch, that’s ty'd with tape of reddeft hue, 
Wl wager that the ‘prize fhall be my duc. 
Cuddy, 

Begin thy carols then, chou vaunting flouch! 

Be thine the oaken ftaff, or mine the pouch. 
. Lobbid Clout, 
“My Blouzelinda is the blitheft lafs, 
Than primrofe {weeter, or the clover-glafe, 
Fair ie the king-cup that in meadow blows 
Fair is the daizy that befide her grows; 
Tair is the gilliflower, of gardens {weet, 

. Fair is the marygold, for pottage meet: - 

‘~But Blouzclind’s than gillifower more fair, 
Than daizy, marygold, or king-cup rare. 

Cuddy. 

My brown Buxoma is the feateft maid, , 
That c’er at wake delightfome gambol play’d. 50 
Clean as young lambkins or the goofe's down, _ 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday gown. 

The witlefs lamb may {port upon the plain, 
The fritking kid delight the gaping fwain, 
The wanton calf may ikip with many a bound; 

. And my cur Tray play defreft feats around ; 

But neither lamb, nor kid, nor calf, nor Tray,” 
Dance like Buxoma on the firft ef May. 
Lobbin Clout. 7 m 

Sweet is my toil when Biouzelind is near; _ 
Of her bereft, ’tis winter all the year. 60 
With her no fultry fumater's heat I know ; 
in winter, when the’s nigh, with love 1 glow. 


40 


” Per. 25. Eck, a contradion of ere this; it fe ies 
fome time ago, or formerly. 


2 Wer, §6. Deft, an old word, fgnifying britk wl 
pimble. : 


295 
Come, Blouzelinda, cafe thy fwain’s defire, 
My fummer's fhadow, and my winter’s fire? 

c : 


As with Buxoma once i work’d at hay, 
Ewv’n noon-tide labour feem’d an holiday ; 
And holidays, if haply the were gone, 
Like worky-days 1 with’d would foon be done, 
Eftfoons, O fweetheart kind. my love repay, - 
And all the year hall then he holiday. _ 7° 
Lebbin Clout. : 
“As Blouzelinda, i in a gamcfome mood, 
Behind a haycock loudly langhing ftood, 
I flily ran, and fnatch'd a hafty kifs ; 
She wip’d her ¥ps, nor took it much amifs. 
Believe me, Cuddy, while i’m bold to fay, 
Her breath was {weeter than the ripen’d hay. 
Guddy, 
As my Boxoma, in a morning fair, ...- 
With gentle finger ftrok'’d her milky care, 
T queinely ftole a kifs; at firft, ‘tis trac, 
She frown'd, yet after granted one or two. 
Lobbio, 5 fwear, helieve who will my vows, 
Her breath by far excell’d the breathing cows, 
Lobbin Claut. : 
Leek to the Welch, to Dutchmen burcer’ 's dear, 
Of irifh fwains potatoe is the cheer; 
Oats for their feafts the Scottifh thepherds grind; 
Sweet turnips are the food of Blopzclind. 
While the loves turnips, butter L'il defpife, 
Nor legks, nor oatmeal, nor potatoe, prize. 


80 


Cuddy. 
fx good roaft-beef my landlord Ricks his knife, 
The capon fat delights his dainty wife, go 


Pudding our parfon eats, the {quire loves hare, 
But white-pot thick is my Buxoma’s fare, 
While the loves white-pot, capon ne'er fhall be, 
Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, food for me. 
Lodbin Clout. 
As once I play’d at blindman’s buff, it hapt 
About my eyes the towel thick was wrapt. 
I mifs'd the {wains, and feiz’d on Blouzelind. 
True peaks that ancient proverb, “ Love is blind.” 
3 Condy. : 
As at hot-enckles once.t laid me down, 
And felt the weighty band of many a clown; req 
Buxoma gave a gentle tap, and 1 + 
Quick role, and read fof miichief in her “78 : 





Fer.69. Eftfoons, from eft, an ancicnt Britif 
word, fixifying foon. So that eftfoons is a doubling of 
the word loon, which is, as s& were, to fay, twice loon 
or very foon. 

Fer. 79, Queint bas various fignifications in the au- 
cient Englifh authors. 1 bave ufed it in this place in 
the fame fenfe as Chaucer hath done in bis Miller's Tale. 
“ As Glerkes being full fubtle and queint” (by which 
be means arch or wagyith) ; and not in that obfiene 
Serf wherein be ufeth it in the line immediatelly fullows 
ing. 

Ver. 85. 

“ Populus Alcidz gratiffima, Vitis Taccho, 

- Formofz Myrtus Veneri, fua Laurea Phebo, 
- Phillis amat Corylos. Iilas dum Phillis emishity 
“ Nec Mystusvincet Corylosnes Laurea Pheebi.”* 
&e Vas 

Si By 
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Lobbin Clout, 

On two near elms the flucken'd cord T hung, 
Now high,'now low, my Blouzelinda fwung. 
With the rude wind her runipled garment rofe, 
And fhow'd her taper Jeg, and fearlet hofe.  * 

Cuddy. 

Acrofs' the fallen oak the plank I laid, 

And myfelf pois'd-againft the tottering maid. 

High lcap'd the plank ; adown Buxoma fell ; 

1 fpy’d—hut faithful fweethcarte never tell. 110 
Lobin Claut, 

‘This riddle, Cuddy, if chou canft explain, - 
‘This wily riddle puzztes every fwain. 

What flower is that which bears the virgin’s 
“ name, ‘ 7 ‘ 
% The richeft metal joined with the fame?” - 
Cuddy . 

Anfwer, thou carle, and judge this riddle right, 
T'll frankiy own thee for a cunting wight.” 

“ What flower is that which royal honour craves, 
© Adjvin the virgin, and ’tis firown on graves?” 
fen Cloddipole: 

Forbear, contending louts, give o’er your ftrains! 
An oaken aff each merits fur bis pains, 120 
Bur fee the fun-beams bright to labour warn, 
And gild the thatch of gocdman Hodge's barn, 
Your herds for want of water ftand a-dry, 
‘They're waary of your fongs—and fo am 4." 


| TUESDAY; OR, THE DITTY. 
“| Marian, 
Youne Colin Clout, a lad of peerlefs meed, 
Fail well could dance, and deftly tune the reed; 
In every wood his carols fweet were known, 
At every wake his nimble feata were fhown, 
‘When in the ring the ruftic routs he threw, 
‘The damf{els’ pleaiures with his conquelts grew ; 
© Orwhen aflant the cudgel threats bis head, 
His danger fmites the breaft of every maid, 
But chief of Marian. Marian lov'd the {wain, 
“Che parfon’s maid, and neateft of the plain ; 
“Marian, that fofe could ftroke the udder’d cow, 
Or leffen with her fieve the barley-mow 5 
‘Marbled with fage the hardening cheefe the prefs’d, 
And yellow butter Marian's kill confefs'd 
Bat Marian now, devoid of country cares, 
Nor )‘.low batter, ner fage checle, prepares 
For yearning lové the witlefs maid employs, 
sind love, fay fwains,“ all buly heed dettroys."* 
Colin makes mock at all her pitcous fmare; 
A lafe that Cicely hight had won his heart] 
Cicely the weftern Jats that tends the ke¢, * 
‘The rival of the parfon's maid was fhe. 
Yn dreary fhade now Marian lics along, 
sind, mixt with fighs, thus wails in plaining fong: 


, 
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Ver, 103-110 were not in the early editions. 
Fer. 113. Marygold. aR 

Ver, 117. Rofemary. 

“ Dic quibus in terris infcripti nomina Regum 
“ Nafcantur Flores. Vine. oa 








Fer, 120. “ Et vitula tu dignus et hic.”—Vire- 
Gtr, a1. Kee, @ wef country word for kine or cows 


THE WORKS OF GAY. 


Ah, woful day! ah, woful noon and morn! 
When firft by thee my younglings white were 
fhorn; . 

Then firft,1 ween, I caft a lover's eye, 

My fheep were filly, but more filly L. 

Beneath the thears they felt no fafting fmart, 

‘They loft but fieeces, while } loft a heart. ge 
Ah, Colin? canft thou leave thy fweetheart true? 

“What E have done for thee, will Cicely do ?. 

‘Will fhe thy linen wath, or hofen darn, 

And knit thee gloves made of her own fpun yarn 

Will the with hufwife’s hand provide thy meat 

And every Sunday morn thy neckcloth plait, 

Which o’er thy kerfey doublet {pread’ng wide, 

In fervice-time drew Cicely’s eyes afile? 
Where'er I gad,-1 cannot hide my care, « 
My new difafters in my look appear. 40 
White as the curd my ruddy cheek is grown, ; 

So thin my features that I'm hardly known, 
Oar neighbours te}] me oft, in joking talk, ~ 
Of athes, feather, oatmeal, bran, and halky 
Unwittingly of Marian they divine, . 
And wift not that with thoughtful love E pine. 
Yet Colin Clout, untoward thepherd {wain, 
Walks whiftling blithe, while pitiful I plain, °. 
Whilom with thee "twas Marian’s dear delight, 
To meil all day, and merry-make at night. $a, 
If in the foil you guide the crooked fhare, 
Your early breakfait is my conftant care ;" 
Aod when with even hand you ftrow the grain, * 
I fright the thievith cooks from off the plain... ” 
In mifling days, when } my threther heard, 
With nappy beer [to the barn repair’d; 
Loft'in the mufic of the whirling flail, 
‘Yo gaze on thee I left the fmoking pail ¢ 
Tn harveft when the fun was mounte t high, 
My leathern bottle did thy dravgh: ‘ipply; — 6¢ 
Whene’er you mow’d, | follow’d with the fake,’ 
And have fall oft been fun-burnt fos thy fake: 
Wyn in the welkin gathering showers were feen 
1 lagg’d the taf with Colin on the green} = 
And when at eve returning with thy car,’ 
Awaiting heard the jingling bells from far, 
Straight on the’ fire the footy pot I plac'd, 
‘To warm thy broth I burnt my hands for hafte, 
When hungry thod ftood’ft ftaring, like an odf, 
1 flic’d the juncheon from the barley-loaf; ri 
With crumbled bread { thicken’d well thy mefs. 
Ah, love me more, or love thy pottage lef! 
« Laft Friday’s eve, when as the (un was fet, 
I, near yon ftile, three fallow gypfics met, 
Upon my hand they caft a poring look, 
Bid me beware, and thrice their heads they fhook 
“Vhey faid that many croffes I muft prove ; 
Some in my wordly gain, but moft in love. 
Next morn F mifs’d three hens and our ald cock, 
And off the hedge two pinners and 2 fmock; 8c 
I bore thefe lofles with a Chriftian mind, 
And ho mifhaps could feel while chou wert Kind, 
But fince, alas! I gréw my Colin's fcorn, in 
I've known no pleafure, night, or noon, or morn. 
Help me, ye gypties; bring him home again, 
And to 2 conftant lafs yive back her fwain. 
Have I not fat with thee full many a night, 
‘When dying embers were-our only hight, 


2? OEMS 


When every creature did in Mumbers le; 
Relaes our tat, my Colin Clout, and 1?'- 
fo troublous thoughts the cat or. Colin move, 
While I alone am kepr awake by love, « 
Remember, Colin, when at laft year’s wake 
T bought the coftly prefent for thy fake; 
Could’ ft thou fpell o'er the pofy on thy knife, 
And with ancther change thy ftate of life? 
Tf thou forget’ft, t wot; Tcan repeat,” 
My memory can tell the verfe fo fweet t 
“ As this is grav'd upon this knife of thine, 
~ So is thy image on thia heart of mine.” 
But woe is me! fuch prefents lucklefs prove, 
For knives, they tell me, always fever love, 
‘Thue Matias wail'd, hee eyes with tears brim- 
: full, . % 
‘When Goody Dobbins brought her cow to bull. 
With apron blue to dry her tears fhe fought ; 
‘Then faw the cow well férv’d, and took a groat. 


go 
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WEDNESDAY; OR, THE DUMPS *, 


, _ Sparabella, 

Tar waitings bf maiden I recite; 

A maiden fair that Sparabella hight.-. 

Such ftrains ne’cr warble in the linnet’s throat, 

“Nor the gay goldfinch chaunts fo fweet a note.* - 

‘Mo magpye chatter’d, nor the painted jay, 

No ox was heard to low, nor afs to bray ; 

No ruftling breezes play'd the leaves among, 

While thus her madrigal the dam(fel fung. 

Awhile, O d’Urfey, lend an ear or twain 

Nor, though in homely guife, my verfe difdain ; 10 
+ Whether thoo feek’ft new kingdoms in the funy 

‘Whether thy mufe does at Newmarket run, 

‘Or doce wir’ goflips at a feat regale, 

And height}\Jher conceits with fack and alé, 

Or elfe at wakes with Joan and Hodge rejoice, 

Where d’Urtey’s lyrics fwell in every voices - 

of . * ~~ ~ 
* Dumps, or dumbs, made ufe of to exprefi a fit of 
fhe fullens. Some have pretended that it ts derived from 

Dumops, a ting of Egypt, that built a pyramid, and died 

& rclancholy. So mopes, after the Jame manner, is 

Shought to hawe come from Merops, another Egyptian 

ding, that died of the fame diftemper. But our Englifp 

antiquartes bave conjechured that dumps, which is a 

gtievous ‘heavinefs of {pirits, comes from the. word 

dumplin, the beavieft kind of pudding that is eaten in this 
*auntry ; much ufed in Norfolk, and ober counties of 
England. : 
Fer. Se g 
- #¢ Immemor herbarum quos eft tirata juvenca 

© Certantes, quorum ftupefa&te carmine lynces, 

« Et mutata fucs requiérunt lumina curfus.” 
Vine 
Ver. 9. : a ais 

* Tu mihi, feu magni fuperas jam fara Timaviy 

® Sive oram Illyrici legis equoris—”——~Vina. 

Ver. 11. An opera-written by this author, called, 

The World in the Sun, or the Kingdom of Birds 3” 
| Be is alfe famous far bit fong on the Newmarket borfe- 

waee, and feveral others that are Jung by the Britifo 





art 
: 4 : 
Yet fuffer me, thot bard of wond'rous meed, ~ 
Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed. : 
Now the fun drove adown th weftern road, 
And oxen laid at ref forgot the goad, 20 
The clown fatigued trudg’d homeward with his 
fpade, eo 
Acrofs the meadows ftretch'd the lengthen'd fhades 


| When Sparabella, penfive and forlorn, 


Alike with yearning love and labour worn, 
Lean‘d on her rake, and ftraight with doleful guife 
Did this fad plaint in mournful notes devil. 
Come night as dark as pitch, furround my head, 
From Sparabeila Bumkinet is fled ; ; 
‘The ribbon that his valorous cudgel won, 
Laft Sunday happier Clumfilis put on. 
Sure if he’d eyes (but love they fay has none) 
I whilom by that ribbon had been known." 
Ah, well-a-day ! I'm fhent with baneful fmart, 
For with the ribbon he beftow’d his heart. 
“ My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aid, 
“Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid.” : 
Shafi heavy Clumfilis with me compare? 
View this, ye lovers, and like me defpair. 
Her blabber'’d lip by fmutty pipes is worn, 
Anid in her breath tobacco whiffs ar¢ borne | 
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| The cleanly cheefe-prefs the could never turn, 


Her aukward fift did ne'er employ the churn; 
Ife’er the brew'd, the drink would ftraight go four, 
Before it ever felt the thunder’s power ; 
No houlewifery the dowdy creature knew; 
To fum up all, her tongue confefs'd the shrew. 
« My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aid, ~ 
‘Tis hard fo true a damfel dies 2 maid.” 
I’ve often'feen my vifage in yon lake, 
Nor are my features of the homelicft make: 50 
Though Clumiilis may boaft a whiter dye, . 
Yet the black floe turns in my rolling eye; * 
And faireft bloffoms drop with every blat, . 
But the brown beauty will like hollies lat. 
Her wan complexion’s like the wither’d leck, 
While Katherine pears adorn my ruddy check. 
Yet the, alas! the witlefs lout hath won, 
And by her gain poor Sparabell’s undone! 
Let hares and hounds in coupling ftraps unite, 59 
The clucking hea make friendhip with the kite: 
Per. 7. Meed, an old word for fame or renown. 
Per. 18. 
—* Hane fine tempora circum 
* Inter vidtrices ederam tibi ferpere lauros.”” 
e we Vins. 
Fer. 25. * Incumbens tereti Damon fit ccspit 
« olive.”. Ving. 
Ver, 33. Shent, an eld word, fignifying hurt or 
harmed. serie 





Ver, 37. “ Mopfo Nifa datur, quid non fpere- 
’ mus amantes ?"-————Vire. g 
Fer. 49. * Nec fam adeo informis, nuper me ir 
* littore vidi.” VirG. 
Per. 53. “ Alba liguitra cadunt, vaccinia nigre 
_ ® leguntur.”, VinG.- ot 
Per. 59. . - 
© Jungentur jam gryphes equis; zvoque fequenti 
Cum canibus timidi venient ad pocula Seniee: 
os 7 The 
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Let the fox fimply wear the nuptial nupfe, 
And join in wedlock with the wadd'ling goofe ;_ 
For love hath broughe a ftranger thing to pafe, 
‘The faireft thepherd weds the fouleft lafs, ~ 

" My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aid, 


“ "Tis.berd fo true‘a damfel dies a maid.” 


Soover fhall cats difport in waters clear, 

And fpeckled’ mackrel graze the meadows fairs 
Sooner fhall fcreech“owls Lafk in funny day, 

And the flow afs on trees, like {quirrele, play; 70 
Sooner fhall fails on infect pinions rove; 2 
Than J forget try thepherd’s wonted love. 

« My plaivt, ye lafics, with this burthen aid, 
“’Tis-hard fo truea damfei dies a maid.” 

Ah‘ did& thon know what proflers | withitood, 
When Jate | met the {quire in yonder weod ! 
To me he fped, regardlets of his game, - > 
While all my check was glowing red with fhame;' 
My lip he kifs’d, and prais’d my healthful look, 
‘Then from his 'purfe of filk a guinea took, Ey) 
Into my band he fore’d the tempting gold, 
While 1 with modeft ftrugeling broke his hala. 
He {wore that Dick, in livery friped with lace, 
Should wed. me foon, to keep me from difgrace ; 
But I nor footman pri2’d, nor golden fee ; 
or what is lace or gold compar'd to thee ? 

“ My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aid, 
“ Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid.” 

Now plain I ken whence love his rife begun; 
Sure he was born fome bloody butcher's fon, 90 
Bred up in fhambles, where oyr younglings flain 
Erft taught him mifchief, aad to fport with pain. 
‘The father only filly theep annoys, 

The fon the fillier thepherdels deftroys. 
Does fon or father greater mifchief do? °° 
‘Vhe fire is cruel, fu the fon is too. 

« My plaint, ye laffes, with this burthen aid, 

«Tis hard fo true a damfel dies a maid.” [flow ; 


oi 


Farewell, ye woods, ye meads, ye ftreams that | 


A firdden death fhall rid me of my wee. 
This penknife keen my windpipe thall divide, 
‘What! fhall £ fall as (queaking pigs have dy’d! 
No.—To fome tree this carcafe Ul} fufpend. 

But worrying curs find fuch untimely end! 

Til fpeed me to the pond, where the high ftool -- 
On the Jong plank hangs o’er the muddy pool, 
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Ver. 676: BOE Sts oe 
Ante leves ergo patcentur in xthere cervi,- 
'* Ev freta defticuent nudos in littore pifces-— 
* Quam noftro illius labacur pe@ore vultus.” 
asec ee : Vira., 
Ver. 8g. To ken. Scire, Chaucer, to ken, and kend; 
notus A. S.cunnan. Goth. kannan, Germanis, kennen, 
Danis, kiende, Landis, kunna. Belgis, kennen. This 
avord is of general ufe, but not very common, though net 
unknown to the wnlgar Ken fer profpicere ir well 
dnown,andufed to aifcover by the eye~Ray, F. R.8. 
“ Nanc {cio quid fit amor, &. : 
Crudelis mnater magis an puet improbus ile ? 
Improbus ille puer, crudelis tu quoque mater." 
: es Vira 
Ver.99. --. - - 1 & mevivite fylvz 3 - 
Praccc ps-atrii {peculd de montis in undas 
Delerar.’-——=— Vinee. ~ . 
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| And three times in a trembling accent cry’d, 


: 4p do off and do on, 


And till to-morrow comes defers her fate, 


THE WORKS dF GAY. 


‘That, focl, the dread of every fcolding queatt 

Yet, fure a lover fhonld not die fo mean ! 

There plac‘d aloft, V'Il rave and rail by fits, 

Through ait the parith fay [ve loft my wits; r1¢ 

And thence, if courage holds, myfelf I'l) throw,“ 

And quench my paffion in the Jake below. 
“ Ye laffes, ceafe your burden, eeafe to moan, | 

“ And, by my cafe forewarn’d, go mind yourown.”™ 
“The fun was fet; the night came on apace, 

And falling dews bewet around the place ; 

The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings, 

And the hoarfe owl his woful dirges fings; 

The prudent maiden deems it now too late, 






Iz0- 
'*. “FHURSDAY; OR, THE SPELL, 


o : Hebnuia. 
Hoswetta, feated in a dreary vale; 
In penfive mood rehears’d her piteous tale; 
Her piteous tale the winds in fighs bemoan, &~ 
And pining Echo anfwers groan for groan. 
True the day, a rueful day I trow, 
‘The woful day, a day indeed of wo! 
‘When Lubberkin to town his cattle drove, 
A maiden fine bedight he hapt to love; * 
The maiden fine bedight his love retains, 
And for the village he forfakes the plains:™ 
Return, my Lubberkin, thefe ditties hear ; 
Spells will 1 try, and f{pells thall cafe my care. : 
“« With my fharp heel I three times. mark the’. 
«ground, Fi 
“ And turn me thrice around, around, around.” ‘.: 
When firft the year I heard the cuckow fing,“ 
And call with welcome note the budding fpringy 
I ftraightway fet a-ronning with fuch hafte, 
Deborah that won the fmock farce ran fo fat; 
Till {pent for lack of breath, quite weary. grown,” 
Upon a rifing bank | fat adown, ae 
Then doff’d my fhoe, and by my troth, I fwear, - 
Therein I {py’d this yellow frizzled hair, . 
As like to Lubberkin’s in curl and hue, 
As if upon his comely pate it grew. 
- With my tharp heel I three times mark thé 
ground, . 
“ And.turn me thrice around, around, around.” © 
At eve laft midfummer no fleep J fought, : - 
But to the field a bag of henip-feed brought 3°* 
I fcatter’d round the feed on every fide, 


6 
“ This hemp-feed with my virgin hand | fow, . 
Who fhali my true-love be, the crop fhall mow.” 
I ftrait look’d back, and, if my eyes {peak truth, « 
With his keen fcythe behind me came the youth, 
“ With my fharp heel J three simes. mark the 
 ..5 ground, 
* And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 
Laft Valentine, the day when birds of kind 
Their paramours with mutual chirpings find ; 
* Wer, 8. Dight, or bedight, frem the, 
dightan, which fgnifies to fet in-order. _ 


Ver. 21. Doff and don, contracted from the word 
ae 3 


Saxon word 


POEMS ie. 
I pare this pippin round and round again, - 

My fhepherd’s name to flourifh on the plain; 

I fling th’ unbroken paring o’er my head, 

Upon the grals a perfect Z is readj 

Yet on my heart a fairer Z is feen, 

Than what the paring makes upon the green: 
« With my fharp heel I three times mariethe 
. _. ground, 2 ‘ 

© And turn me thrice around, arourid, around!” 
‘This pippin fhall another trial make, > 

See from the core two kernels brown-{ take ; 00 

‘This on my cheek for Lubberkin is worn; 

And Boobyclod on’t’ other fide is borne. 

But Boobyclod foon drops upon the ground, 

| 4 certain token that his love’s unfound ; 

While Lubberkin fticks firmly to the aft: 

Oh were his lips to mine but join'd fo faft ! 
« With my fharp heel I three times park the 


Trearly tofe, jut at the break of day, . 
Before the fun had chas'd the flarsaway; — - 40 
A-field I went, amid the morning dew Poe Yay 
"To milk my kine (for fo fhould hufwives do) 5 
Thee firft | fpy'd; and the firft fwain we fee, _ 
In fpite of fortune hall our true-love be. 
See, Lubberkin, each bird his partner take + 
And canft thou then thy fwectheart dear forfake ? 
« With my tharp heel { three times mark the 
ie ground, 3 . 
© And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 
cy Lat May-day fair I fearch’d to find a fnail, 
“That might my fecret lover's name reveal, §0 
Upon a goofeberry-buth a fnail { found 
(For always fnails near fweetelt fruit abound). 
1 feia’d the vermine, whom [ quickly fped, 
. And on the earth the milk-white embers fpread. 
Slow crawl’d the fnail, and, if a right can fpell, 



















In the foft afhes mark’d a curious L ; . ground, 
’ Oh, may this wond'rous omen lucky prove ! « And turn me thrice around, dround, around.” 
For Z is found in Lubberkin and Love. [ground, As Lubberkia once flept beneath a tree, * 


With my fharp heel J three times mark the 
© And turn me thrice-around, around, around.” 
Two hazel nuts I threw into the flame, 61 
‘And to each nut I gave a fweetheart’s name ; 
., This with the loudeft bounce me fore amaz’d, 
‘That in a flame of brightett colour blaz’d. 
‘As blaz'd the nut, fo may thy paffion grow; -- 
For ‘tas thy nut that did fo brightly glow. 
-# With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
Soe, ground, 
® And turn me thrice around, around, around.” - 
‘As peafecads once I pluck’d, f chane'd to fee, 
One that was clofely fili'd with three times three, 
‘Which when I cropp’d I fafely home convey’d, 71 
And o’er the door the fpell in fecret laid; 
+ My wheel I tarn’d, and fung a ballad new, 
While from the fpindle 1 the ficeces drew 3? {ia 
The latch mov'd up, when, who fhould fir come 
Bat, in his proper perfon—Lubberkin. 
1 broke my yarn, furpris’d the fight to fee; . 
Sure fign that he would break his word with me. 
Bfefoons t join’d it with my wonted flight: 
So may again his love with mine unite! i) 
« With my tharp heel I thrce. times mark the 
¥ ground, ‘ 
© And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 
"This lady-fly I take from off the grafs, 
‘Whole fpotted back might fcarlet red furpafs, 
# Fly, lady-bird; north, fouth, or caft, or weit, 
% Fly where the man is found that 1 Jove beft.” 
‘He leaves my hand; fee to the wet he’s flown, 
To call my true-love from the faithlefs town. 89 | ~ pry. ro 
% With my fhasp heel I three times mark the ers 109: : naan 
ground, : © Nege tribus nodis ternos, Amarylli, colores: 
«And turn mg tbrice around, around, around.” « Neg&te, Amarylli, modo; et Weneris dic vincu« 
# Ja nedto,”—ViRGe - 


I twitch’d his dangling garter from his knee, 110 

He wift not when the hempen firing I drew. 

Now mine { quickly doff, of inkle blue. 

‘Together faft I tye the garters twain; \ 

And while I knit the knot repeat this ftraiti : 

« Three times a truc-love’s knot J tye fecure, 

« Firm be the knot, firm may bis love endure ie 
« With my fharp heel I three times mark the 
. ground, 

«And turn me thrice around, around, around.”” 
‘As Iwas wont, T trudg’d laft market-day, 

To town, with new-laid eggs preferv’d in hay. 120 

I made my market long before ‘twas night, 

My purfe grew heavy, and my bafket light. 

Strait to the ‘pothecary’s thop I went, 

And in love-powder all my money fpent. 

Behap what will, next Sunday after prayers, 

When to the ale-houfe Lubberkin repairs, 

Thefe golden flies into his mug I'll throw, 

‘And foon the fwain with fervent love fhall glow. 
« With my harp heel J three times mark the 

B ground, 129 

« And turn me thrice around, arourid, around.” 
But hold—our Lightfoot barks, and cocks his 


ears, : 
O’er yonder file fee Lubberkin appears: - 
He comes! he comes! Hobnelia’s not bewray’d, 
Nor fhall fhe crown'd with willow di¢ a mai 
He vows, he frears, he'll give me a green gown? 
O dear! | fall adown, adown, adowan + 


—_— 








Ver. 66. 8D Por. 123, 
by Fb) Atngids Depa - We a ticeties ree . 
ig Wecct e atS Nesebei tak Has herbas, atque hee Ponto mihi Ieéta vetena 
‘fide. Os aUTe Aan, piye saasrselrnens  Ipfe dedi Macris,”—-Virs. 
Ver. 66. Dares me mals urit, ‘ego hanc in’ ‘Ver. 127. —-Hetiy xtsav a grey ocd. Tatoc. 
“ Daphnide.”———Virc. 
Ver. 93. “* Tranfque caput jaces De refpex- Per. 131 & Nefcio quid certe eft; et Hylax in 
4 cris, —— Ving. ees imine barat ne 
iii 


980 5, . 
FRIDAY; OR, THE DIRGE *, 


BUMKINET, GRURBINOL. 


: Bumkinet, 
Wrv, Grubbinol, doft chau fo wiftful feem? 
“Lhcgs’s forrow in thy look, if right 1 deens, 
“Tis true, yon oaks with yellow tops appear, 
And chilly blatts begin to nip the year g 
Yrom the tall cim a thowér of jeaves is borne, . 
And their loft beauty riven beeches mourn, * 
Yet ev'a this feafon pleafance blithe affords, 
Now the {queez'd prefs foams with our apple 
hoards, 
Come. Yoru hie, wd qual 2 cheery bel, 
Let cyder new “ wath forrow from thy foul.” 10 
Grubbinal, 
Ah, Bumkinet! fince thou from hence wert gone, 
From thefe fad plains all merriment is flown ; 
Should t reveal my grief, ’twould {poil thy cheef, 
And make thine eye o’erflow with many a tear. 
at) Bumkinet, ; 

* Hang forrow !” Let’s to yoider hut repair, 
And with trim fonnets “ caft away our care.” , 
® Gillian of Croydon’ well thy pipe can play; _ 
Thou fing'ft mot fweet, + O’er hills and far away.” 
Of “ Patient Griffel” I devife to fing, 
And catches quaint thall make the vallies ring, 20 
Come, Grubbino}, beneath this shelter, come ; 
From hence we view our flocks fecurely roam. 

Grubbinol, 

Yee, blithfome Jad, a tale T mean to fing, 
But with my woe thall diftane vallies ring. 
‘The tale fhall make our kidlingsdroop their head, 
For, woes is me !—our Blouzelind is dead; 

are Bumbinet, + 
1s Blouzelinda dead ? farewell, my glee! | 
No happinefs is now referv’d for me. 4 
As the wood-pigcon cooes without his mate, 
ro thail my doleful dirge bewail her fate. 
Of Blowzelinda fair 1 mean to tell, ‘ 
‘Lhe peerlefa maid: that did all maids excel.’ - 

Henceforth the morn fhall dewy forrow thed, 
And everiing tears upon the grafs be {pread ; 
The rolling ftreams with watery grief fhall flow, 
4nd winds fhall moan aloud—when loud they 

blow. 
Henceforth, as oft? as autumn fhalt return, 
‘The dropping trees, whene’er it rains, fhall mourn, 
‘The feaion quite thall ftrip the country's pride, 
For twas in autumn Blouzelinda dy‘d. 40 
* Dirge, or Dyrge, a mournful ditty, or fong of la- 
mentation over the dead ; not a contraction of the La= 
dun Dirige, in the Popifo Hymn, Dirige greflus meos, 
as fome pretend. ‘But from the Teutonic Dyrke, Lau- 





30 





dare, to praife and extol, Whence it is poffible their” 


Dyrke, and cur dirge, was a laudatory fong to comme 
smorate and applaud the dead, Cowexx’s Interpreter, 


. Feretse 
“ Incipe, Mopfe, pri 
# Aut Alconis habes laudes, aut jurgia Codri.” 
; Ving, 
Wer. 27, Glee joys’ from the Dutch Glooren, fo 
recreate, sae ‘ 






. a ee #4 
jor, fi quos aut Phyllidis ignes 


THE WORKS OF GAY.. 





Where’er I gad, 1 Blouzelind thall view, - 
Woods, dairy, barn, and mows, our paflion kaoe' 
When I dircét my eyes to yonder woody. - 
Frefh rifing forrow curdles in my blood.” ~ 
Thither I’ve often been the damiel’s guide, 
When rotten fticks our fuel have fupply'd 
There I remember how her faggots large 
Were frequently thefe happy fhoulders charge. ~ 


” | Sometimes this crook drew hazel-boughs adown, 


And ftuff'd her apron wide with nuts {o brown; 5@ * 
Or when her feeding hogs had mifs’d their way, ~ 
Or wallowing ‘mid a feaft of acorns lay ; 
Th’ untoward creatures to the Rye L drove, ° 
And whiftled all the way—or told my love. 
Tt by the dairy’s hatch] chanc’d to hie, 
I fhall her goodly countenance ¢fpy; 
For there her goodly countenance Pv feen, 
Set off with kerchief itarch’d and pinners clean 
Sometimes, like wax, the rolls her butter round, 
Or with the wooden lily prints the pound. 60 
Whilom I've feen her ikim the clouted cream, . 
And prefs from {pungy curds the milky ftream ¢ 
But now, alas! thefe ears hall hear no more 
The whining {wine furround the dairy door; - 
No morc her care hall fill the hollow tray, 
To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey, 
Lament, ye fwine, in grunting {pend your grief, 
For you, like me, have loft your fole relief. _ 
When in the barn the founding flail! ply,. 
Where from her fieve the chaff was wont to fly ;¥. 
The poultry there will feem around to ftand, 7£ 
Waiting upon her charitable hand.’ 
No fuccour meet the poultry now can find, 
For they, like me, have loft their Blouzelind. 
Whenever by yon barley-mow I pafs, 
Before my eyes will trip the tidy lafs, 
I pitch’d the theaves, (oh, could I do fo now !) 
Which the in rows pil’d on the growing mow. 
‘There every deale my heart by love was gain’d, 
There the {weet kifs my courtfhip has expiain’d, 86« 
Ah, Blouzelind! that mow I ne’er fhall fee, + 
But thy memorial will revive in me. 4 
Lament, ye fields, and rueful fymptoms fhow; 
Henceforth let not the {melting primrofe grow 1 
Let weeds, inftead of butter-flowers appear, 
And meads, inftead of daifies, hemlock bear ; 
| For cowflips fweet, let dandelions fpread; . 
For Bilouzelinda, blithfome maid, is dead ! 
Lament, ye fwains, and o’er her grave bemoan, 
And fpell ye right this verfe upon her ftone: 0. - 
* Here Blouzetinda lies—Alas, alas! 
* Weep, thepherds—and remember fleth is grafs.”’- 
: : Grubbinol, j 
‘Albeit thy fongs are fweeter to mine ear, 
.Than to the thirfty cattle rivers clears 








Por. 84. 3 S 
“ Pro molli viola, pro purpureo narciffo, 
| * Carduus et fpipis furgit paliurys acutis.’ 
+ Fer. ga... . . 
Et tumulum facite, et tumulo fuperaddite car- 


“ men.” Varo. * 


” Vanes? 


Ver. 93. 
“ Fale tuum carmen nobis, divine poeta, 
* Quale fopor feffis in gramine : quale per zftone 


“Po BMS ott 
“Or winter porridge to the labouring youth, \| For Gaffer Treadwell told us, by thé bye, ~ x50 
« (Or bunsand fugar to the damfel’s tooth;  Exceflive forrow is exceeding dry." 4 
Yer Biouzelinda’s name fhall tune my lay, While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow, 
Of her Ul fing for éver and for aye. ' Or laffes with foft froakings milk the cow; 
. When Blouzelind expir'd, the wether’s belt 99 | While paddling ducks the flanding lake delire, 
“Before the drooping flock toll’d forth her knell; | Or battening hogs rollin the finking mire; __ 
The folemn death-watch click'd the hour the dy’d, | While moles the crumbled earth in hillocks raife; 
And thrilling crickets in the chimney cry’d; So long fhall fwains tell Blouzelinda’s praife. 
The boding raven on her cottage fate, Thus wail’d the louts in melancholy ftrain, 
Ard with hoarfe croaking warn’d us of her fate;_| Till bonny Sufan fped acrofs the plain. 
‘The lambkin, which her wonted tendance bred; They feiz’d the lafs in apron clean array’d, 
Dropp’d on the plains that fatal inftane dead 5 And to the ale~houfe fore’d the willing maids 
Swarm’d on a rotten ftick the bees 1 fpy’d, In ale and kiifes they forget their cares, 
Which erft 1 faw when Goody Dobfon dy'd. And Sufan Blouzelinda’s lofs repairs. 
_ How thal I, void of tears, her death relate, 
‘When on her darling’s bed her mother fate! 110 
"Thefe words thé dying Blouzelinda fpoke, 
And of the dead let none the will revoke : 
“ Mother, quoth fhe, let not the poultry need, 
And give the goole wherewith to raife her breed : 
Be thefe my fiftec’s care—and every morn 
Amid the ducklings let her featter corn ; : 
The fickly calf that’s hous’d be fure to tend, 
Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend. 
Yer ere 1 dic—fee, mother, yonder shelf, 

"There fecretly ve hid my worldly pelf. 120 
‘Twenty good fhillings in a rag 1 laid 5 

Be ten the Parfon’s, for my fermon paid. 
"The rett is yours—my (pinning-whcel and rake 
Let Sufan keep for her dear fifter’s fake ; 

My new ftraw hat, that's trimly lin'd with green, 
Let Peggy wear, for the's a damfel clean. 

My leathern bottle, long in harvetts try’d, 

Be Grubbivol’s—this filver ring befide + 

‘Three filver pennies, and a nine-pence bent, . 

A token kind to Bumkinet is fent.” 

Thus fpoke the maiden, while the thother ery’d; 
And peaceful, like the harmlefs lamb, fhe dy’d. 

To fhow their love, the neighbours far and near 
Follow’d with wiftful loak the damfel’s bier. 
Sprigg’d rofemary the lads and laffes bore, 

While difmally the Parfon walk’d before. 
Upon her grave the rofemary they threw, 
‘The daify, butter-flower, and endive blue. 

After the good man warn’d us from his text, 

That none could tell whofe turn would be the 






















SATURDAY; OR, THE FLIGHTS, 


Bowsybeiit. 
Susrimer ftrains, O ruftic mufe! prepares 
Forget awhile the barn and dairy’s care; 
Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raife, 
‘The drunkard’s flights require fonorous lays $ 
With Bowzybeus’ fongs exalt thy verfe, 3 
While rocks and woods the various notes rehearfe. 
’*Twas in the feafon when the reapers’ toil 
Of the ripe harveft ’gan to rid the foil ; 
Wide throngh the field was feen a goodly rout, 9 
Clean dainfels bound the gather’d fheaves about ; 
“rhe lads with fharpen’d hook and fweating brow 
Cut down the labours of the winter plough. 
To the near hedge young Sufan fteps afide, 
She feign'd her coat or garter was unty’d 5 
Whate'er the did, the Roop’d adown unfeem, 
And merry reapers what they lift will ween, 
Soon flie rofe up, and cry’d with voice fo thrill, 
"That echo anfwer’d from the diftant hill; 
‘The youths and damfels ran to Sufan’s aid, 
Who thought fome adder had the lafs difmay’d 20 
When fat afieep they Bowzybeus fpy’ds . 
His hat and oaken ftaff lay clofe befide ; 
That Bowzybeus who could fweetly fing, 
Or with the rofin’d bow torment the ftring 5° 
That Bowzybeus who, with fingers {peed, 
Could call foft warblings from the breathing reeds 
That Bowzybeus who, with jocund tongue, 
Ballads and roundelays and catches fung : 


next 5 ‘They loudly laugh to fee the damfel’s fright, 
He faid, that Heaven would take her foul, no | And in difport furround the drunken wight. 36 
: doubr, Ah, Bowzybee, why didft thou ftay fo long? 


And fpoke the hour-glafs in her praife—quite out: 
To her {weet memory, flowery garlands ftrung, 

O’er her now empty feat aloft were hung. 

With wicker rods we fenc'd her tomb around, 

‘To ward from man and beaft the hallow’d ground; 

Left her new, grave the Parfon’s cattle raze, 

For both his horfe and cow the church-yard graze. 
Now we tvudg’d homeward to her mother’s 

farm, 


The mugs were large, the drink was wond'rous 
firong! 

Thou fhould’ft have left the fair before twas night; 

But thou fat’ft copping till the morning light. 
Cicely, brifk maid, fteps forth before the rout, 

And kils'd with fmacking lip the fnoaring lout : 

(For cuftom fays, ‘« Whoe’er this venture proves, 

® For fuch a kifs demands a pair of gloves.”) 








To drink new cyder mull’d, with ginger warm, Per. 1 53. 
: : — . “ Dum jug2 montis aper, Auvios dum pifcis 
© Dulcis aque faliente fitim reftinguere rivo,  amabit, [cadx, 


% Nos tamen hzc quocunque modo tibi noftra 

z © viciffim 
 Dicemus, Daphaingue tuum tollemus ad aftra” 
Vins. 


* Dumque thymo pafcentur apes, dum rore ci- 
Semper honos, nomenque tuum, laudefque ma- 
* nebunt.” : Virc. 
Ver. 22, % Serta procul tantum capiti delapfe 

3 es 


Fer. 96. An imitation of Theocrituse jacebang.” Yirc. 





483 
By her example Dorcas Holder grows, 
And plays a tickling ftraw within his nofe. 
He rubs his noftril, and in wonted joke 
‘The fheering fwains with flammezing {peeth be- 
. {poke : 
To you, my lads; I'll fing my carols o’er, 
‘Aa for the maids—I’ve fomething elfe in fore. 
No fooner ’gan he raife his tuncful fong, . 
But Jads and lafles round about him throng. 
‘Not ballad-fingdér plac’d above the crowd 
Sings with a note fo thrilling fweet and loud ; 
Nor parjjh-clerk, who calls the pfaim fo clear, 
Like Bowzybeus fooths th’ attentive ear. 
Of nature’s laws his carols firft begun, 
‘Why the grave owl can never face the fun. 
For owls, as fwains obferve, deteft the light, 
And only fing and feck their prey by night, 
How turnips hide their {welling heads below; 
And how the «lofing coleworts upwards grow 3 
How Will-a-wifp mifeads night-faring clowns 
O'’er hills, and finking bogs, and pathlefs downs. 
Of fare he told, that fhoot with thining trail, 
And of theglow-worm’s light that gilds his tail. 
‘He fung where wood-cocks in the fummer feed, ~ 
And in what climates they renew their breed 62 
(Some think to northern coafts their flight they 
_' tend, | 
‘Or tothe moon in midnight hours afcend) 5 “ 
Where {wallows in the winter's feafon keep, 
And how the drowfy bat and dormoufe fleep; 
How nature does the pupyy's eyelid clofe 
Till the bright fun has nine times fet and rofe 
(for bunthen by their long experience find, 
‘Phat Puppies ftill nine rolling {uns are blind). 70 
Now he gocs on, and fings of fairs and shows, 
For {till new fairs before his eyes aro(e. 
How pediarg’ falls with glittering toys are hid, 
‘The various fairings of the country-maid. 
Long filken laces hang upon the twine, 
And rows of pins and amber bracelets fhine 5 * 
How the tight lats, knives, combs, and fciffars fpies, 
wind looks on thimbles with defiring eyes, + 
‘OF lotteries next with tuneful note he told, 
Where filver fpoons are won, and rings of gold. 80 
‘The lads and laffes trudge the ftreet along,’ 
And all the fair is crowded in his fong. 
_ The mountebank now treads the ftage, and fells 
Ris pills, his balfams, and his ague-fpells; 
Now o’er and o’er the ninible tumbler fprings, 
And on the rope the venturous maiden fwings; 


40 


go 





Per. 40. “ Sanguineis frontem moris et tem 
pora pingit.”- Vino. 
Per. 4d. 


% Carmina, que vultis, cognofcite : carmina vobis; 
“ Haic aliud mercedis erit.”” Vira, 


Ver. 47. 
* Nec tantum Phorbo gaudet Parnaffia rupes : 
* Nec’ ‘tantum \Rhodope mirantur et Umarus Or- 
uy phea.”” Vira. 
- Ver. 51. Our fwain had po efibly ‘read Tuffit, from 
whence be might Lave salleéted thee philofabbical obfer- 
wations : 
“ Namque canebaty uti magnum per inane co- 
yr # adta, kei? 
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THE WORKS OF GAY.’ 


Jack Pudding in hisparty-eolour'd facket - 
Teffes the glove, and jokes at every packet. 
Of raree-fhows he fung, and Punch’s feats, 


-Of pockets pick’d in crowds, and various cheats. ge 


Then fad he fung “ the Children in the Wood:” 
(Ah, barbarous uncle, ftain’d with infant blood!) 
How blackberries they pluck’d in defarts wild, - 
And fearlefs at the glittering faulchion fmil’d ; 
Their little corpfe the ronin-red-breafts found,. 
And ftrow’d with pious bill the leaves around. 
(ab gentle birds if this verfe lalts fo long, 
Your, names hall live for ever in my fong.) 

For ** Buxom Joan” he fung the doubtful ftrife, 
How the fly failor made the maid a wife. oe. 

To louder ttrains he raie’d his voice, to tell 
What woeful wars in ‘“ Chevy-chace”’ befell, | 
When “ Percy drove the deer with hound and 

“ horn, E 
“. Wars to be wept by children yet unborn !* 
Ah, Witherington, more years thy life had crown'd, 
If thou hadft never heard the horn or hound ! 
Yet fhall the fquire, who fought on bloody tumps, 
By future bards be wail’d in doleful dumps. 

“ Allin the land of Effex’’ next he chaunts, 
How to fleck mares flarch Quakers turn gal. 

> lants: 

How the grave brother ftood on bank fo green—. 
Happy for him if mares had never been! 51% 
Then he wasteiz'd with a religious qualn, 5 

And on a fudden fung the hundredth pfalm. 

He fung of “ Taffey Welch,” and. Sawney: 

Scot,” 

 Lilly-builero” and the “ Irifh Trot. 

Why fhould I tell of “ Bateman,” or of “ Shore,”” 

Or “ Wantley’s Dragon" flain by valiant Moore, 

“ The Bower of Rofamond,” or “ Robin Hood,” 

And how the “ grafs now grows where Troy. 
* town ftood ?”" 120 

His carols ceas’d: the liftening maids and fwains 
Seem fiiil to hear fome foft imperfect ftrains. 
Sudden he rofe ; and, as he reels along, ee 
Swears kiffe~ {weet fhould well reward his fong. 
The damfels laughing fly : the giddy clown 
‘Again upon a wheat-theaf drops adown; 
‘Thespower that guards the drunk, hie’ “fleep* at 


tends, 
Till, ruddy, like his face, the fun defcends. 
VPere97. 


“ Fortunati ambo, fi quid mea carmina poffunt, 
“ Nulla dies  waquam memori vos eximet xvo.” 
Vira. 


Per. 99. "A. Song in the Comedy of “ Love for 

© Love,” beginning A Soldier and a Sailor,” es 

Fore 109, fd Song of Sir Fo Denbawi's. ° See bis 
Poms. 


Per. 11% 
“Er fortonatam, & nunquam atmenta faiffent, 


« Pali iphaen.”* Vind: 
Per. 117. . = 
* Quid loquar ant Scyllam Nifi, kes * Ving 


Fer. 117—120. Old Englife ballads: 


‘s Al! Cuddy - i. Hazelnut - iv.6g Mug - vi. 3% 
Acoans, | Paft. v.52 Church-yard - v. us Harveft - -_ vi.8 Marian tig 
” Adder ~ + vie2e Cuckow -, iv.rg Hemlock = v.86 Moore - vi. 118 
Ale-houfe - 8 Cur - i. 56 Hemp-feed - iv.28 Marygold ~ i 46 
Apple ~. iv.126 Cyder -~  .1s0 Heifer = i. 25  Midfummer-eve iv. 27 
Apron = ii ros.v.so Corns - . £28 Hen - ~ “Hi. 60 Mole a ve IST 
Afs - iii. 6. 30 D Hour-glafs + v.14% Mountehank - vi. 33 
‘Autumn -. v3.37 Dairy .- | % 4% Holly | iii. Mow — *- v.75 
B -Daifie - i. 44 Hofen - = ii 33 'N 
Barley - ii, 70.v.78 Dandelion ~  ¥. 87 Hobnelia = iv. Neckcloth’ - ii. 36. 
Ballad-finger - vi47 Deborah =~ iv. 18 Hot-cockles + i.99 Nuts 9 = + v.50 
Bat . ii Death-watch visor Hog ~ «= v. 5X Ninepence - V.129 
Bateman D'Urfey iii.g Hodge = di rg ° 
Bays - Goody Dobbins ii. 104 Horfe - vi1g8 Oak - - ¥ 3 
Bara OS i.1ag.v.69 Deer - “+ 1.36 Goodman Hodgesi. 122 Oatmeal = | 44 
-Beech, =» v. 6. Dick - ' i.83 Hound - iii 5g Owl “5 = vi.sz 
eee ~ « v107 Doe = «+ i, 16 I Oxen - iii. a0 
- ° digg Dorcas °= vi 39 Jack Pudding - vi. 87 
Biakberry vi 93 Dragon - vi. ti8 Jay - iii. Ploughing - ii. sx 
Blind.man’s-buff igs Drink - iii. 43° Joan - vi.gg Peafe-cod - iv.69 
Bramble - ia Goody Dobfon v.108 Irifh Trot - wirm6 Penny - v.19 
Blouzelind i, 10. Duck - WeISS - K Peggy - v.126 
Breakfaft = isa Duckling v.16 Katharine Pear iii.56 Penkunife. --, iii tor 
Bull “a Duckling. ool iii, rog Kerchief ~- v.58 Pigeon - vag 
Bumkinet = iii. 28 Kid . -° = i54 Pedlar - wi. 73 
Bun - v.96 Eggs - iv.120 Kidling ~ vias Pig os iii. 10m 
Boobyclod + iv.x02 Elm - - vg Kifs © ©. i73 Pinner = - v.58 
Butter * i, 33 Endive + v. 138 Kite . iii, 60 Pippin « iv. 95 
_ Bowzybeus = vii Epitaph = - v.90 Kerfey doublet 37 «Pottage 2 + . v.95 
Butcher ~  * iii. 90 FE Knife - i, 89 Potatoe ~~ i. 84 
Burterflower = v.85 Fair : vi.gt Kingup _- 43 Pudding - ior 
Buxoma - ia4 Fawn ss i L Primrofe = v. &@ 
at Fox - iti, 6x Lady-bird = iv, 85 Patient Griffel - v.19 
- Calf = 1655 Fuel” - ve46 Leathep + i144 Poultry -, v.313 
Capon - i. go Gc: Lamb _ is3 Parith-clerk - .vi 49 
Car. ii. 65 Gilly-flower - i. 45 LobbinClout - i, Puppy - |. vi 67 
Cat 9 ii. go. iii.67 Gloves vi. 38 Love.powder | iv. 124 es 
Cicely ii. 20. vie 35 ~Glow-worm .- vi.60 Lambkin -  v. to5 Rake - i, 123 
Clover-grafs - i,42 Garter - | iv, s10 Lottery - vi ‘2 Raven +. W105 
Cloddipole * i, Goldfinch = i. 52 Lark - of Robin Hood - vi 11g 
Churn - i Ginger =  v.350 Leathern bottle v. 17 Robin-red-breaft vi. 95 
Coleworts .. « Goofe © + v.114 Lubberkin + iv.7 Ring | + vi, 80 
Clumfilis = - Gillian of Croydonv.17, Lily 2 + v 60 Rook-. « ii. $4 
Cock - Goofeberry + iv. 54 ‘Leck - iii. 55 Rofamond - vi. 119 
Comb - Green gown - iv. 135 Lilly-bolleto + vi116  Roaft-beef + i 89 
Cow i. 16. 82 Grafs - iv.94 Linnet — - iii,3 Ribbon - tii 29 
Colin Clout - iit Grubbinol rn M Rofemary, « v.137 
Clouted cream v.61 Gyply: - ji.74 Mackrel - 1.68 Riddle = i UIk 
Cowdlips- ,» v.87 H _ May-day - s Z 
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ALPHABETICAL CATALOGUE’ 
OF NAMES, PLANTS, FLOWERS, “FRUITS, BIRDS, BEASTS, INSECTS, 
And other Material Things, mentioned in thefe Paftorals. 




























Swinging 2) L103 
Spring «iv. 16 
9. BONA. ot. 


Chalk, = it, 44 Hare - iii. 59 Magpye. + 
Cricket =. v.rez Holiday - 5.66 Milk-pail  - 
Gud © v.63 Heycock” + 72 Maree) 





wy 





Sage = * Sowing - ii. 53 
Sciffars + Swallow). 2g 
Sheep Shore + vie1t7 
6rraw-hat Swine - v. 64 
Sice - Summer - i. 61 
Spek *. Silver fpoon - ‘Vi. 80 
Sail iii, 71 tik 


Sparabella - 


Spinning-wheel v.123 See-fawing - viiiao7 
Tt 





Squirrel» ae 

Sugar 2” Thimble =~ vi79 
Sufan - Throftle - ia 
"Squire Tobacco - ili. 40 


THE WoRKS OF DAY. 


: . ‘ . 
Gaffer[Treadwell]v.rsr Weed aly, af 
Troytown - vi.120 Will-a-wifp - vi. 57 
Turnip ~ | 4.86 Wheat theaf - vi.126 
Threfhing - ii. 55 Whey > -' 3,86 
True-love’s knotiv.ats Whitepot - i 92! 
Vv Wood . v.43 
Valentine's day iv. 37 Worky-day - i. 63 
Udder oes 1.4 Woodcock; = vi. 6£ 
: Whiftling. « v.54 
Wake’ | it. 4 : "ey aE 
Weather = > v.99 Yarn - 
Wintes| = + 60 





Youngling + 





TRIVIA; 
OR, THE ART OF WALKING ‘THE STREETS OF LONDON. 


IN THREE BOOKS. 





¥ Quo te Merri pedes? an, quo via ducit, in urbem ?”———Vinc. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The world, 1 believe, will take fo little notice of me, that I need not take much of it. The criti 





may fee by this poem, that £ walk on foot, which probably may fave me from their envy. 1 
fhould be forry to raife that paflion in men whom I am fo much obliged to, fince they allow me 
. an honour hitherto only fhown to better writers, That of denying me to be the author of my 


own works, 


! 

' Gentlemen, if there be any thing in this poem good endugh to difpleafe you, and if it be any ad- ~ 
vantage to you to afcribe it to fome perfon of greater merit ; 1 thail acquaint you, for your com~ 
fort, that, among miny other obligations, I owe feveral hints of it to Dr. Swift. And, if you 
will fo far continue your favour as to write againft it, 1 beg you to oblige me in accepting the 


following motto; 


 —Non tu, in trivits, indoéte folebas 


 Stridenti, miferum, ftipuld, difperdere carmen* 


== 


Book t. : 
@rritz iMPLUMENTS FOR WALKING TIE STREETS, 
AND SIGNS OF THE WEATHER. 


Trove winter fhreets to fteer your courfe a» 
right, 

How to walk clean by day, and fafe by night; 

How jeftling crowds with prudence to decline, 

‘When to affert the wall, and when refign, 

¥ fing; thou, ‘Trivia, goddefs, aid my fong, - 

‘Through fpacious ftreets condu& thy bard along; 

By thee tranfported, I fecurely ftray 

‘Where winding alleys lead the doubtful way, 

‘The filent court and opening fquare explore, © 

And long perplexing lanes untrod before. 10 

"Lo pave thy realm, and fmooth the broken ways, 

Earth from her womb a flinty tribute pays; 

Eor thee the fturdy pavior thumpsthe ground, 

Whiltt every ftroke his labouring lungs refound ; 

For thee the feavenger bids kennels glide 

‘Within their bounds, and heaps of dirt fubfide. 

‘My youthful bofom burns with thirft of fame, 

From the great thems to build.a glorious name, 





‘To tread i paths to ancient bards uriknown, 
And bind my temples with a civi¢ crown: ~~ 7@.. 
But more my country’s love demands my lays; 
My country’s be the profit, mine the praife: 
When the black youth at chofen flands rejoice, 
And “ clean your thoes” refounds from every - 
voice 5 . . 
When late their miry fides ftage-coaches thow, 
And their ftiff horfes through the town move flow 
When ail the Mall in leafy ruia lies, 
And damfels firft renew their oyfter-cries ¢ 
Then let the prudent walker fhoes provide,. 
Not of the Spanifh or Morocco hide ; 30 
‘The wooden heel may raife the dancer's bound, 
And with the fcallop’d top his ftep be crown'd: 
Let firm, well-hammer’d foles protect thy feet 
Through freezing {nows, and rains, and foaking 
Should the big laft extend the fhoe too wide, [eet, 
Bach ftone will wrench th’ unwary flep afide ; 
The fudden turn may ftretch the fwelling vein, 
Thy cracking joint unhinge, or ankle fprain; |, 
And, when too fhort the modeft fhoes are worn, 
You'll judge the feafons. by your fhooting corn. 


POEMS bard 

‘Sor fhodld it prove thy lefs important care, 42 , Thus was of old Britannia’s city blefe’d, 

Fo choofe a proper coat for winter's wear, Ere pride and luxury her fons poffefs'd ; 

Now in thy trunk chy D'Oily habit fold, Coaches and chariots yet unfafhion’d lay, 

The filken drugget ill can fence the colds Nor late-invented chairs perpiex’d the way 3. 

The frieze’s {pongy pap is foak’d with rain, Then the proud lady tripp’d along the town, 

Andfhowersfoondrenchthe camlet’scockled grain; | And tuck’d-up petticoats fecur'd her gowns 

‘True Witney * broad-cloth, with its fhag unfhorn, | Her rofy check with diftant vifits glow’d, 

Unpierc'd is in the lafting tempeft worn: And.ezercife unartful charms beftow’d: 

Be this che horfeman’s fence, for who would wear | But fince in braided gold her foot ig bound, 

Amid the town the fpoils of Ruffia’s bear ? 0 | Anda long training mantua {weeps the ground, 

Within the roquelaure’s clafp thy handsare pent, | Her thoe difdains the ftreet; the lazy fair. | x18 

Hands, that, ftretch’d forth, invading harms pre- } With narrow ftep affects a limping air, A 
' bare Now gaudy pride corrupts the lavith age,” 

And the ftreets flame with glaring equipage; 

The tricking gameiter infolently rides, 

With loves and graces on his chariot fides ; 

In faucy ftate the griping broker fits. 

And laughs at honefty and trudging wits, « 

For you, O honeft men, thefe uteful lays 

The mule prepares! I feck no other praife. r2@ 

When fieep is firft difturb’d by morning cries ; 
From fure prognoftics learn to know the ikies, 
Left you of rheums and coughs at night complain; 
Surpris’d in dreary fogs, or driving rain, S 
When fuffocating miits obfcure the morn, 

Let thy wort wig, long us‘d to ftorms, be worn 
This knows the powder’d footman, and with care 3 
Beneath his flapping hat fecures his hair, 

Be thou for every feafon juftly dreft, . 
Nor brave the piercing froft with open breatt; 23@ 
And, when the burfting clouds a deluge pour, 

Let thy furtout defend the drenching fhower, 

The changing weathar certain figns reveal, 

Ere winter fheds her fnow, or froits congeal, 
You'll fee the coals in brighter flame afpire, 

And fulphur tinge with blue the rifing fire 5 

Your tender fhins the fcorching heat decline, , 
And at the dearth of coals the poor repine ; 
Before her kitchen hearth, the nodding dame, 

In flannel mantle wrapt, enjoys the fame; 140 
Hovering, upon ber feeble knees the bends, 

And all around the grateful warmth afcends, 

Nor do lefs certain figns the town advifc 
Of milder weather and ferener ikies. 

The ladies, gaily drefe’d, the Mall adorn 

With various dyes, and paint the funny morn: . 

The wanton fawns with frifking pleafure range, 

And chirping {fparrows greet the welcome change, 

* Noe that their minds with greater {kill are 
fraught, . 

Endued by ingtinét, or by reafon taught: 150 

The feafone operate in every breatt 5 

Tis hence the fawns are brifk, and ladies dreft. 

When on his box the nodding coachman fnores, 

And dreams of fancy’d fares; when tavern doors 

The chairman idly crowd ; then ne’er retufe 

To truft thy buly fteps in thinner thoes. * 

But when the {winging figns your ears offend 
With creaking noife, then rainy floods impend ; _ 
Soon fhall the kennels {well with rapid ttreams, 
And ruth in muddy torrentsto the Thames.. 168 
The bookfeiler, whofe thop’s an open fquare, 
Foretees the tempeft, and with early care 























7 yent. . 
Let the loop’d bavaroy the fop embrace, 
Or his deep cloke befpatter’d o'er with lace. 
‘That garment beft the winter’s rage defends, 
Whofe ample form without one plait depends," 
By various names + in various countics known, . 
Yet held in all the true furtout alone; Fe 
Be thine of kerfey firm, though {mall the coft, 
"Shen brave unwet the rain, unchill’d the froft. 60 
Hf the ftrong cane fupport thy walking hand, 
Chairmen no Jonger fhull the wall command; ” 
Ev'n flurdy carmen fhall thy nod obey, 
And rattling coaches ftop to make thee way = 
This fhall dire@ thy cautious tread aright, 
phous not one glaring lamp enliven night. - 
et beaux their canes with amber cipt produce 5 
Be theirs fpr empty fhow, but thine for ufe. 
In gilded chariots while they loll at eafe, 
And lazily enfure a life’s difeafe ; “ge 
While fofter chairs the tawdry load contey 
To Court, to White’s }, aflemblies, or the play ; 
Rofy complexion'd health thy fteps attends, 
And exercife thy lafting youth defends. 
Imprudent men Heaven's choiceft gifts profane : 
‘Thus fome beneath their arm fupport the cane; * 
"The dirty point oft check the carclefs pace, 
And miry {pots the clean cravat difgrace. 
Oh! may I never fuch mifsfortune meet! 
May no fuch vicious walkers crowd the ftreet | 80 
May Providence o'erfhade me with her wings, 
While the bold mufe experienc’d danger fings! - 
! Not that I wander from my native home, 
And (tempting perils) foreign cities roam. 
Let Paris be the theme of Gallia’s mufe, ne 
‘Where flavery treads the ftreets in wooden fhoes, 
Nor do trove in Belgia’s frozen clime, 
And teach the clunty boor to fkate in rhyme ; 
Where, if the warmer clouds in rain defeend, 
No miry ways induftrious tteps offend ; go 
The rufhing floud from {loping pavements pours, 
And blackens the canals with duty fhowers, - 
Let others Naples’ (mootlier fircets rehearfe, 
And with proud Roman ftructures grace their verfe, 
‘Where frequent murders wake the night with 
groans, . 
And blood in purple torrents dies the tones. 
Nor fhali the mufe through narrow Venice flray, 
Where gondolas their painted oars difplay. ‘ 
© happy ftreetst ‘to rumbling wheels unknown, 
Po carts, qu coaches, fhake the floating town: 100 
% A town in Oxfordpire. : . : ; 
A Fofeph, Wrap-rafeal, Se.” *« Hand equidem credo, quia fit divinitus ilis 
Ai chocolate-boufe in St. Fases’s fires’ $ Ingenium, ays rerum fato prudentia major.” 
: 4 pour bee Wang, Georg. i, 





eet THE wo 
“OF learning ftrips ‘the rails; the rowing crew, 
To tempt a fare, clothe all their tilts in blue; * 
On kofiers’ poles depending ftockings ty'd 
Flag with the flacken'd gale from fide to fide 
hy montiments forgtel the changing air, © 
en Niche diffolves into a tear, [founds 
And fweats with facred grief; you'll hear the 
Of whiltling winds;ere kennels break their bounds: 
Ungrateful odours common-fhores diffule, © 177 
And dropping vaults diftil unwholefome dews, 
Ere the ciles ratrle with the fmoking fhewer, | 
And {pouts on heedlefs men their torrents pour. 
All fuperfition from thy breaft repel : 
Let credulous boys and prattiing nuries tell, 
How, if the feftival of Paul be clear, cm 
Plenty from liberal horn hall ftrew the year; - 
‘When the dark skies diffolve in fnow or rain, 179 
“The labouring hind hall yoke the fteer in vain; 
But, if the threatening winds in tempefts roar; 
‘Then war fhall bathe her wafteful fword in gore. 
How, if on Swithin’s feaft the welkin lours, 
And evefy penthoufe ftreame with hafty showers, 
‘Twice twenty days fhall clouds their fleeces drain, 
And wath the pavements with inceffant rain, 
Let not fuch vulgar tales debafe thy mind ; 
Nor Paul nor Swithio rule the clouds and wind, 
If you the precepts of the mufé defpife, 
And flight the faithful warning of the fkies, 290 
Others you'll {ce, when all rhe town’s afloat, 
‘Wrapt in th’ cmbraces of a kerfey coat, 
Or double-bottom’d frieze; their guarded feet 
Defy the muddy dangers of the freet; y 
‘While you, with hat unloop'd, the fury dread 
Of {pouts high ftreaming, and with cautious tread 
Shun every dfhing pool, or idly ftop, ° 
To feck the kind proteétion of a fhop. . 
Bot bufinefs f{ummons; now with hafty feud 
You joftle for the walls the fpatter’d mud —_-g00, 
Hides ali thy hofe behind ; in vain you fcower, 
‘Vhy wig, alas! uncurt'd, admits the fhower, ~ 
So fierce Alecto’s fnaky treffes fell, 
When Orpheus charm'd the rigorous powers of 
shell; . ‘ ; 
Or thus hung Glaucts’ beard, with briny dew’? 
Clotted and itrait, when firft his amorous view 
Surprie'd the bathing fair ;. the frighted maid 
Now ftands a rock; transform’d by Circe’s aid. 
Goud houfewives ail the winter’s rage defpife, 
Defended by the riding-heod’s difguife ; alo 
Or, underneath th’ umbreiia’s oily fhed, ~ . 
Safe through the wee on clihking pattens tread, 
Let Pertian dames th’ umbrella’s ribs difplay, 
“To guard their beauties from the funny ray; 
Or tweating faves fupport the: fhady load, Xe 
. When eaftern monarchs fhow their fate abroad’: 
Britain in winter only & owe its aid, 
To guard from chilly fhowers the walking maid. 
But, O: forget not, mufe, the patten’s praife, 
‘That female implement flail grace thy lays; 320 
Say from what art divine th’ invention came, 
And from its origin deduce its name. 
Where Lincoln wide extends her fenny foil, 
" & goodly yeoman liv’d, grown white with toil 
One only daughter bicts’d his nuptial bed, _ 
* “Who from her infant hand the poultry fed ¢ 
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-No more her jun, 
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Martha (her careful mother’s same) thé borey 
But now her careful mother was‘no more. .:.. + 
Whilft on her father's knee the damfel play’d,: 
Patty he fondly call’d the {miling maid ; 


} As years increas’d, her ruddy beauty prew,: 


And Patty’s fame o'er all the village flew. 

Soon as the gray-ey’d morning ftreaks the thick, 
And in the doubtful day the woodcock flies, = 
Her cleanly pail the pretty houfewife beara, ; 

And finging to the diftant field repairs; : 
And, when the plains with evening dews. are: 


¢¢ Spready ayers 7 
The milky burden fmokes upsn her head, 


- Deep through a miry lane the pick’d her way, -“ 


Above her ancle rofe the chalky clay. 24d 
Vulcan by chance the bloomy maiden fpics, * 

‘With innocence and beauty in her eyes: 

He faw, he lov'd; for yet he ne’er had knows” 

Sweet innocence and beauty meet in one. -* 

Ah, Mulciber! recal thy nuptial vows, 

Think on the graces of thy Paphian fponfep=-. « 

Think how her eyes dart inexhaufted charms, 

And canft thou leave her bed for Patty’s arms? 
‘The Lemnian Power forfakes the rcalms-above 





His bofom glowing with terreftrial love: -age 
Far in the Jane a lonely hut he found; ee 
No tenant ventur’d on th’ unwholfome gipund. 


Here fokes his forge, he bares bis finewy army 
And early ftrokes the founding anvil warm: °” 
Around his fhop the fteely fparkles flew, * 
As for the fteed the fhap'd the bending thoe: 
When blue-ey'd Patty near his window came, 
His anvil refts, his forge forgets to flame. 
To hear his foothing tales, the feigns delays ; 
What woman can refift the force of praife? «260 . 
At firft the coyly every kifs with{tood, °- . 
And all her cheek was flufh’d with modeft bloca: 
With headlefs nails he now furrounds her thoes, 
To fave her fteps from rains and piercing. dewss* 
She lik’d his fuothing tales, his prefents wore, 
And granted kiffes, but would grant no more. 
Yet winter chill'd her feet, with cold fhe pines, 
And on her cheek the fading rofe declines ; 
No more her humid eyes their luftre boaft, 
And in hoarfe founds her meltiag voice isloft. a7e 
This Vulcan faw, and in his heavenly thought 
A new machine mechanic fancy wrought. © 
Above the mire her fhelter’d fteps to raife, 
And bear her fafely through the wintery ways: - 
Strait the new engine on his anvil glows, 
And the pale virgin on the pat-en rofe. 
gs are fhook with dropping - 


‘ sheume, 
And on her cheek reviving beauty blooms. - 
The god obtain’d his fuit : though flattery faik* 
Prefents with female virtue muft prevail. 280 
The patren now fupports each frugal dame, 
Which from the blue-ey’d Patty takes the nasté. ”. 


BOOK I; 
OF WALKING THE oTKkETS By DAY, 


‘Tavs far the mufe has trac’d in ufeful lays” 
The proper implementw for wintery ways; 


P@E 


“Flas taught the walker, with judicious eyesy “| 
To read <he various warnings of the fkies : 

Wow vencare, mufe, from home to range the town, 

Aad for the public fafecy rife thy own. 

For eafe and far difpateh, the morning’s bef; 
+-No tides of paffengers the ftreets moleft ; 

You'll fee a draggled damfel here and there, - 
From Bilit.gate her fithy traflic bear ; - - to 
On doors the fallow milk maid chalks her gains 
“Ab: how unlike the milk-maid of the plains! 
,Belore proud gates attending affes bray, 

Or arrogate with folemn pace the way; 

Thefe grave phyficians with their milky cheer. 
"The Jow-fick maid and dwindling beau repair; 
Hece rows of drummers ftand in martial file, 

: And with thei: vclium thundsr thake the pile, 
'To greet the new-made bride.. Are founds like 
a thefe 
‘The proper prelude fo a ftate of peace ? 

Now induftry awakes her buty fons; 

Full-charg'd with news the breathlefs hawkerruns: 
Shops open, coaches roll, carts fhake the ground, 
And ali the ttreets with pafiing cries refound, 

If cloth'd in black you trcad the bufy town, 
Or if dittinguith’d by the reverend gown, 
‘Three trades avoid; oft’ in the mingling prefs 
The barber's apron foils the fable drefs ; 

Shun the perfumrer’s touch with cautious eye, ~ 
Nor let the baker’s flep advance too nigh. 

-Ye walkers too, that youthful colours wear, 
Three fullyiny trades avoid with equal care ¢ 
‘The little chimney-fweeper fkulksalong, | 
And marks with footy ftains the heedleis throng: 
‘When tmall coal murmurs in the hoarfer throat, 

. From fmutty dangers guard thy threat’ned coat ; 
The duftman’s cart offends thy clothes and eyes, 
When through the ftreet a cloud of afhus flies; « 
But, whether black or tighter dyes are worn, 
The chandler’s batket, on his fioulders borne, 40 
With tallow [pots thy coat ; refign the way, 

‘To thun the turly butcher's grealy tray, 

- Butchers, whote hands are dy'd with bload’s foul 
“ ,. ftain, vite 2 . 7 
And always foremoft in the hangman’s train,- 

ct due civilities be ftridtly paid: se 

{The wall furrender to the hooded maid ; 

Nor let thy fturdy elbow’s haily rage — 
Joftie the feeble fteps of trembling ages ‘ 
Aind when the porter bends beneath his load, 49 

And pants for breath, clear thou the crowded road. 
But, above all, the groping blind dire&; A 
And from the preffing throng the lame proteét. 

You'll fometimes meet a fop, of niceit tread, 

: Whofe mantling peruke veils his empty head; 

At every ftep he dreads the wall to lofe, 
And rifks, to fave a coach, his red-hecl’d thoes; 
Him, like the miller, pafs with caution by, 
Lek from his fhoulder clouds of powder fly. 
But when the bully, with aflumirg pace, 
Cocks his broad hat, edg'd round with tarnifh’d 
lace, bo 

Yield not the way, defy his ftrutting pride, 

And thruft him tothe muddy kennel’s fide 5 ~ 
He never turne again, nor dares oppofe, * 
Bus mutters coward curfes ae he goes. 
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I: If drawn by bufigefs to a-ftreet unknown, 
| Let the fworn porter point thee througit the towal; 
! Be fure obferve the figns, for figns remain 
i Like faithful landmarks to the walking train. 
Seek net from ’prentices to learn the way, 
Thofe fabling boys will turn thy fleps atiray ¢. 
Atk the grave tradefman to direct thee sight, 
He ne'er deceivgs—but when he profits by’t. 
Where fam’d St. Giles’s ancient limits fpread, 
* An incaii’d column rears its lofty head, ~ 
|. Here to feven ftreets feven dials count the day, 
And from each other catch the circling ray. 
Here oft? the peafant, with inquiring face, 
Bewilder’d, trudges on from place to place; 
He dwells on every fign with ftupid gaze,” 
Enters the narrow alley’s doubtful maze, ~ 
‘fries every winding court and ftreet in vain, 
And doubles o’er his weary fteps again. > 
Thus hardy hefeus, with intrepid feet, 
“Fravers'd che dangerous labyrinth of Crete 
But fill the wandering palles force his ftay, * 
‘Till Ariadne’s cJue unwinds the way. > 
But do not thou, like that bold chief, confide 
Thy venturous footiteps to a female guide; + 
She'll lead thee with delufive fmiles along, 
Dive in thy fob, and drop thee in the throng. 93 
When waggith boys the fiunted befom ply, 
‘To rid the flabby pavement, pafs nos by —— [flirt 
Ere thou haft held their hand§; fome heedlefs 
Will overfpread thy calves with {pattering dirt, 
Where porters hogtheads roil from cartsyaflope, 
Or brewers down ittep cellars ftretch the rope, 
Where counted billets are by carmen toft, 
Stay thy rath ftcp, and walk without the poft. 
What though the gathering mire thy feet be~ 
fmear, “ a 
The voice of induftry is always near. 
Hark! the boy cals thee to his deftin’d ftand, 
And the fhoe fhines beneath his oily hand, 
Here let the mufe, fatigued amid the throng, 
Adorn her precepts with digreffive fong ;. 
Of shirtjefs youths the fecret rife to trace, 
And thow the parent of the fable race. 
Like mortal man, great Jove (grown fond of. 
change) + . : : : 
- Of old was wont this nether world to range, 
To feck amours; the vicé the monarch lov'd rey 
Soon through the wide zthereal court improv'd = 
And ev'’n the proudcit goddefs now and then 
Would lodge a night among the fons of men; 
To vulgar deities defcends the fafttion, 
Each, like her betters, had her earthly paffion. 
Tien * Cloacina (goddefs of the tide. 
Whofe fable ftreams beneath the city glide) 
Indulg'd the modith flame ; the town fhe rov'd. - 
A mortal feavenger the faw, fhe low’d ; 
The muddy fpots that-dry’d upon his face, 
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| Like female patches, heighten’d every grace 120 





. * Cloacina was a goddefi, whofe image Tatins (a 
ing of the Sabines) found in the common foore; andy 
not knowing what godde/: it was, be called it Cloacina, 
fede the place in which it was found, and paid to it 
divine bonours,~ Lactant. 5.49, Miouc, Fer OR. 
Ps 233 : 


238 
She gaz'd; fhe figh'ds (for love can beauties fpy 


In what feem faults to every common eye.) 
Now had the watchman walk’d his fecond 
round, 1 4 
When Cloacina hears the rambling found 
Of heNarown lover’s cart (for well the knows 
That pleafing thunder) : fwift the goddefs, rofe, 
And through the ftreets purfu'd the diftant noife, 
Her bofom panting with expected joys, . 
‘With the night-wandering harlot’s airs fhe paft, 
Brufh’d near his fide, and wanton glances calt; 130 
Yn the black form of cinder-wench fhe came, 
‘When love, the hour, the place, had banifh’d 
fhame ; 
"To the dark alley, arm in arm they move : 
O may no link-boy interrupt their love 1 [Space, 
= When the pale moon had nine times fill’d her 
"The pregnant goddefs (cautious of difgrace) 
Defcends to earth; but fought no midwife’s aid, 
Nor ‘midi her anguith to Lucina pray'd; : 
No cheerful goffip with'd the mother joy, 
Alone, beneath a bulk the dropt the boy. 140 
“The child, through various rifks in yeare im- 
provid, > é 
‘At firft a beggar’s brat compaffion mov'd; 
His infant tongue foon learnt the canting art, 
Knew all the prayers and whines. to touch the 
heart. ' 5 
Oh happy unown’d youths! your limbs can bear 
‘The fcorching dog-ftar, and the winter's air; 
while the rich infant, nurs’d with care and pain, 
"Vhirfts with each heat, and coughs with every rain! 
Phe goddess long had mark’d the child’s dif- 
4 trefs, : 
And Jong had fought his fufferings to redrefs, 150 
She prays the gods to take the foundling’s part, 
"To teach his hands foie beneficial art ; 
Pragtie’d in fircets: the gods her fuit allow'd, 
‘And made him ufeful to the walking crowd 3 
"To cleanfe the miry feet, and o'er the fhoe 
With nimble ficill che gloffy black renew. 
Viach power contributes to relicve the poors 
With the ftrong briflles of the mighty boar 
Diana forms his brufh; the god of day - - 
A tripod gives, amid the crowded way 
"To raife the dirty foot, and cafe his toiky 
Kind Neptune fills his vafe with fetid oif , 
Pref from th’ enormous whale ; the god of fire, 
From whofe dominions fmoky clouds afpire, | 
‘Among thefe generous prefents joins his part, 
‘And aids with foot the new japanning art. 
Pleas’d fhe receives the gifes; the downward glides, 
Lights in Fleet-ditch, and fhoots beneath the tides, 
Now dawns the morn, the fturdy lad awakes, 
‘Leaps from his ftall, his tangled hair he fhakes ; 
"Phen leaning oer the raibs, he muliog ftood, 47% 
“And view’d below the black canal of mud, 
Where commen fhores a lulling murmur keep, 
Whofe torrents ruth from Holborn’s fatal fleep 2 
Pentive through idlenefs, tears ftow’d apace, 
"Which eas’d his loaded heart, and wath'd his face? 
At length he fighing cry’d, That boy was bleft, 
Swhofe infant lips have drain’d a mother’s brea ; 
But happier far are thofe (if fuch be known) 
‘Whom both a father and a mother own i 
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Bat I, alas! hard fortune’s utmioft ftarm, =~ 
Who ne’er knew parent, was un orphan born ® 
Some boys are rich by birth beyond all wants, 
Belov'd by uncles, and kind good old aunts; 
When aime comes round, a €hriftmas box they. 
ear,” 7 “ 
And one day makes them rich for: afl the year. 
Had I the precepts of a father learn’d, 
Perhaps { then the coachman’s fare had earn’d, 
For leffer boys can drive; ¥ thirlty ftand, 
And fee the double flaggon charge their hand, 190 
See them puff off the froth, and gulp amain, -° 
While with dry tongue I lick my fips in vain. 
While thus he fervent prays, the heaving tide, 
In widen’d circles, beats on either fide; 
The goddefs rofe amid the iamoft round, 
With wither'd turnip-tops her temples crown’d ; 
Low reach’d her dripping treffes, lank, and black. 
As the fmooth jet, or gloffy raven’s back ; : 
Around her wait a circling eel was twin’d, 199, 
Which bound her robe that hung in rags behind, 
Now beckoning to the boy, fhe thus begun : 
Thy prayers are granted ; weep no more, my fon: 
Go thrive. At fome frequented corner fland; 
This brufh I give thee, grafp it in thy hand, . 
Temper the foot within this vafe of oil, 
And let the little tripod aid thy woil ; 
On this methinks I fee the walking crew,‘ 
At thy requeft, fupport the miry thoe ; [brown’d, 
The foot grows Black that was with dirt em- 
And in thy pocket gingling halfpence found, 410 
‘The goddefs plunges swift bencath the flood, - 
And dafhes all around her showers of mud.3 
The youth ftrait chofe his poft ; the labour ply"d 
Whercbranching ftreetsfrom Charing-Crofs divides 
His treble voice refounds along the Meufe, 
And Whitehall echoes— Clean your Honour’s, 
* thoes!" 
Like the fweet ballad, this amufing lay. 
Too Jong detains the walker on his way ; 
While be attends, new dangers round him throng; 
"The bufy city afks. inftructive fong. 230 
Where, elevated o’cr the gaping crowd, 
Clafp’d in the board the perjur’d head is bow’d, ~ 
Betimes retreat; here, thick as hailftanes pour, 
urnips and half-hatch’d eggs (a mingled fhower} 
Among the rabble rain: forue random throw 
May with the trickling yolk thy cheek o’erflow. 
‘Though expedition bids, yet never ftray 
Where no rang’d pofts defend the rugged way. 
Here laden carts with thundering waggons meet, 
Wheels clath with wheels, and bar the narrow 
ftreets Ge y 
The lathing whip refounds, the horfes ftrain, 
And blood in anguifh burfts the {welling veiny 
© barbarous men! your cruel breafts afluage ; 
‘Why vent ye on the generous fteed. your rage 2 
Does not his fervice earn your daily bread? 
Your wives, your children, by his labours feed! 
If, as the Samian tavght, the foul revives, — . 
And, thifting feats, in other bodies lives; + 
Severe fhall be the brutal. coachman’s change, 239 
Doom’d in a hackney horfe the town to range; 
Carmen, transform'd, the groaning load hall draw, 
Whom other tyrants with whe lah talons, - 
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Who waalt or warnnp-trect Me Aatpéts thare; 
When the broad Savement of Cheapfide is near? 
OF whothat rugged. ftreet * would traverfe o’ery 
That ftretches,O Fleet-ditch, fron thy black. fhore 
Fo the Tower'smoated walls? Here fteams alcend. 
Fhat, in mix’d fumes, the wrinkled nofe offend. <. 
Where chandlers’ cauldrons boil ; where fithy prey 
Hide the wet flail, Jong abfene from she fea; 250 
And where the cleaver chops the heifer’s fpuil, ..: 








‘And whére. huge hogfheads {weat with:rrainy oil ;- 


ATHy breathing noftril hold; but how thall } 
Pafs,‘where in piles Carnavian + cheefes lie; 
Choefe, that the table's cloling rites deties, : 
And bids me with th’ unwilling chaplain rife? 
%¢Q, bear me tothe paths of fair Pall-mall.!' 2, 
Safe ace thy pavements, grateful is thy {mell4 . 
Ac diftance rolls alung. the gilded. coach, : 
Wor ftetdy carmen on thy walks encroach;” 200 
No lets would bar thy.ways were chairs deny’d, ,. 
‘The'fofefupperts of Jazinefsand prides... (glow, 
Shops breathes perfumes, through fafhes ribbons 
‘The mutual arms of ladies and the beau. . 
Wet fill ev'n here, when tains the paflage hide, 
Pfk the loofe fone Cpirrs up a muddy tide, 
Beneath thy carelefs footy and from. on high, :". 
Where manfiona mount the ladder, fragments fly, 
Morty and crumbled lime. in fhowers delcend,. . 
And o’cr thy head deftructive tiles impend. 270 
« But fometimes let me leave the noijy roads, 
And filent wander ‘in the clofe abodes,... 5-2,” 
‘Where wheels ne’ge fhake the ground; there 
fs ponfive fray, - + : 









Jn ftudloug thought, the lotig uncrowded ways - 


Here I remark each-walker’s different facey 445. 
‘And in their look their various hufinefs trac 
‘Whe broker- here. his (pacious beaver wears, . «4 
pon his brow-fit jealoufies. and cared, - --0:,7%*: 
Bent on fame mortage (to avoid, reproach) -,. 
He fecke.by-ftreets, and faves th’ expenfive coach: 

! Bolt, at low doors, o!d letchers tap their cage, 281 
For fair reclufe, whe travels. Drury-Lane;. <2" 
Here roams, sncomb’d the lavith rake, to thu 
His Fleet-fireet draper’s everlafting dun. _ 

i Curefol obfervers, fludious.of the town,, 
un the misfortunes that difyrace the clow 
Pintempeed, they contemn the jaggler's feats, 
Ruf by the Meufe, nor tty che * thimble’s cheats, 
‘When. drays bound high, they never crofs behind, 
Where bubbling yett is blown by gufls of wind : 
And when up Ludgate-hill huge carts move flow, 
Far from the flraining feeds fecurely gos. 292 
‘Whole dathin? hoofs behind them fling ire, 














And mark with muddy blots the gazing "fquire. ... 


the Parthian thus his javelin backward throws, ’: 
And ashe flies'infefts purfuing foes, - 27 


‘Who ‘gaint the fentry’s box difcharge their tea, 
Do thon fore court or fecret corner feel 7.299 


Wor fluth with shame the pafliog virgin’s cheeksx.4° 


: Yet Jet me not defcend co trivial fong, 
’ - Nor vulgar circumftanct my verfe prolong. +i» 
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‘The thoughtlefs wits thall frequent forfeits payy 
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jg 
Why fists 1 teacn tne maa, when torrents pour, j 
Her head te fthelter from the fudden fhawer? 
Nature.will belt her ready hand inform, <3.) 
With her fpread petticoat to fence the ftorm. 
Docs not cach walker know the warning §+93 
When wifps of. firaw depend upon the tw*ie « 
Crofs the clofe freety that then the paver’s art on 
Renews the ways, deny’d to coach and cart? gro: 
Who. kaows not that. the. coachman lafhing by 
Ofe with his fourifh cuts the heedlels eye ;, :. 
And when he takes his ftand, to, wait a fare, 
‘His horfes forcheads fhun the winter's air? ~ 
WNor will.J.rqam where fummer’s fultry.rays:" 
Pareh the dry ground, and fpread with du’ the 
ways; a : eget 
‘With whirling gyfts the rapid. atams:tife, ous 
Smoke ojer the pavement, and invalye the fkies. 
Winter my theme confines ; whofe nitry win 
Shall cryft the Msbby mire, and. kennels. binds 330 
She bids the fnew. defcend in flaky sheets, a 
And in her hoary mantle clothe the flreets, 
Let not the virgin tread thefe flippery roads, _ 


— 






hey 





| The gathering ficece the hollow patten loads 5’ 


But if thy footitep flide with closted froft, -),, 
Strike off the breaking balls againft the poft, * 
On fitent wheel the pafling.coaches roll; ‘ 
Oft look. behind and ward the threarening poje, ra 
In harden’d orbs the (chool-boy moulds the fhow, - 
To.mark the coachman with.a dexc’roua throw. 4 
‘Why da ye, boys, the kenne}’s furface fpread,. 34" 
To.tempt with faithlefs pufs the matron’s tread f 
How can you laugh to fee the damfel {purn, 
Sink in your frauds, and her green ftacking mourn 2° 
At White’s the harnefs'd chairman idly ftands, 
“And {wings around his waift his tingling ‘hands ; 


The fempirels {peeds. to..chapge, with red-tipt 
Zorey HOLA ye rs et tg aE 
The Belgian fove beneath her foot{tool glows: |’ 
An halfwhipt muflin needles ufelefs lie, 
And fhuttle. cocks acrofs the counter fly..." $40. 
SThefe {ports warns harmlefs; why then will ye: 
" Proves: . t conay ok 
Yeluded maids, the dangerous Rame of love? 

‘Where. Covent-parden’ sfamors remple ftands,** 
That boatts the work of Jones’ immortal hands 
Columns with plain magnificence appear, . 

And graceful porches lead along the {quare.: 5/3 
Here.oft my courfe | bend; when! lo! from far. 

I fpy the furies of the fect-ball war: 
The, ’prentice quits his fhop, to joia the SOW! 
Incteafing crowds the flying game purfue. 7 350. 
Thus, as you roll the ball o'er fnowy ground, er 
The gathering globe augments with every rounds’ 
But whither fhall | run! the throng draws nigh, . 
The ball now fkims the Areet, now {oare.on highs: 
The dext’rous glazier flrong retugns the bound, 
-And jingling fafhes on.the pent-houfe found. 

O, roving mufe !_recal thatavoudrouis year, © 
When winter reign’d in blexk Britannia’s airy. 
When hoary Thames, with frofted oziers:grown’dy: 
Was three long moonsin icy fetters bound, “360 
The waterman, forlorn, along the thore,*7*~" ~~ 
Penfive reclines upon his ufelefs oar; ~ <7 
See‘ hargefs'd fleeds defers the fony town; 
: And wander roads unftab™= fhelr ewan: 
























490 
‘Wheels o'er the harden’d waters fmoothly glide, 


And rafe with whiten’d tracks the flippery tide; _~ 


Here the fat caok piles high the blazing fire 

And fearce the {pit can turn the fteer entire; 
Booths fudden hide the Thames, long ftreets ap- 
as “ear, 

And nunv>ssus games proclaim the crowded fair. 
So when a general bids the martial train 37t 
Spread their encampment 0’er the fpacious plain : 


_ Thick rifing tents a canvas city build, 


And the loud dice refound through all the fictd. ° 
Twas here the matron found a doleful fate : 


- Let elégiac Jay the woe relate, 


Soft as the breath of diftant flutes, at hours 
‘When filent evening clofes up the flowers;. 
ALulling as falling water’s hollow noife ; 
Indulging grief, like Philomela’s voice. 380 
Doll every day had walk’d thefe treacherous 
roads; ~ 
Het neck grew warpt beneath autumnal loads 


.. Of various fruit : fhe new a bafket bore; 


"hat head, alas! fhall bafket bear no more. 

Each booth the frequent paft, in queft of gain, * 
And boys with pleafure heard her thrilling ftrain, 
Ah, Doll! all mortals muft cefign their breath, 
And induftry itfelf fubmit to death | 388 
"The cracking cryftal yields; the finks, the dies, 
Her head, chopt off, front her loft thoulders flies 
LYpins the ery'd; but death her voice confounds; 


. And pip- pip- pip- along the ice refounds. 


So when the Thracian furies Orpheus tore, 
And left bis bleeding trunk deform'd with gore, 
His fewer'd head floats down the filver tide, 

His yet warm tongue for his loft confort cry’d; * 
Eurydice with quivering voice he mourn’d, 
And Heber's banks Eurydice return’d. — - : 

But now the weftern gale the flood unbinds, 


And blackening clouds move on with warmer 


winds; 400 

"I'he wooden town its frail foundation leaves, 

And Thames’ full urn rolls down his plenteous 
waves; . 

From every pent-houfe ftreams the flecting 
fnow, 

And with diffolving froft the pavements flow. 

Experienc’d men, inur’d to city ways, 
Need not the calendar to count their days. 


‘When through the town with flow and folemn air, 


Led by the noftril, walks the muzzled bear ; 
Behind him moves, majeftically dull, 
"Lhe pride of Hoclsley-hole, the furly bull. 410 
Learn hence the periods of the week to name, 
Mondays and Thurfdays are the days of game. 
‘When fifhy ftalls with double ftore are laid; 
"The golden-beliy’d carp, the broad-finn’d maid, 
Red {peckled trouts, the falmon’s filver jowl, 
"The jointed lobfter, and unfealy foal, 
And lufcious "fcallops to allure the caftes 
Of rigid zealots to delicious faite; 
Weduefdays and Pridays you'ltobferve from hence, 
Days when our fires were doom’d to abitinence, 

When dirty waters from balconies drop, 471 
And dext’rous damfels twirl the {prinkling mop, 
And cleanfe the fpatter’d fafh, and fcrub the ftairs 5 
‘Know Saturday's conclufive morn appears: - 

-— 


4 And ftill are teas’d becaale they ftill delay. 
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Sueceffive cries the feafons’ change declare, 
“And mark the monthly progrefs of the year” © 
Hark! how the ftreets with treble voices ring, 
To fell-the bounteous product of the fpring : 
Sweet-fmelling flowers, and alder’s early bud, 
With nettle’s tender fhoots, tocleaufe the bloody 
And, when June’s thunder cools the faltry kies, 
E’en Sundays are profan’d by mackrel cries. 43% 

Wainuts the freiterer’s hand in autumn ftain, 
Blue plumbs and juicy pears augment his gain ; 
Next oranges the longing boys entice, 

To truft their copper fortunes to the dice.’ 

When rofemary, and bays, the poet’s crown, 


+} Are bawl’d, in frequent cries, through all the town,’ 


Then judge the feltival of Chriftmas near, 
Chriftmas, the joyous period of the year. 442 
Now with bright holly all your temples ftrow, 
With laurel green, and facred mifletoe. 

Now, heaven-born Charity ! thy bleffings 'thed ; 
Bid meagre Want uprear her fickly head ; 

Bid thivering limbs be warm; let Plenty'’s bowl 
In humble roofs make glad the needy foul! : 
See, fee! the heaven-born maid her bieffings thed 
Lo! meagre Want uprearsher fickly head; * 
Cloth’d are the naked, and the needy glad, “~ 
While felfith Avarice alone is fad. 

Proud coaches pafs, regardlefs of the moan 
Of infant orphans, and the widow’s groan ; = 
While Charity {till moves the walker’s mind, | 
His liberal purfe relieves the lame and blind. 
Judicioufly thy halfpence are beftow'd, 

Where the laborious beggar {weeps the road.’ 
Whate’er you give, give ever at demand, ¢ 
Nor let old age long ftretch’his palfy’d hand. 
‘Thofe who give late are importun’d each day, 


46. 
If e’er the miler durft his farthings {pare, 
He thinly fpreads them through the public {quare, 
Where, ali befide the rail, rang’d beggars lie, 
And from each other catch the doleful cry ; 
With Heaven, for two-pence, cheaply wipes his - 
fcore, : 
Lifts up his eyes, and haftes to beggar more. + 
Where the brafs-knocker, wrapt in flannel band, 
Forbids the thunder of the footman's hand ; 
Th’ upholder, rueful harbinger of death, 
Waits with impatience for the dying breath ; 470 
As vultures o'er a camp, with hovering flight, 
Snuff up the future carnage of the fight. 


450 


‘| Here canit thou pafs, unmindful of a prayer, - 


That Heaven in mercy may thy brother {pare} 
Come, Fortefcue, fincere, experienc’d friend, 
Thy briefs, thy deeds, and ev'n thy fees fufpend; 

Come let us leave the Temple’s filent walis, 

Me bufinefs to my diftant lodging calls; “ 
‘Fhrough the long Strand together let us ftray 3 
With thee converfing, I forget the way. 48 
Echold that narrow ftreet which fteep defcends, 
Whofe building to the flimy fhore extends, : 
Here Arundel’s fam’d firuéture rear'd its frame, 
The ftreet alone retains the empty name. 

Where Titian’s glowing paint the canvas warm’d 
And Rapheel’s fair defign, with judgment, charm’ 
Now hangs the beliman’s fong, and patted here 
The colour’d prints of Overton appear, 
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apt 


Where flatues hreath'’d the works o€ Phidias’"| Thames-ftreet gives chetfes; Covent. garden frites 


hands, e agg 
A wooden pump, or lonely watch-houfe, ftands- 
There Effex’ ftately pile adorn’d the fhore, 
There Cecil's, Bedford’s, Villiers’, now no more. 
Yet Burlington’s Yair palace ftill remains ; 
Beauty within, without proportion reigns. 
Beneath his eye declining art revives,. 
“Uhe wall with animated picture lives ; 
Where Handel ftrikes the frings, the mesing 
x y Reain 
Yranfports the foul, arid thrills through every 
veiny 
‘There oft’ { enter (but with cleaner thoes), 
‘Fo. Burlington’s belov'd by every mufe. 
_ , Oye affociate wilkers, O my friends, 
Apon your ftate what happinefs attends! 
“What though no coach to frequent vifit rolls, 
‘Nor for your hhilling chairmen fling their poled; 
Yer till your nerves rheumatic pains defy, 
Nor lazy jaundice dulls your faffron eye; , 
“No wafting cough difcharges founds of death, 
Nor wheezing afthma heaves in vain for breath; 
+ Nor from your reftle{s couch is heard the groan, 
Of burning gout, or fedentary ftone. 510 
_ Let others in the jolting coach confide, 
Or in the leaky boat the Thames divide $ 
Or, box'd within the chair, contemn the ftreet, 
.aind cruft their fafety to. another's feet : 
fa let me walk; for oft’ the fudden gale 


“$00 


uffies the tide, and thifts the dangerous fail 5 
hen fhall the piaffenger too late deplore 
« The whelming billow, and the faithlefs oat’; 
‘The drunken chairman in the kennel fpurné, < 
‘The glaffes thatters, and hie charge o’erturns, 520 
‘Who can recount the coach’s various harms, ~ 
‘She legs disjointed, and the broken arms? 
I've feen a bedu, in fome ill-fated hour, 
‘When o’er the ftones choak’d kennels {well the 
fhower, - 
In gilded charidt loll ; he with difdain 
, Views {patter’d paffengers all drench’d in rain. 
‘With mud_fill’d' high; thé rumbling cart draws 
near; o 
Now rule thy prancing fteeds, lac’d charioteer : 
‘The duftman lathes on with fpiteful rage, 530 
His ponderous fpokes thy painted wheel engage.; 
Cruth'd is thy pride, down fails the thricking beau, 
‘The flabby pavement cryftal fragments ftrow ; 
JBlack floods of, mire th’ embroidgr'’d coat difgrace, 
And aiud enwraps the honours of his face. 
So, when dread Jove the fon of Phabus barl’d; 
Scar’d with dark thunder, to the nether world, 
‘The headftreng courfers tore the filver reins, 
And the fun’s beamy ruin gilds the plains. ” 
If the pale walker pant with Weakening ills, 
. His fickly hand is ftor'’d with friendly bills; £40 
From hence he learns the feventh-born doctor's 
yo fame, = at as 
From fence he féarns the théapéft tailor’s name, 
Shail the large mutton fmoke upon your boards? 
" Such Newgate’s coptous market beft affords. © 
Would’ft ‘thoa’ with. mighty beef augment thy 
meal? . 
Seek Leaden-hall; St. James's fends thee veal; « 


Moorficlds old books; and Monmouth-ftreet: old. 
fuits, - ~ 

Hence mayft thou well fupply the wants of life, | 

Support thy family, and clothe thy wife, 55a 
Volumes on fhelter’d ftalls expanded lie, 

And various {cience lures the learned ey~~ 

The bending fhelves with: ponderous fcholiafts 

groan, 

And deep divines, to modern fhops unknown ;. 

Here, like the bee, that on induftrious wing 

Colleés the various odours of the pring, 

Walkers’ at leifure, learning’s flowers may {poil, 

Nor watch the wailing of the midnight oil ; 

May morals fnatch frem Plutarch’s tatter’d page, 

A mildew'd Bacon, or Stagyra’s fage: 560 

Here fauntering ’prentices o'er Otway weep, 

O’er Congreve fmile, or over D’Urfey fleep ; 

Pleas'd fempftreffes the Lock’s fam’d Rape unfold ;, 

And * Squirts read Garth, till apozems grow cold. 

,. O Lintot ! let my labours obvious lie, 

Rang’d on thy ftall, for every curious eye! 

So thall the poor thefe précepts gratis know, 

And to my verfe their future iafetics owe. 

What walker thall his mean ambition fix ; 
On the falfe luftre of a coach and fix ? 370° 
Let the vain virgin, tur’d by glaring fhow, : 
Sigh for the liveries of th’ embroider’d bea:. * 

See yon bright chariot on its braces fwing, 

With Flanders mares, and on an arched [pring, 

That wretch, to gain an equipage and place, 
Betray’d his fifter co a lewd embrace. 

This coach that with the blazon'd. ‘fcutcheon 

s glows, 1 

Vain of his unknown race, the coxcomb fhows. ,. * 
Here the brib’d lawyer, funk in velvet, fleeps; 

The ftarving orphan, as he pafles, weeps; 53) 
‘There flames a fool, begirt with tinfel flaves, 

Who waftes the wealth of a whole race of kriaves 5 
That other, with a cluftering train behind, 
Owes his new honours toa fordid mind !_ 
This next in courtefidelity excels, 

The public rifles, and his country fells. 
May the proud chariot never be my fate, 
If purchas'd at fo mean, fo dear a rate‘ 

Or rather give me {weet content or foot, : 
Wrapt in my virtue,and a good furtout!.. = 59Q° 

BOOK UL 

OF WALKING THE STREETS BY NIGH" 


© Trivia, goddefs! leave thefe low abodes, 
And traverfe o’er the wide etherial roads; . 
Ceteftiul queen! put on thy robes of light, 
Now Cynthia nam’d, fair regent of the night. 

|. At fight of thee, the villain fheathes his fword, 
Nor fcales the wall, to fteal the wealthy hoard. 
O may thy filver Jamp from heaven’s high bower 
Direct my footfteps in the midnight hour! 

|. When nighe firft, bids the twinkling dtars,ap~ 


Y peat. : 
Or with her cloudy velt inwraps the air,, 10 


£ The Difpenfary.”. 
Te Pipeters: 





An apsthecary’s bey, in 





29%: 


‘Then fwarms the bufy ftreet ; with caution tread, 
‘Where the fhop-windows * falling threat thy head; 


Now labourers home return, and join their 


ftrength 7 
To bear the tottering. plank, or ladder’s length; 
~ Still fit thy eyes intent upon the throng, 
And, as >. paffes open, wind along. 

‘Where the fair columns of St. Clement ftand, . 
Whofe ftraiten’d honiids encroach upon the Strand; 
Where the low penthoufe bows the walker’s head, 
And the tough pavement wounds the yielding 

tread; 20 
Where not a poft protects the narrow fpace, 
And, flrung in twines, combs dangle in thy face; 
Summon at once thy courage, rouze thy care, 
Stand firni. look back, be refolute, beware. 
Forth iffuing from fteep lanes, the collier’s fteeds _ 
Drag the black load; another cart fucceeds ; 
Team follows team, crowds heap'd on crowds ap- 

ear, 

And-walt impatient till the road grow clear. 
Now all the pavement founds with trampling feet, 
And the mix’d hurry barricades the ftreet. jo 
Nntangled here, the waggon’s lengthen'd team 








Cracks the tough harnefs; here a ponderous beam 


Lies over-turn’d athwart ; for flaughter fed, 
Here lowing bullacks raife their horned head, * 
Now oaths grow Joud, with coaches coaches jar,. | 
And the finare blow provokes the fturdy war ; 
From the high box they whiri the thong around, 
Andwith the twining lafh theit fhins refound 
"Their rage ferments, more dangerous wounds.they 


try, 

* And the Mood gufhes down their painful eye. 40 
And now on foot the frowning warriors light, * 
And with their ponderous filts renew the fight; 
Blow anfwers blow, their checks are {mear’d with 

blood, =... vac 
Tilt down they fall, and grappling roll in‘mud, 
So when two bears,'in wild Ytene 4 bred, 
Or on Weftphalia's fattening chefnursfed,  f[fire, 
Gnafh their fharp tufks, and, rous’d with equal 
Difpute the reign of fome Inxurious mire , 
In the black fivod they wallow o’er and o’er, 


a9 


. Till thea arm’d jaws diftil with foam and gore, , 





Where the mob gathers, fwiftly thoot along, 
Nor idly mingle in the noify throng ¢ : 
Lunr'd by the filver hile, amid the fwarm, =~ 
"The fubtle artift will thy fide difarn, 

Nor is the flaxen wig with fafety worn 3 
High on the thoulder, in a batket borne, 
Lurks the fly boy, whofe hand, to rapine bred, - 
Plucks off the curling honouts of thy head. 
Here divesthe tkulking thief, with pra@tis’d fleight, 
And unfelt fingers make thy pocket light. |“ 60 
‘Where's now the watch, with all its trinkets, flown? 
And thy Sate fnuff-bcx is no more thy own. 
But lo! his bolder thefts fome tradefman fpies, 
Swift from his prey the feadding lurcher flies; -~ 
Dext’rous he "feapes the ecach with nimble bounds, 
Whilf cvery honeft tongue, “ flop thiek’* re- 
founds. oe gs e : 
© A fpbies of window now almoft forgétten. 
$ New Ferg ia Hampfrire, anciently feealled.* 
A a" 
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So fpeeds the wily fox, alarm'd by feat, 
Who lately filch’d che turkey’s callow cares 
Hounds following hounds grow louder as he ffieg;* 
And injur’d tenants join the huater’s cties. 7s 
Breathiefs, he ftumbling falls. Ill-fated boy ! 
Why did not honeft work thy youth employ ? “> 
Seiz’d by rough hands, he’s dragg’d amid the 
rout, te me 
And ftretch'd beneath the pump’s inceffant fpout, 
Or, plung’d in miry ponds, he gafping lie,” 
Mad choaks his mouth, and plaitters o'er his eyeay 
_. Let not the ballad-fingeW’s thrilling ftrain *"" 
Amid the fwarm thy liftening car detain: 
Guard well thy pocket; for thefe fyrens ftand 
To aid the labours of the diving hand ; 
Confederate in the cheat, they draw the throtig; 
And cambric handkerchicfs reward the fong, 
But foor-as coach or cart drives rattling on, ° 
‘The rabble part, in fhoals they backward run. 
So Jove's loud bolts the mingled war divide, 
And Greece and Troy retreat'on either fide: 

If the rude throng pouron with furious pace, 
And hap to break thee froma friend’s embrace, 
Stop fhort; nor ftruggle through the crowd in 

WRN, pee ete 

But watch with eareful eye the paffing train.” go. 
Yet I perhaps too fond), if chance the tide 
‘Tumultvons bear my partner from my fide,. 
{opatient venture back; defpifing harm, 
I force my paflage where the thickelt {warm 
‘Thus his loft bride the Trojan fought in vain * -. 
Through night, and arms, and flames, and hills of 

Jain. at 
Thus Nifus wander'd o’er-the pathlefs grove, 
To find the brave companion of his loves 
The pathlefs grove in vain he wanders o'er : 
Euryalus, alas! is now no.more, 1 roe 

That walker, who, regardlefs of bis pace,” 
Turns oft’ to pore upotr the damfel’s face,” 
From fide to frde by thrufting elbows coft, 
Shall firike his aching brea againit a poft;” 

Or water, dath'd from fithy ftalls, hall ftain: 
His haptefs coat with fpirts of fcaly rain. 

Bat, if unwarily he chance to ftray a 
Where twirling turnfiles intercept the way, 

The thwarting paffenger fhall force them roun 
And best the wretch half breathlefs to the ground. -. 
Let conftant vigilance thy footfteps guide, rx 

And wary circum{pection guard thy fide; 
Then fhalt thou walk uaharor’d the dangerous 
night, : 
Nor need tht officiots linkboys fmoky light...’ 
Thou never wilt attempt to crofs the read," 
Where ale-houfe benches reft the porter's load, 
Grievous to heedlefe thins; no barrows wheel, 
“That bruifes oft’ the truant {chool-boy’s heef, 
Behind thee rolling, with infidious pace, - 
Shail mark thy flocking with a miry trace. 20. 
Let not thy venturous fteps approach too nigh, 
Where, gaping wide, low fteepy cellars lie. i 
Should thy thee wrench afide, down, down you 

















fait - * 
And overtiirn’ the fcolding hackfter’s falls” 
The fcoiding huck&cr thall not o’er thee moan, + 
But pence exact for nuts and pearsa’erthrowa, 
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'Phough!you threngh dleanlier allies wind by 
= day, 
Fo thus the hurries of the public way, : 
Yet ne'er to thofe dark paths by night retire; 
Mind only fafecy, and contemn the mire, 130 
a hen no impervious courts thy hafte detain, | 
or fneering alewives bid thee turn again. 
here Lincoln’s-inn, wide {pace, is rail’d around, 
‘Crofs not with venturous ftep ; there oft’ is found 
The lurking thief, who while the day-light fhone 
Ley the walls echo with his begging tone: 
hat crutch, which lace compailion 3 mov'd, halt 
‘wound | 
ity bleeding head, and felt th¢e to. the gediind, 
“Though thou art tempted by the link-wian’s call, 
‘Yet truft him not along the lonely wall 5 “'T4Q 
Ta the mid-way he'll quench the flaming braiid,, 
»And Share the booty with the pilfering band. 
Still keep the public Rreets, where oily rays, _ 
Phot from the cryftal lamp, o’erfpread the ways, 
Happy Augufta! law-defended town! 
Here no dark lanterns fhade the villain’s frown 5 
(No Spanith jedloufies thy lanes intett, 
‘Nor Roman vengeance fabs th’ unwary Breas 
ere tyranny ne'er lifts her purple hand, 
‘But liberty and juftice guard ‘the lind; ‘450 
SNo bravos here profefs the bloody trade, |” 
Nor is the church the murderer’s refuge made. « 
Let not the chairman, with affuming ftride, 
‘Prefs near the wall, and rudely thruft thy fide : 
The laws have fet him bounds ; his fervile feet 
“Should ne'er, encroach where polly defend the 
+ ftreet. 
Yet who the footman’s arécgince can quell; 
#Whofe flambeau gilds the fathes of Pall-mall, 
,, When in long rank a train of torches flame, 
“To light the midnight vifits of the dame ? 
: Others, perhaps, by happier guidance led, 
«May where the chairman refts with fafety tread; 
. Whene’er I pafs, their poles (unfeen below) 
Make my knee tremble with a jarring blow. 
U wheels bar up the road, where fiecets are 
: ‘croft, 
With gentle words the coachman’s ear accoft : 
©He ne'er the threat or harfh command obeys, +" 

y But with contempt the fpatter’d fhoe furveys. 
:Now man with ytmolt fortirude thy foyl, ~ . 169 
"To crofs the way where carts and coaches roll; _ 

{Yet do noc in thy hardy fkill confide,, 
“Nor rafhly rifk the kennel’s fpacious ftride 5 
¢ Stay till afar the diftant wheel you hear, 
Like dying thunder in the breaking air 5, 
. Thy foot will flide upon the mary ftone, 5 
And pafling coaches cruth thy tortur’d bone, 
“Or wheels inclofe the road ; on either hand 
Pent round with perils, in the mid@ you ftand; 
» And call for aid in vain; the coachman {wears, 
4 And carmen drive, unmindful of thy prayers. 380 
“Where Qt theu tuzo? ah) whither wilt chou 
Nac Ay os 
* On every fide the preffing {pokes are nigh. 
So failore, while Charybdis’ gulf they thun, 
Amaz'd on Scylia’s craggy dangers run. 
Be fure obferve where brown Oftrea ftands, . - 
Whe hoatts her Shelly wy ware from Walficet fands ; 
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There may'ft thou pafs with fafe unmiry feet, 
Where the rais’d pavement ‘leads athwart tle 
fireet,. 
Tf where Fleet-ditch with muddy current flows. 
‘You chance to roam; where oy@er-iubs 
Are rang’d befide the polts; there ftay 0 
‘And with the favoury fith indulze th 
The damfet’s knife the gaping tell comm. mi: 
While the falt liquor ftreams between ner in: 
The man had ture a palate cover’d o'er 
With brafs or ftcel, that on the rocky fhuze 
Firft brcke the oozy oyfter’s pearly coat, | 
Aud rifk'd the living morfel down his throas. 
What will nor hnxury tafte - Earth, fea, cud a? 
Are daily ranfack’d for the bill of fare! 400 
“Blood fluff’d in fins is Britith Chriitian’s food ; 
And France robs marfhes of the crozking brood! 
Spungy morcls in ftrong ragouts are foynd, 
And in the foup the flimy fnail is drown’. 
When from high {pouts the dathing torrents fall, 
Ever be warchful to maintain the wall 
For fhould’ft thou quit thy ground, the rufhipg 
thron, 
Will with i impettious futy drive along ; 
Al! prefs to gain thofe honours thou baft lof, 
And, radely fhove thee far without the pol. 
‘Then :o retrive the thed you ftrive in vain, '- 
Draggled all o'er, and fvak'd in floods of rain. 
Yer rather bear the fhower, and toils of mud, 
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| Than in the doubtful quarrel rifk thy blood. . 
“OQ think on Gidipus’ derefled tate, 


And by his woes be warn’g to fhun thy fate. 

Where three roads jxin'd, he met his fire un 

known; 
(Uohappy fire, but more unhappy fon!) 
ach ¢laim’d theway, their {words the ftrifedecide 
‘The hoary monarch fell. he groan’d, and died! 22< 
Hence fprung che fatal plague that thinn’d ti 
reign, 
Thy caatt inceft !.and thy children faint | 
Hence wert thou doom’d in endlefs nizht to ftray 
‘Through Theban ftrects, and checrlets grope thy 
_ way. 

Contemplate, mortal, on thy fleeting years; 
See, with black train the funcral pomp appears! 
Whether fome heir attends in fable ftate, 

And mourns with outward grief 3 parent’s fate; 
Or the fair virgin, nipt in beauty’s bloom, 

A crowd of lovers follow to her tomb + 23¢ 
*Why is the hearfe with fcutcheons blazon’d round 
And with the nodding plume of oftrich crown'd 
No: the dead know it not, nor profic gain 5, 

It only ferves to prove the living vain, 

How fhort is life! how frail ig human traft £ 
lé-all this pomp for laying duft to duft? 

Where the nail’d hoop defends the painted tal, 
Bruth not thy {weeping ikirt too near the wall: 
hy heedlefs fleeve will drink the colouz'd oil, 
And fpot indelible thy pocket foil. 24) 
Has not wile nature ftrung the Icgs and feet 
With firmeft nerves, defign’d to walk the ftreet 
Has the not given us hands to grope aright, 
Amidét the frequent dangers of the night ? 

And think’ thou not the denble noftril meant, 


To warn from. wails woes by ‘previous fcent 2 


Rip: 
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Who can the various city frauds * recite, 
‘With all the petty rapines of the night ? , 
Who now the guinea dropper’s bait regards, > 
‘Trick’d by the fharper’s dice, or juggler’s cards? 
Why thould T warn thee ne'er to join the fray, 251 

+ Where,the fham quarrel interrupts the way 2 
Lives theT? in thefe our days fo foft a clown, 
Brav'd by the bully’s oaths, or threatening frown ? 
Jnecd not ftrickt enjoin the pocket’s care, 

‘When from the crowded play thou lead’ft the fair; 
‘Who has not here or watch or fnuff-box loft, 

Or handkerchiefs chat India’s fhuttle boaft ? 

O! may thy virtue guard thee through the roads 
Of Drury’s mazy courts, and dark abodes! 260 
‘The harlots’ guileful paths, who nightly ftand 
‘Where Catharine-ftreet defcends into the Strand; 
Say, vagrant mufe, their wiles and fubtle arts, 

‘Yo lure the ftrangers’ unfufpecting hearts : 

So thal] our youth on healthful finews tread, 

_ And city cheeks grow warm with rural red. 

' _*Tis the who nightly {trolls with fauntering pacg, 
No ftubborn ftays her yielding. thape embrace; 
Beneath the lamp her tawdry ribbons glare, 269 

| ‘The new-fcour’d manteau, and the flattern-air ; 
High-drageled petticoats her travels thow, 
<And hollow cheeks with artful bluthes glow; 
With flattering founds the fooths the credulous ear, 
* My noble captain! charmer! Jove! my dear !” 
Jn riding-hood, near tavern-doors the plies, : 

* Or muffled pihners hide her livid eyes. ‘ 
‘With enipty bandbox he delights to range, 
And feigne a diftant egrand from the ‘Change ; 
Nay, fhe will oft’ the Quaker's hood profane, 
And trudge demure the rounds of Drury-Jane. 286 
She darts from farfenet ambuth wily leers, 
‘T'witches thy fleeve, or with familiar airs 
Her fan will pat thy check; thefe {nares d'f@ain, 
Nor gaze behind thee, when fhe turns again. 

I knew a yeoman, who, for thirft of gain, 

To the great city drove, from Devon's plain, 

His numerous lowing herd ; his herds he fold, 
And his deep leathern pocket bagg'd with gold., 
“beawn by a fraudful nymph, he gaz'd, he figh’d : 
Unmindful of his home, and diftant bride, - 290 

She leads the willing victim to his doom, > 
Through winding alleys to her cobweb room. 
‘Thence through the frect he reels from poft to 
- oft, . : 

: Valiant with wine, nor knows his treafure loft. 
‘The vagrant wretch th’ affembled watchmien Spies, 
He waves his hanger, and their poles defies; 
Deep in the round-houfe pent, all night he {nores, 
And the next morn in-wain his fate deplores. 

Ah, haplefs fwain ‘ unus’d to pains and ‘ills! 
Canft thou forego roaft-beef for naufeous pills’ 300 
How wilt thou’lift to heaven tliy eyes and hands, 
‘Wher the long fcroll the furgeon’s fees demands !- 
Or elfe (ye gods avert that worft difgrace !) 
"Thy ruin'd nofe falls level with thy face 
Then shalt thy wife thy loathfomeé kifs difdain, 
And wholefome neighbours from thy mug refrain. 
* Yet there are watchriep, who withfriendly 
‘Will teach thy reeling-fteps to tread aright; 
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Various cheats formerly in pragtice. 
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For fixpence will {upport thy helplefs artt;...-s1q* 
And home condué thee, fafe from nightly harmy 
But, if they thake their Janterns, from afat 
To call their brethren to confederate wat, 
When rakes refift their power ; if haplefs you 
Should chance to wander with the feowering crew 
Though fortune yield thee captive, ne’er defpair, 
But feck the conftable’s confiderate ear; 
He will reverfe the watchman’s harfh decree, *j 
Mov’d by the rhetoric of a filver fee. 
Thus, would yeu gain fome favourite courtiers 
hate : , 2 
Fee not the petty clerks, but bribe my lord. 32a 
Now is the time that rakes their reyels keep : 
Kindlers of riot, enemies of fleep. Ay 
His {catter’d pence the flying nicker * flidgs, 
And with the. copper fhower the cafement ring.. 
Who has not heard the Scowcrer’s midnight fame? 
Who has not trembled at the Mohock’s name ? * 
Was there a watchman took his hourly rounds, 
Safe from their blows, or new-invented wounds | 
I pafs their defperate deeds, and mifchiefs done, 
Where from Snow-hill black fteepy torrents rur 
How matrons, hoop’d within the hogthead 
: ‘womb, . 33 
‘Were tumbled furious thence ; the rolling tomb. 





Oer a ftones thunders, bounds from fide 4 
. fide: Ne 
So Regulus to fave his country dy'd: 
Where a dim gleam the paly kanthorn throws: 
O’er the mid pavement, heapy rubbith grows; 
Or arched vaults their gaping jaws extend, 
Or the dark caves to common. thores defcend 5 
Oft’ by the winds extin@ the fignal lies, - 
Or fmother’d in the glimmering focket dies, 440° 
Ere night hag half roll’d round her ebon throne 5 
In the wide gulph the thatter'd coach o'erthrown 
inks with the {norting ftvcds; the reins are broke, 
| And from the cracking axle flies the fpake. 
So, when fam’d Eddyftone's far-fhooting ray, 
That led the failor through the ftormy way, _ 
‘Was from its rocky roots by billows torn, 
And the high turret in the whirlwind borne;. 
Fleets bulg’d their fides againft the craggy lamd,* 
And pitchy ruins blacken'd all the ftrand. 3.90 
“Who then through night would hire the hag: 
nefs'd fteed ? i 
And who would choofe the rattling wheel for fpeed? 
“But hark! ‘diftrefs wich {creaming voice draws 
nigher, . : . 
And wakes the lumbering ftreet with cries of fire, 
‘At firft a glowing red inwraps the tkies, < 
And borne by winds the {cattering {parks arife ;- 
From beam to beam the fierce contagion fpreads; 
The fpiry flomes now lift aleft their heads; 
Through the burft fath a blazing deluge’ pours, 
And fplitting tiles defcend in rateling thowers ; 
Now with thick crowds th’ enlighten’d pavement 
. fwarms, © OY >, ” 368 
The fireman fweats beneath his crooked arms 
A Jeathern cafque his-venturous head defends, 
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light, Boldly he climbs where thickeft fmoke,afcends; 


* Gentlenin tobe delighted to ‘break -windeiés ai 
Palfpence. 
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JMov’d vy the mother’s ftreaming eyes and pray- 

Ms, ea 
"Phe helslefs infant through the flame he bears, ° 
With no Jefs virtue, than through hoftile fire 
"The Dardan hgro bore his aged fire. » * 
See forceful engines fpout their levell’d ftreams, 
"To quench the blaze that runs along the beams 3 
"The grappling hook plucks rafters from the walls, 

, And heaps on heaps the fmoky ruin falls; 37%, 
“Blown by ftrong winds, the fiery cempett roars, 

_ . Beara down new walls, and pours along the floors; 
"The heavens are all a-blaze, the face of night 
Ys cover’d with a fanguine dreadful light. 

~ *Pwas fuch.a light involv’d thy towers, O Rome! 
‘The dire prefage of mighty Czfar's doom, ; 
4When the fun veil’d in ruft his mourning head, ° 
‘And frightful prodigies the fkies o’erfpread. * 380 

_n¥iark ! the drum thunders! far, ye crowds retire 5 

~~ Rehold! the ready match is tipt with fire, - 

"The nitrous {tore is Jaid, the finutty train we 
~With running blaze awakes the barrel’d grain; .' 
Flames fudden wrap the walls; with fullen found 
The fhatter’d pile finks on the fmoky ground. 
‘So, when the years thal} have revolv’d the date, 

. Th’ inevitable hour of Naples’ fate, ’ 
‘Her fap’d foundations hall with thunders fhake, 
‘And heave and tofs upon the fulphurous lake; 390 
Farth’s womb at once the fiery flood fhall rend, 
‘And in th’ abyfs her plunging towers defcend. 


, 5 
Confider, reader, what fatigues P'vé knowh, 

‘The toils, the perils of the wintery town; 

What riots feen, wHat buftling crowds { bore, 

How oft’ [ crofs’d where carts and coaches roar; 

Yet fhall I blefs my labours, if mankind 


“| Their future fafety from my dangers find, 


Thus the bold traveller (inur'd to toil. ; 
Whole fteps have printed Afia’s defert 1, 400 
The barbarous Arabs haunt; or fhivering croft, 
Dark Greenland’s mountains of eternai fro ; 
Whom Providence in length of years reftores 
To the wifh’d harbour of his native thores) 
Sets forth his journals to the public view, 
To caution, by his woes, the wandering crew. 
And now complete my generous labours lie, 
Finifh'd, and ripe for immortality. 
Death fhall entomb in duft this mouldering frame, 
But never reach th’ éternal part, my fame, 41¢ 
When W— and G. » mighty names !* gre 
dead; 
Or but at Chelfea underecuftards read; *s 
When critics crazy bandboxes repair, : 
And tragedies, turn’d rockets, bounce in air; 
High rais’d on Fleet-ftreet pofts, confign’d to fame, 
This work fhall fhine, and walkers blefs my 


name. . 
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EPISTLES ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


EPISTLE I. 


"Toa Lady. Occafioned by the Arrival of ber Royal 
Highnefi the Princefi of Wales. 


Manan, to all your cenfures 1 fubmit, 
And frankly own I fhould long fince have writ. 
You told me, filence would be chought a crime, 
And kindly ftrove to teaze me into rhyme < 
No more let trifling themes your mufe empley, 
Nor lavish verfe, to paint a female toy + 
No more on plains with rural dam(cls {port ; 
But fing the glories of the Britith courr. 
By your commands and inclination fway'd, 
1 cail'd eh’ unwilling mufesto my aid + 
Refolv'd to write, the noble theme 1 chofe, 
+_And to the princefs thus the poem rofe. 5 
« Aid me, bright Phocbus : aid, ye facred nine! 
Exalt my genius, and my verfe refine. 
My ftrains with Carolina’s name } grace, 
"Vhe lovely parent of our royal race. 
Ereathe foft, ye winds! ye waves, in filence fleep! 
Let profperous breezes wanton o'er the deep, 
Swell the white fails, and with the flreamers 
“ play, + os 
To waft her gently o’er the watery way.” 
Here | to Neptune form’d a pompous prayer, 
‘To rein the winds, and guard the royal fair; ~ 
Bid the blue tritons found their twifted fhells, 
And call the nereids from their pearly cells. 
‘Thus my warm zeal had drawn the mefe ajorg, 
Yet knew no method to conduct her fong : 
T then refolv'd fome model to purfae, 
FPerus'd French critics, and began anew. 
Long open panegyric drags at heft, 
‘And pra R only praife when well addrefstd. 
Straight Horace for fome lucky ode I fought 3 
And all along [ trac’d him thought by thought. 
This new performance toa friend | thow’d : 
For fhame ! fays he ; what, imitate an ode! 
Y'd rather ballads write, and Grub-ftreet lays, 
Than pillage C2far for my patron’s praife ; 
One common fate all imitators fhare, 
‘To fave mince-pyes, and cap the grocer’s ware, 


“ 
a“ 
“ 
“ 
“ 
“ 


“« 


Vex'd at the charge, J to the flames commit 

Rhymes, fimilies, lords names, and ends of wit; 

In blotted ftanzas {craps of odes expire, 

And fuftian mounts in pyramids of fire. 
Ladies ! to you I next inferib’d my lay, 

And writ a letter in familiar way : * 

For ftill impatient till the princefs came, 

You from defcription with’d to know the dame, 

Each day my pleafing labour larger grew, 

For ftill new graces open’d to my view. 

Twelve lines ran on to introduce the theme; 

And then I thus purfued the growing fcheme t 
“ Beauty and wit were fure by nature join’d, 


“© And charms are emanations of the mind ; 


“The foul, tranfpiercing through the thining 
“ frame, : iF, 

“ Forms all the graces of the princely dame : 

« Benevolence her converfation guides, . 

“ Smiles on her cheek, and in her eye refides. 

* Such harmony upon her tongue is found, 

As foftens Englifh to Italian found : 

“ Yet in thofe founds fuch fentimente appear, 

“ As charm the judgment, while they foothe the’ 
“ ear, + " 

# Religion’s cheerful flame her bofom warms, : 
“ Calms all her hours, and brightens all her charms, 
“Henceforth, ye fair, at chapel mind your pray» 

“ers, : , 

Nor catch your lover's eyes with artful aire; . - + 
“ Reftrain your looks, kneel more, and whifper left, 
“ Nor moft devoutly criticife on drefs. : 

“ From her form all your characters of life, 
“ The tender mother, and the faithful wife. ~ 
“ Oft have I feen her little infant-train, 
© The lovely primrofe of a future reign 5 
“ Obferv'd with pleafure every dawning grace, 
* And all the mother opening in their face. 
“ ‘Vhe fon fhall add new honours to the line, 
“ And early with paternal virtues fhine : _ 
“ When he the tale of Audenard repeats, 
* His little heart with emulation beats; 
4 With conquefts yet to come his bofom glows, 


_ | He dreargs of triumphs, and of yanquifh’d foes; 
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“at Eaclgirear with arts thail ftore histipening brain, 

(ut And from his grandfire he shall learn to reign.” 

“Thus far T'd gone: Propitious rifing gales. 
Now bid the failor hoift the {welling fails. 
Fair Carolina lands; the cannons roar ; 
White Albion's cliffs refound from hore to 
Behold the bright original appear, 

All praife is faint when Carolina’s near. - 
frhus to the nation’s joy, but poet’s coft, 
‘Phe princefs came, and my new plan was foft. 

Since all my {chemes were baulk'd (my laft te- 
Ileft the mufes, to frequent the court: (fort), 
Penfive each night from room to room I walk’d, 
40 one 1 bow’d, and with the other talk'd ; 

_Inquir'd what news, or fuch a lady’s name, 
And did the next day, and the next, the fame. 
Places, I found, were daily given away, 

“And yet no friendly gazette mentiun'd Gay, 

SL afk’d a friend what method to purfue; 

He cry’d, | want a place as well as you. 
. Another afk’d me, why I had not writ; 
A poet owes his fortune ta his wit. 
Straight 1 reply'd, with what a courtly grace 
Flows cafy verfe from him that has a place ! 

“Had Virgil ne'er at court improv'd his (trains, 
He fill had fung of flocks and homely fwains; 
And, had not Horace (weet preferment found, 
"Lhe Roman lyre had never learnt to found. 

Once ladies fair in hotnely guife t fung, (rung. 
And with their names wild woods and mountains 
QO teach me now to firike a fofter ftrain! 

The court refines the language of the plain. ” 

You mutt, cries one, the miniftry rehcarfe, 
‘And with each patriot’s name prolong your verfe: 
But fure thie truth co poets should be known, 
‘That praifing allalike, is praifing none. : 

Another told me, if I with'd fuccefs, 

"To fome diftinguith’d lord I mut addrefs ; 
One whofe high virtues {peak his noble blood, 
Ong always zealous for his country’s good 5 
‘Where valour and frong eloquence unite, 

Jn council cantious, refulute in fight ; 

‘ Whofe generous temper prompts him to defend, 
And patronife the man that wants a friend. 
You have, ’tis true, the noble patron fhown ; 
But |, alas! am te Argyll unknown. 

Still every one I met in this agreed, 
‘That writing was my method to {ucceed 3-+ 
But now preferments fo poffefs'd my brain, 
That {carce I could produce a fingle ftrain : 
Indeed I fometimes hammer'd out a line, 
Without connection, as without defign. 

One morn upon the pringefs this | writ, 
An epigram that boafts more truth than wit. 

“ The pomp of titles eafy faith might thake, 

“ She {corn'd an empire for religion’s fake : 

Yor this on earth the Britith crown was given, 

“ Afd an immortal crown decreed in heaven.” 

Again, while Gearge’s virtues rais'd my thought, 

The following lines prophetic fancy wrought. 

“Methinks I {ee fome bard, whole heavenly 

“ rage 

“ Shall rife in fong, and warm a fature age; 

& Look back through time, and, wrapt in wonder, 
 trage. 


thore. 


a 


mya 
« The glorious feries of the Branfwick race. . 
* From the firft George thefe’ godlike kings 

« defcend, 

4 @ A line which only with the world thal end. 

* The next a generous prince renown’d in arms, 

And biefs'd, long bleis’d, in Carolina’s charms; - 

“ From thefe the ret. ’ Lis thus, fecure in peace, 

We plough the ficlds,.and reap the year’s ins 
“creafer  - . 

* Now commerce, wealthy goddefs, rears her head, 

“ And bids Britannia’s fleets their canvas fpread; 

“ Unnumber’d hips the peopled ocean hide, 

| & And wealth returns with cach revolving tide.” 

Here paus'd the fullen mufé; in hafte I drefs’d, 

4 And through the crowd of needy courtiors prefs'd ; 

Though unfuccefsful, happy whilft 1 fee 

Thofe cy¢s, that glad a pation, fhinc on. me 

































; > | EPISTLE Ih 
To the Right Honourable the Earl of Borlington 
+ Fourney to Exeter. 1716. 


Wauitzx you, my lord, bid ftately piles afcend, 
Or in your Chifwick bowers enjoy your friend ; 
Where Pope unloads the boughs within his reach, 
The purple vine, blue plum, and bluiling peach ; 
I journey far—You knew fat bards might tire, 
And, mounted, fent me forth your-trutty "fquire. 
*Twas on the day when city-dames repair 
Totake their weekly dofe of Hyde-park air ; 
When forth we trot: no carts the road infett, 
For ftill on Sundays country horfes rett. 
"Thy gardens, Kenfington, we leave unfeen; . 
Through Hanmerfmith jog onto Turnham-grecn. 
That Turnham-green, which dainty pigeons fed, . 
But feeds rio more: for * Solomon is dead. 
Three dufty miles reach Brentford’s tedious town,, 
For dirty ftreets andwhite-legg’d chickens known : © 
Thence, o'er wide fhrubby heaths and furrow’d 
Janes, [Stains. 
We come where Thames divides the, meads of” 
We ferry’d o'er; for late the winter’s flood 
Shook her frail bridge, and tore her piles of wood. 
repar’d for war, now Bagfhot-heath we crofs, 
here broken gamefters oft repair their lofs. 
At Hartley-row the foaming bit we preft, 
While the fat landlord welcom’d every gueft. 
Supper was ended, healths the giaffes crown’d, 
-} Our hoft extoll’d his wine at every round ; 
Relates the juftices late meeting there, 
How many bottles drank, and what their. cheer ; 
What lords had been his gucfts in days of yore, 
Aud prais’d their wifdom much, their drinking 
more. 
Let travellers the morning-vigils keep ; 
‘The morning rofe, but we lay fait afleep. 
‘Twelve tedious miles we bore the iuitry fun, 
And Popham-lane was fcarce in fight by one : 
The ftraggling village barbour'd thieves of old, 
*Twas here the fage-cu&ch'd lafs refign’d her gold; 
‘That gold which had in London purchas'd gowns, 
And ient her home a belle to country towns, 


‘ 


© A man once famous fr feeding pigente 
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“With wond’rous art, he counts the frag ling fleck, 


‘See Sarum’s fteeple o'er yon hill afcend ; 


But robbers haunt tto more thencighbousing wood + 

‘Here unown'd infants find their daily food; °° 

Fer fhould the maiden-mother nurfe her fon, 

?Twould fyfoil her match when her good name is 
+» gone. : : 

Oar jolly hoftefé nineteén children bore, 

Nor fail’d her breaft to fuckle nineteen mare, 

‘Be jult, ye prudes, wipe.off the long arrear: 

Be virgins ftill in town, but mothers here. 

” Sutton we pafs, and leave her fpacious down, 

gat with the fetting fun reach Stockbridge town, 
Yer dur parch’d tongue ‘the rich metheglin glides, 

And the red dainty trout our knife divides: . 

Sad melancholy every vifage wears; 

‘Whar, no election come in feven long years! ~ 

Of all‘our race of mayors, fhall Snow * alone 

Be by Sir Richard’s dedication known ? 

Our itreets no more with tides of ale thall float, 

Nor coblers feaft thee years apon one vote. [plain, 
Next morn, twelve miles led o’er th’ unbounded 

Where the clouk'd thepherd guideshis fleecy wain, 

No leafy bowers a noon-day thelter lend, 

Nor from the chilly dews at night defend : 


‘ 


And by the {un informs you what's o’clock. 

How are your thepherds fall’n from ancient days! | 
No Amaryllis chaunta alternate lays! ; 
From her no liftening echoes learn to fing, 

Nor with his reed the jocund valleys ring: * 

” Here flcep the pafture hide, there harvefts bend, 


Our horfes faintly trot beneath the heat, 

And our keen fomachs know the hour to eat, 
Who can forfake thy walls, and pot admire’ 

The proud cathedral, and the lofty fpire? 

‘What fempftrefs has not prov'd thy feiffars good ? 

From hence firft came th’ intriguing riding-hood, 

Amid ¢ three boarding-{chools well fock’d with 

‘ miffes, [fes? 

Shall three knight-errants ftarve for want of kif. 
O’er the green turf the miles flide fwift away, 

sAnd Blandford ends the labours of the day. 

The morning rofe; the fupper reckoning paid, 

And our due fees difcharg'd to man and maid, 

The ready oftfer near the flirrup ftands, 

And, as we mount, our half-pence load his hands, 
Now the fteep hill fair Dorchefter o’erleoks, 

Border’d by meads, and wath’d by filver brooks. 

Here fleep my twe companions eyes fuppreft, 

And propt in elhow-chairs they fnoring reft ¢ 

V weary fit, and with my peucil trace 

‘Their painful poftures, and their eyclels face; 

‘Then dedicate each glafs to fome fair name, 

And on the fath the diamond feraw!s my flame. |. 

Now o’er true Roman way our horfes found, 

Grevius would kneel, and kifa the facred ground, 

On either fide low fertile valleys lic, 

‘The diftant profpedts tire the travelling eye. ~” 

‘Through Biidport’s ftony lanes our rout wwe take, 

Aad the proud fteep defcend.to Morcombe’s lake. 








* Sir Richard Stecle, mentber for Stockbridge, wrote 
4 treatife called * The Importance of Dunkirk confider- 
4 dy? and: dedicated it to Mr. Fobn Snow, bailiff of 
Stockoridge, : : 

t There ore three boarding f-Lools in this toon 







As bearfes pafs'd, our landiord- robb’d the pall, 
And with the mournful ‘fcutcheon hung his hall. 
On unatiulterate wine we here regale, : 
Aad ftrip the lobfter of his fearlet mail. 

‘We climb’d the hills, when ftarry night atoic, 
And Axminfter affords a kind repofe. : 
The maid, fabdued by fees, her trunk unfockay 
and gives the cleanly aid of dowlafs-fniocks. 
Mean time our fhirts her bufy fingers ‘rub, . 


t 





” While'the foap lather's‘o’er the foaming tub, 


Af women’s geer fuch pleafing dreams incite, 
Lend us your fmocks, ye damfels, every night 
We rife, our beards demand the barber's art; 


| A female enters, and performs the part. 
{ The weighty golden chain adorns her neck, 


And three gold rings her fkilful hand bedeck $"< 
Smooth o’er our chin her eafy fingers move, 
Soft as when Venus ftroak’d the beard of Joww 
Now from the fteep, midit fcatter'd farms ang 
groves, 





| Our eye through Honiton’s fair valley roves. 
| Behind us foon the bufy town we leave, 


Where fineft lace induftrious taffes weave. 

Now {welling clouds roll’d on; the rainy Jodd 

Stream’d ova our hats, and {mok'd along the 
+ road; . 

Whett (0 bleft fight!) a friendly figu we fpy'd, 


‘| Our fpars are flacken’d from the horfes fide; 


For fure a civil hoft the houfe commands, 
Upon whofe fign this courteous motto ftands 
“ This is the ancient hand, and eke the pen; 

“ Here is for horfes hay, and meat for men.’ 
How rhyme would flosirith, did each fon of fame 
Know his own genius, and direa his flame! 
Then he, that could not epic fights rchearfe 
Might fweetly mourn in elegiac verfe, 

But were his mufe for elegy unfit, 

Perhaps a diftich might not ftrain his wit + 

Mf epigram offend, his harmlefs lines 

Might in gold letters fwing on ale-houfe fignsy 


Then Hobbinot niight propagate his bays, 


And Tuttle-fields record his fimple Jays; ° [eyes, 
Wherg rhymes like thefe might lure the nurfes! 
While gaping infants fquawl for farthing pies: - © 
“ Treat here, ye fhepherds blithe, your damiels, 
* "6 fweet, © y 2s 

“ For pies and cheefe-cakes are for damfels meet.” 
Then Manrus in his proper {phere might thine, 

And ve proud numbers grace great William's 

ign: : 


‘# This is the imam, thhs the Naffovian, whose 


“ I nam’d the brave deliverer to come *.” 

But now the driving gales fufpend the rain, 
We mount our feeds, and Devon’s city galn,., - 
Hail, happy native land!—but [forbear ~ 
‘What other counties muft with envy hea, 


| EPISTLE i. 
‘To the Right Honourable William Pultency, E/y. u7t7~.- 
Potreney, methinks you blashe my brcach of, 


word ; - E 
What! ‘cannot Paris one peor page afford ? 


© Blackmore’ sPrinee Arthur, book, 


POEMS - 


Should 1 lep,fatire loofe on Englifh ground, 
here foolof various character abound ; 


hy verfe is to one race confin’d, 
FAIL Frenchmen are of petit-maitre kind. 


EPISTLE fv. 


Yo the Rizht Honourable Paul Methuen, Eq. 
‘Tira ‘tis encduragement makes {cience fpread, 
Is rarely practis’d, though ’tis often faid. 

‘When learning droops and fickens in the land, 
‘What patron’s found, to lend a faving hand ? 
‘True generous fpirits profperous vice deteft, 
And love to cherifh virtue when diftreft : 

But, ere our mighty lords this {cheme purfue, © 
Our mighty lords muft think and a@ like you. 

Why muft we climb the Alpine mountain’s fides, 

To find the feat where harmony refides? 
Why touch we not fo foft the filver lute, 
‘The cheerful hautboy, and the mellow flute? 
*Tis not th’ Italian clime improves the found; 

But there the patrons of her fons are found. 

Why flourith’d verfe in great Auguftus’ reign? 
He and Muxcenas lov’d the mufe’s ftrain. 

But now that wight in poverty muft mourn 
‘Who was (O cruel ftars ') a poet born. 
Yet there are ways for authors to be great; 
‘Write rancorous libels to reform the ftate : 
Or, if ycu choofe more fure and ready ways, 
Spatter a minifter with fulfome praife : ‘ 
Launch out with freedom, flatter him enough; 
Fear not—all men are dedication proof. 
Be bolder yet, you muft go farther fill, 
Dip deep in gall thy mercenary quill. 
He, who hia pen in party-quarrels draws, 
Lifts att hir’d bravo to Support the canfe; * 
He mutt indulge his patron’s hate and {pleen, 
And ftab the fame of thofe he ne’er had feen. 

} Why then fhould authors mourn their defperate 

cate? 

Be brave, do this, and then demand a place. 
Why art thou poor? Exert the gifts to rife, 
And banith timorous virtue from thy eyes. 

All chis feems modern preface, where we're told 
That wit is prais’a, bue hungry lives and cold: 
Againit th’ ungrateful age thefe authors roar, 
And fancy learning ftarves becaufe they’re poor. 
Yet why thould learning hope fuccefs at court ? 
Why fhould our patriots virtue’s caufe fupport ? 
‘Why to true merit fhould they have regard? 

They know that virtue is its own reward. 
Yet let not me of grievances complain, 

Who (though the meaneft of the mules’ train) 

"Can boatt 1ubfesiptions to my humble lays, 
And mingle profit with my Htele praife. 

Atk Painting, why the loves Hefperian air ? 
Go view, fhe cries, my glorious labours there ; 
"There in rich palaces [ reign in flate, 

And on the temples lofty domes create, 
The noble view my works with knowing eyes, 
hey fove the {cience, and the painter prize. 

Why didf thou, Kent, forego chy native land, 

‘o emulate in, pidlure Raphael’s hand ? 
bink’ft thou for this to ruife thy name at home? 
30 back, adorn the palaces of Rome; 
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There on the walls let thy juft Iabours shine, 
And Raphael live again in thy defign. * 
Yet ftay awhile; call all thy genius forth, 
For Burlington unbiafs’d knows thy worth 5 
His judgment in thy mafter-ftrokes can trace 
Tician’s ftrong fire, and Guido's fofter grace. 
But, oh, confider, ere thy works appear, 
Canft thou unburt the tongue of Envy hear? _ 
Cenfure will blame; her breath was ever {pent 
To blaft the laurels of the eminent. 
While Burlington's proportion’d columns rife, 
Does not he ftand the gaze of envious eyes? 
Doors, windows, are condemn’d by pafling fools, 
Who know net that they damn Palladio’s ralete 
If Chandos with a liberal hand beftow, 
Cenfure imputes it all to pomp and fhow ;. 
When, if the motive right were underftood, 
His daily pleafure is in doing good. {paper 

Had Pope with groveling numbers fill'd hiv! 
Dennis had never kindled into rage. 
’Tis the fublime that Hurts the critic’s eafe ; 
Write nonfenfe, and he reads and fleeps in peace. 
Were Prior, Congreve, Swift, and Pope, unknown; 
Poor flander felling Curl! would be undone, 
He, who would free from malice pafs his deys, 
Muf live obfeure, and never merit praife. 
But let this tale to valiant virtue tell 
The daily perils of deferving well. 

A crow was ftrutting o'er the ftubbled plain, 
Juft as a lark defcending clos’d his ftrain. 
The crow befpoke him thus, with folemn grace ¢ 
“ Thou moft accomplith’d of the feather’d #ace !* 
“ What fore of lungs ! how clear! how fweet yor 

“ fing! 

“ And no bird foars upon a ftronger wing.” 
The fark, who fcern’d foft flattery, thus replies: ” 
“ True, I fing fweet, and on ftroag pinion rife; 
“ Yet let me pafs my life from envy free, 
* For what advantage are thefe gifts to me? 
“ My fong confines me to the wiry cage; 
“« My flight provokes the falcon’s fatal rage. 
“ But, as you pafs, I hear the fowler’s fay, 
“ To fhoot at crows is powder flung away.” 


EPISTLE V.. 
ToberGrace Henrictta, Duchefsof Marlborough, 172% 


Excusz me, madam, if amidft your tears 
A mufe intrudes, a mufe who feels your cares 5 
Numbers, like niufic, can ev’n grief controul, 
And lull to peace the tumults of the foul. 

If partuers in our woes the mind relieve, 
Confider for your lofs ten thoufand grieve; 
Th’ affiiction burthens not your keart atone ; 
When Marlborough died, a nation gave a groan 
Couid I recite the dangerous toils he chofe, _~ 
To blefs bis country with a fix’d repofe; ” 
Could I recount the labours he o’ercame, * 


To saife his country to the pitch of fame. 


His councils, fieges, his vitorious fightag. 

To fave his country's laws and mie aes 
No father (every generous heart.mogk awn} 
Has ftronger fondnefs to his dafliug 
Britannia’s fighs a double lof dep] ‘ 
Her father and her hero is: thore. 
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+ Does Britain only pay her debt aftoars? 

Yer, Hotlanadipi 8, andtor her freedom. fears. 
‘When Gailia’s monarch'pour’d his wafteful bands, | 
Like 2 widé'déhige, o'er her leve! lands, | 
She faw her frontier towers in ruin lie, 

Ev'n Liberty had prun’d her wings to fly : 

» Then Marlborough came, defeated Gallia fled; 
* Gnd fhatter’d Belgia rais’d her languid head; 
fn him fecure, as in her ftrongeft mound 

‘That keeps the raging fea within its bound, 

- O Germany! remember Hockttet’s plain, 
‘Where profirate Gallia bled at every vein : 
‘Think cn the refcue of th’ imperial throne, 

‘Then think of Marlborough’s death without 2 
2 groan! ~ 

. Apollo kindly whifpers me: Be wife: 

How to his glory hall thy numbers rife ? 
The force of verfe another theme might raife, 
* But here the merit mutt tranfcend the praife. 

“ Hatt thou, prefumptuous. bard! that godlike 

: “ flame 
“ Which with the fon fhall laft, and Marlborough’s 
‘ “fame? , 

* Then fing the man. ‘But who can Loaft this fire? 
© Refign the tafl, and filently admire.” 

. Yet shall he notin worthy lays be read ? 

aife Homer, call up Virgil from the dead. 

But he requires not the ftreng glare of verfe ! 
Let punctual hiftory his deeds rehearfe ; 

Let truth in native purity appear, - 

You'll {ind Achilles and ABncas there. 

. Is this the comfort which the mute beftows? 

Thbut indulge and aggravate your woes. 

A prudent friend, who fecks to give relief, 

Ne'er touches on the {pring thar mav’d the grief. 
4s it not barbarous, to the fighing maid 

‘To mention broken vows and nymphs betray'd? 
‘Would you the ruin’d merchant's foul appeale, 
With talk of fands, and rocks, and ftormy feas? 
¥Ev'n while { ftrive on Mariborough’s fame to rife, 
Yall up forrow ina daughter’s eyes. 

‘Think on the laurels that his temple's fhade, 
Laurels that ({pite of time) thall never fade. 
Immortal honour has enroll’d his name ; 
Detraction's dumb, and Envy put to fame, 

Say; who can fear beyond his eagle flight ; 

‘Has he not reach'd to glory’s utmott height. ? 

‘What could he more, had Heav’n prolung’d his 
date? 

All human power is limited by fate. 

Forbear. ‘Tis cruel further to commend; 
Twake your forrow, and again offi 
Yet fure your goodnefs mutt for: 
‘Which will be Spread through ever 
‘Though‘in your. life ten thoufaid 
And though you compafs exrth fr 
‘Where’er men talk of war and mer 
‘They'll mention Marlboroug 

But vain are all the conn 
A foul like yours could aotat 
Could you your birth and filial Ic 
Still fighs muft rife, and gener: 3 
For, when from earth fuch matchicls werth re- 

moves, 
> Ue great mind fuflere. ~ Viee 
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“THE WORKS OF GAY. 


EPISTLE V1. 


Pope on bis Laving fnjfbed bis Tranpation 
Homer's iliad. 


Lo Mr. 
A WELCOME FROM GREECE. 


: 7 me 
Lone haft thon, friend! been abfent from my foil, 
Like patient Ithacus at fiege of Troy; . 


| T have been witnefs of thy fix years toil, 


Thy daily labours, and thy night’s annoy, 
Loft ts thy native Jand, with great turmoil, 

On the wide fea, oft threatening to deftroy ¢ 
Methinks with thee I’ve trod Sigean ground, 
And heard the fhores of Hellespont refound. 

. hn . 
Did | not (ce thes when thau firft fett’A fail 

To feck adventures fair in Homer's land? 
Did T not fee thy finking fpirits fail, ‘ 

And with thy bark had never left the ftrand ? 
Ev’n in mid ocean of:en did thou quail, 

And oft lift up thy holy eye and hand,- 
Praying the virgin dear, and faintly choir, 
Back to the port to bring thy bark entire. 

dle 
Cheer up, my friend! thy dangers now are o’er 3 

Methinks—nay, fure the rifing coafts appear; 
Hark: how the guusfalute from either thore, 

As thy trim veffel cuts the Thames fo fair : 
Shouts anfwering fhouts from Kent and Effex roar, 

And bells break loud through every gutt of air : 
Bonfires do blaze, and bones.and cleavers ring, 
As at the coming of fome mighty king. 

iv, : 





Now pafs we Grayelend with a friendly wind,« 
And Tilbury’s white fort, and tong Blackwall; , 
Greenwich, where dwells the friend of human 
kind, ght hae oe 
Mere vifited than or her park or hall, 
Withers the good, and (with him ever join’d) 
cetious Difney, greet thee firft.of all : 
( f.e his chinmmey fmuke, and hear him fay, ; 
Duke*! that’s the room for Pope, and that for 
Gay. 





* 7. 
Come in, my friends | here thall ye dine and lie, 

And here fhall breakfaft, and here dine again ; 
Atal fap and breakfatt on (if ye comply), 

For 1 have Rill fome dozens of champaign : 
His voice ftill leffens as the thip fails by; 

He waves his hand to bring us back in vain 
For now Lice, I fee proud London’s {pires; 
Greenwich is lof, and Deptford dock retires. 

vi 
Oh, what a concourfe fwarms on yonder quay t 

‘i re-echoes with new fhouts of joy ; 

y alithis Gow, E ween, ’tis Lord Mayor’s day 5 

I hear the voice of trumpe utboy.— 
No, now I fee them neat —Oh, ¢ re they 

Whe come in crowds to welcome thee frera 
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POEMS. 


Whe : 
. Ny, dames, and courteous knights, I view 
; Hilken pecticoat, amd broider'd vert; 
‘Yea pret, and mighty dukes, with ribbands blue 
(True blue, fair emblem of unituived brealt). 
Others 1 fez, as noble, and more true, 
By no cogrt-badge diftinguifh’d from the reft 
Firft fee 1 Methuen, of fincerelt mind, 
As Arthur grave, as foft as womankind. 
Vill. 
What lady’s that, to whom he gently bends ? 
Who knows not her? ah! thofe are Wortley’s 
eyes: 
Howart thou honour’d, number’d with her friends! 
For fhe diftinguithes the good and wife. 
“The fweet-tongu'd Murray near her fide attends 5 
Now to my heart the glance of Howard flies ; 
Now Harvey, fair of face, | mark full well, 
‘With thee, youth’s youngeit daughter, {weet Le- 
pell. 





Ix. 
I fee two lovely fifters, hand in hand, 
‘Yhe fair-hair’d Martha, and Terefa brown; 
Madge Bellenden, the talleft of the land; 
And fmiling Mary, foft and fair as down. 
Yonder { {ee the cheerful duchefs ftand, [known : 
For friendthip, zeal, and blithefume humours 
‘Whence that loud thout in fuch a hearty firain ? 
Why, all the Hamiltons are in her train. 
x 
See next the decent Scudamore advance, 
With Winchelfca, ftill meditating fong : 
‘Withher perhaps Mifs Howe came there by chance, 
Nor knows with whom, or why fhe comes along. 
Far off from thefe fee Santiow, fam’d for dance; 
And frolic Bicknell, and her fitter young ; 
‘With other names, by me not tabe nam’d, 
Mauch lov'd in private, not in public fam’d + 
” xi 
But new behold the fernale band retire, 
And the fhriJl mufic of their voice is ftill’d! 
Methinks I fee fam'd Buckingham admire, 
That in Troy’s ruin thou hadft not been kill'd ; 
Shefficld, who knows to ftrike che living lyre 
With hand judicious, like thy Homer tkii?'d, 
Bathurft impetuous haftens to the coaft, 
Whom you and [ ftrive who {hail love the mot. 
xu. 
See generous Burlington, with goodly Bruce 
(But Brace comes wafted in a foft fedan ;) 
Dan Prior next, bclov’d by every Mufe; 
And friendly Congreve, unrcproachful man! 
(Oxford by Cunningham hath fent excufe ;) 
See hearty Watkins comes with cup and can 3 
And Lewis, who has never fricad forfaken ; 
And Laughton whifpering afks—Is Troy town 
taken? 
XUL. 
Earl Warwick comes, of [ree and honeft miad ; 
Bold, generous Craggs, whole heast was ne’er 
difguis’d : 
Ak why, {weet Si. John, cannot f thee find 
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Thou too, my Swift, doft breathe Beotian airs 
When wilt thou bring back wig and humour here® 
Xiv. 

Harcourt I fee, for eloquence renown'd, 
The mouth of juftice, oracle of law ! 


* Another Simon is befide him found, 


Acothes Simon, like as ftraw to ftraw, a: 
How Lanidown files, with lafting laurel chose 
What mitred prelate there commands our awe: 
See Rochelter approving nods his head, : 
And ranks ove modern with the mighty d 
xv. ‘ 
Carleton and Chandos thy arrival grace ; 
"Hanmer, whufe eloquence th’ unbiafe'd fwayey 
Harley, whofe goodnefs opens in hid face, 3 
_ And thows his heart the feat where virti® fayex: 
Ned Biount advances next, with bufy pace, * 
In hafte, but fauntering, hearty in his waya; 
I fee the friendly Carylls come by dozens, [c 
Their wives, their uncles, daughters, fona, 
XVI. 
Arbuthnot there 1 fee, ia phyfiz’s art, 
As Galen learn'd, or famed Hippocrate 
Whofe company drives forrow from the heart 
Asall difeafe his medicines diflipate : 
Koeller amid the triumph bears his part, 
Who could (were mankind loft) anew create 4° 
What can th’ extent of his vatt foul confine ? 
A painter, critic, engineer, divine! 
xv. 
Thee Jervas hails, robuft and debonair, [srieg: 
Now have [we] conquer’d Homer, friends, he" 
Darteneuf, grave joker, joyous Ford is there, 
And wondering Maine, fo fat with laughing, 
eyes, : a 
(Gay, Maine, and Cheney, boon companions dearyi 
Gay fat, Maine fatter, Cheney huge of fize} 
Yea Dennis, Gildon (hearing thou hafk riches), - 
And honeft, hatlefs Cromwell, with red breechet 
EVAL, 
O Wanley, wheneé com’ft thou with fhorten!d hair, 
And vilage from thy fhtelves with duit befprent 5 
“ Forfooth (quoth he) from placing Homer there 
For ancients to compyle is myne entente a, 
“ Of ancients only hath Lord Harley care ; 
“ But hither me hath my meckle lady fent o¢ 
Io manalcript of Greeke rede we thilke fame, 
But book yprint beft plefyth myu gude dame,” 
xIxX, 
Yonder I fee, among th’ expecting crowd, 
Evans with laugh jocofe, ard tragic Young ; - 
High. bufkin’d Booth, grave Mawbert, wandering: 
Frowde, 
And Titcomb’s beily wadiles flow atong. 
See Digby faints at Southerne talking loud, 
Yea Steele and Tickell mingle in the throng’: 
Tickell, whofe (kiff (in partnerthip they fay) 
Set forth for Greece, but founder’d ia the ways 
xx. 
Lo, the two Doncaftles in Berkthire known ! 
Lo Bickford, Fortefcue, of Devon land! 
Lo Tooker, Eckerfhall, Sykes, Rawlinfon! 
a Sp ‘- 
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Lo Stotior; Fenton, Caldwell, Ward, and Broome! 
Lo thoafands mare ; but I want rhyme’and room! 
’ xX! 
How lov'd! how honour’d thou ! yet be not vain : 
And fure thou art not, for | hear thee fay, 
All this, my friends, | owe to Homer's ftrain, 
On whole ftrong pinions I exalt my lay. 
“What from contending cities did he gain? 
And what rewards his grateful country pay? 
None, none were paid—why then all this for me? 
“TPhefe honours, Homer, had been juit to thee. 


EPISTLE Vil. 


Lo Mr. Thomas Snow, Goldfmith, near Temple- Bar. 
AmPanegyric, occafioned by his busing and felling of 
the third South Sea fubfcriptions, taken in by the Di- 
redtors at a thoufend per cent, 


‘Dssp anv not, Snow, my hamble verfe to hear : 
*Btick thy black pen awhile behind thy ear. 
Whether thy compter fhine with fums untold, 
“Andthy wide-gralping hand grow black with gold; 
Whether thy mied eredt, and fable locks, 
In crowds of brokers overawe the ftocks ; 
“Bulpend the worldly bufinefs of the day, 
And, to enrich thy mind, attend my lay. 
O thou, whofe penetrative wifdom found 
‘The South-Sea rocks and fhelves, where thoufands 
' drown'd ! F 
‘When credit funk, and commerce gafping lay, 
‘Pho ftocd'ft ; nor fent’ one bill unpaid away. 
‘When not a guinea chink’d on Martin’s boards, 
And Atwell’s fe}f was drain’d of all his hoards, 
Thou (tood’ft (an Indian king in fize and hue), 
Thy unexhaufted thop was our Peru. 
‘Why did ’Change-Alley wafte thy precious hours 
, Among the'fools who gap’d for golden fhowers ? 
No wonder if we found {ome pocts there,” 
Who liye on fancy, and can feed on air; [fchemes, 
No wonder they were caught by South-Sea 
‘Who ne'er enjoy’d a guinea, but in dreams ; 
No wonder they their third fubfcriptions fold, - 
‘For millions of imaginary goid ; 
No wonder, that their fancies wild can frame 
‘Strange reafona, that a thing is itill the fame, 
“Though chang'd throughout in fubttance and in 
te name, 
. But you (whofe judgment feorns postic flights) 
- With contracts furnifh boys for paper kitcs. 
Let vulture Hopkins ftretch his rufty throat, 
‘Who'd ruin thoulands for a fingle groat. 
¥ know thou [purn’ft his mean, his forcid mind ; 
Nor with ideal debts would’fl plague mankind. 
Why @rive his greedy hands to grafp at more ?— 
‘The wretch was born to want, whofe foul is poor. 
_ "Madmen dione their empty dreams purfue, 
And fill believe the fleeting vifion truc, 
“ "They fell the treafure which their ftumbers get, 
. Then wake, and fancy all the world in debt. 
H£.to inftrud thee all my reafons fail, 
Yet be diverted by this moral tale. [feat, 
Through fam’d Moorfields extends a fpacious 
‘Where mortals of exalted wit retreat; 
‘Where, wrapp’d in ‘contemplation andin fraw, 
‘The wiler few from thé mad world withdraw. 
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There, in full opulence, a banker dwelt,~ 

Who all the joys and pangs of riches fele- 

His fideboard glitter’d with imagin’d platey— 

And his proud fancy, held a vaft eftate*—.,_ 
As on a time he pafs’d the vacant hours, 

In raifing piles of ftraw and twifted bowers 5 

A poct enter'd, of the neighbouring ¢ell, 

And with fix’d cyes obferv’d the ftrudture well; 

A fharpen’d fkewer crofs his bare fhoulders bound 

A tatter’d rug, which dragg’d upon the ground. * 
‘The banker ery'd, “ Behold my caftle walls, 

« My flatues, gardens, fountains, and canals ; 

“With land of twenty thoufand acres round; 

“ Alltthefe ! {ell thee for ten thoufand pound.” 
‘The bard with wonder the cheap purchafe faw, 

So fign'd the contract (as ordains the law). [clears 
The hanker’s brain was cool’d, the mift grew 

The vifionary fcene was loft in air. 

He now the vanith’d profpe@ underftood, 

And fear'd the fancied bargain was not good: 

Yet, loath the fum entire fhould be deftroy’ 

« Give me a penny, and thy contra@’s void.” 
The ftartled bard with eye indignant frown’d, 

“ Shall I, ye gods (he cries), my debts compound!” 

So faying, from his rug the fkewer he takes, 

And on the ftick ten equal notches makes ; 

With jutt refentment flings it on the ground; 

“here, take my tally of ten thoufand pound ?”* 








EPI(STLE Vu. 
Mary Gulliver te Captain Lemuel Gulliver. 


Argument. 


The captain, fome time after his return, being re- 
tired to Mr. Sympfon’s in the country; Mrs. 
Gulliver, apprehending from his late behaviour 
fome eftrangement of his affections, writes him 
the following expoflulatiag, foothing, and ten- 
dcerly-complaining epiftie. 


Wescome, thrice welcome, to thy native place! 
—What! touch me not ? What! fhun a-wile’s em- 
brace? 
Have | for chis thy tedious abfence borne, {turn ? 
And wak'd and wifh’d whole nights for thy ree 
In five long years I took no fecond fpoufe ; 
What Redriff wife fo long hath kept her vows? 
Your eyes, your nofe, inconftancy betray; 
Your nofe you ftop, your eyes you turn away.” 
Tis faid that thou fhould’ft eleave unto thy wife ; 
Once thou didft cleave, and I could cleave for life. 
Hear, and relent! hark how thy children nfban: 
Be kind at leagt to thefe—they are thy own! 
Be hold, and count them all; fecure to find 
The honeft number that you left behind. 
See how they pat thee with their pretty paws; 
Why flart you? are they fhakes? or have they 
claws? 

Thy Chriftian feed, our mutual fichh and bone : 
Be kind at leatt to thefe——they are thy own? 

* Biddel, like thee, might fartheft India rove; 
He chang’é his country, but retains his love : 


* Names of the fea-captains meationed in the Travel: 
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Phere’s Captain * Pannel, abfent half his tife, 
Comes} -X, and is the kinder to his wife ; 
Yet Pant’ ..¢ wife is brown, compar’d to me, 
And Mfitrefs Biddel fure is fifty-three! 
Not touch me! never neighbour call’d me flut: 
‘Was Flimnap’s dame more (weet in Lilliput ? 
Pve no red hair, to breathe an odious fume ; 
Ac leat thy confort’s cleaner tham-thy groom. 
Why then that dirty ftable-boy thy care ? 
‘What mean thofe vifits to the forrel mare? 
Say, by what witchcraft, or what demoh led, 
Preferr’ft thou fitter to the marriage-bed ? 
Some fay the devil himfelf is in that mare : 
If fo, our dean hall drive him forth by prayer. 
Some think you mad ; fome think you are poffeft ; 
‘That Bedlam and clean ftraw will fuit you beft. 
Vain means, alas, this phrenzy to appeafe ! 
‘That ftraw, that flraw would beighien the difeafe. 
My bed (the feene of al! our former joys, 
Witnefs two lovely girls, two lovely hoys) 
Alone { prefs; in dreams I call my dear, 
T ftretch my hand; no-Gulliver.is there ‘ 
J wake, ! rife, and, fhivering with the froft, 
Search all the houfe : my Gulliver is loft! 
Forth in the ftrects [ rufh with frantic cries; 
The windows open ; all the neighbours rife :_ 
Where ficeps my Gulliver ? O tell me where! 
Theweighbours anfwer, “ With the forrel marc |” 
At carly morn, I to the market hate 
(Studious in every thing’to pleafe thy tafte) ; 
A curious fowl and "fparagus 1 chofe 
(For I remember’d you were fond of thofe) : 
Three fillings coft the firft, the laft feven groats ; 
Sullen you turn from both, and call for oats. 
Others bring goods and treafure to their houfes, 
Something to deck their pretty babes and fpoufes; 
My only token wasa cup like horn, 
That's made of nothing but a lady’s corn. 
’Tis not for that I grieve ; no, *tis to fee 
‘The groom and forrel mare preferr'd to me ! 
Thefe for fome moments when you deign to quit, 
And (at due diftance) {weet difcourfe admit, 
“Tis all my pleafure thy paft toil to know, 
For pleas’d remembrance builds delight on woe: 
At every danger pants thy confort’s breaft, 
And gaping infants fquall to hear the rett. 
How did { tremble when, by thoufands bound, 
I faw thee ftretch’d on Lilliputian ground ! 
When fealing armies climb’d up every part, 
Each ftep they trod I felt upon my heart. 
But when thy torrent quench’d the dreadful blaze, 
King, queen, and nation, flaring with amaze, 
Full in my view how all my hufband came! 
And what extinguith’d theirs, increas’d my flame, 
‘Thofe {pectacles, ordain’d thine eyes to fave, 
‘Were once my prefenr; love that armour gave. 
How did I mourn at Bolgolam’s decree! 
For, when he fign’d thy death, he fentene’d me, 
When folks might tee thee all the country 
round 
For fixpence, I'd have given a thoufand pound. 
Lord! when that giant babe that head of thine 
ot in bis mouth, my. heart was up in mine! 





* Nemes of thz,fea-captains mentioned in the Travels. 
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When in the marfow-bone I fee thee ramim'd,: 
Or on the houfe-top by the monkey ctamm’d, 
‘The piteous images repew my pain, 

And all thy dangers I weep o’er again. 

But on the maiden’s nipple when you rid, 

Pray Heav’n ‘twas all a wanton maiden did! 
Glumdalclitch too !—with thee I mourn her. eaf¢ 
Heaven guard the gentle girl from all difgtace 

O may the king that one neglect forgive, 

And pardon her the fault by which I live! 

Was there no other way to fet him free? 

My life, alas! | fear, prov'd death to thee. 

O teach me, dear, new words to fpezk my flamt 
Teach me to woo thee by thy beft-lov’d mame, ¢ 
Whether the ftyle of Grildrig pleafe thee mop, 
So call'd on Brobdingnag’s ftupendous coaft, * 
When on the monarch’s ample hand yon fate, 
And hailoo’d in his ear intrigues of fate; 

Or Quinbus Fleftrin more endearment brings, 

Wheu like a mountain you lovk’d down on king 

Tf Ducal Nardac, Lilliputian peer, 

Or Glumblum’s humbler title footh thy ear; - 

Nay, would kind fove my organs fo difpofe, 

To hymn harmonious Houyhnhnm throngh thi,’ 
nofe, ; 

I'd call the Houyhnham, that high-founding mmey, 

Thy children’s nofes all fhauld twang the famic. 

So might J find my loving fpoufé of courfe 

Endued with all the virtues of a horfe. 


EPIsTLE Ix. 
e BOUNCE To For. 
Fron a Dog at Twickenbam, te @ Dog at Court. 


To thee, fweet Fop, thefe lines I fend, 
Who, though no fpaniel, am a friend. 
Though once my tail in wanton play, 
Now fritking this, and then that way, 
Chanc’d, with a touch of juft the tip, 
‘To hurt your lady-lap-dog-hip ; 
¥et thence to think !"d bite your head off, 
Sure Bounce is one you never read of. 
~ Fop: you can dance, and make a leg, 
Can fetch and carry, cringe and beg; 
And (what’s the top of all your tricks) 
Can floop to pick up ftrings and fticks, 
We countty dogs love nobler {port, 
And feorn the pranks of dogs at court. 
Fy, naughty Fop! where'er you come 
To fart and pifs about the room, 
To lay your head in every lap, 
And when they think not of you—fiiap 
The worft that envy, or that fpite, 
E’er faid of nie is, I can bite: i 
That fturdy vagrants, rogues in rags, 
Who poke at me, can make no brags; 
And’that to touze fuch things as futter,- 
The honefBounce is bread and butter. 

While you and every coartly fop 
Fawn on the devil for a chop; 
lve the humanity to hate 
A butcher, though he brings me meat: 
And, let me tell you, have a nofe 
(Whatever ftinking fops fuppote) 

. Gy 
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That, ander cloth of gold.or tiffue, 

Can {mell a platter, or.an iffoe. 

Your pilfering lord, with fimple pride, 
“May wear a pick-lock at his fide : 

My mafter wants no key of ftate, 

“For Bounce can keep his houfe and gate. 
_, When allfuch dogs have had their days, 
As knavith Pams, and fawning Trays : 

When pamper’d Cupids, beaftly Veni’s, 
‘And motly, {quinting Harlequini’s *, 

, Shall lick no more their lady's breech, 

~Byt die of loofenefs, claps, or itch 

\Sair-Thames from cither echoing fhore 

LBhall hear and dread my manly. roar. 

¢ Bounce, like Berecynthia crown’d, 

With thundering offspring all around, 

“Beneath, befide me, and at top, : 

A hundred forts ! and not one Fop. 
{Before my children fet your beef, ' 
“Bor onc true Bounce will be a thief ; 
Nat one without permiffion feed n 
3(Though fome of J——’s hungry brecd) ; 
But whatfoe’er the father’s race, 
rom me they fuck a little grace : 
OWhile your fine whelps learn all to teal, 
‘Bred up by hand on chick and veal. 
us My eldeft-born‘refides not far 
~“Where fhines great Stafford’s glittering fear ; 

My fecond (child of fortune!) waits 
At Burlington’s Palladian gates; 

A third majeftically ftalks 
‘(Happiett of dogs) in Cobham’s walks! 

One uthers friends to Bathurft’s door, 

‘One fawns at Oxford’s on the poor. 

Nobles, whom arms or arts adorn, 

“Wait for my infants yet unborn. 

None but a peer of wit and grace 
“Can hope a puppy of my race : 

And, oh! would fate the blifs decree 

‘To mine (a blifs too great for me), 

‘That two my talleft fons might grace, 

Attending each with ftately pace, 

Tilue’ fide, as erft Evander’st, 
~ Vokeep off flatterers, fpies, and pandcrs; 
“To let no noble flave come near, 

And fcare Lord Fapnies from his ear: 

‘Then might a roya) youth, and true, 

+ Enjoy at leaf a fricnd——or two; 

A treafure, which, of royal kind, 

Few but himlelf deferve’to find ; 

‘Then Bounce (‘tis all that Bounce can crave) 
Shall wag her tail within the grave, 
and though no. doGors, Whig or Tory oncs, 
Excopt the fect of Pythagoreans, 

* Have immortality affign’d 
‘Vo any beaft but Dryden’s hind }: 

Yet Mafter Pope, whom trath and fenfe 
Shall-call their friend fome ages hence, 

. Though now on loftier themes he fings, 

''¥ han to beftow a word on kings, 











* Alii legunt Harvequiai's, 
+ Ming. Zn. viii. 
* $ A milk-white hind, immortal and un- 
shang’d.”——Hind and Panther, ver. 1. 
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Has fworn by Styx ¥, the poct’s oatht,. 
And dread of dogs and poets both, 
Man and his works he'll fuon renout: 
And roar in numbers worthy Bounce. 


EPISTLE X. 


Yo the Learned Ingenious Author + of * Lic. ntia Pos 
“ etica Difcuffed;”” or, the * True Teft of Po~ 
“ etry.” Written in 1709. 


Is, that laborious art can ne’er afpire, 

Nor conftant ftudies the bright bays acquire ; 

And that high flights the unborn bard receives, 

And only nature the’ due laurel gives : 

But you, with innate fhining flames endow’d, 

To wide Caftalian {prings point out the god; 

Through your perfpetive we can plainly fee 

‘The new-difcoverr’d read of poetry ; 

To fteep Parnaffus you direct the way 

So fmooth, that venturous travellers cannot ftray, 

But with unerring fteps rough ways difdain, 

And by you led, the beauteous fummit gain, 

Where polith’d lays fhall raife their growing fames,, 

And with their tuneful guide enrol-their honour’d 
names. 


Tre vulgar notion of poetic fire g 


EPISTLE Xi, 


To my Ingenious and Worthy Friend, Witttant 
Lownns, £/y. Author of that Celebrated Treatife, 
in folio, called “ The Land-Tax Bill.” 


WueEn poets print theit works, the {cribbling crew 
Stick the bard o’er with bays, like Chriftmas-pew. 
Can meagre poetry fuch fame deferve ? 
Can poetry, that only writes to ftarve ? 
And fha}l no laurel deck that famous head, 
In which the fenate’s annual law is bred? 
That hoary head, which greater glory fires, 
By nobler ways and means true fame acquires. 
O had I Virgil’s force, to fing the man, 
Whofe learned lines can millions raife per ann., 
Great Lownds’s praife fhould {well the trump of 
fame, 
And rapes and weapontakes refound his name! 
Ifthe biind poet gain’d a long renown 
By finging every Grecian chief and town ; 
Sure Lownds’s profemuch greater fame requires, 
Which fweetly counts five thoufand knights and 
fquires, 
Their feats, their cities, parifhes, and hires, 
Thy copious preamble fo fmoothly runs, 
‘Taxes no more appear like legal duns: {obeys 
Lords, knights, and ‘fquires, th’ affeffor's powcr 
We read with pleafure, though with pain we pay. 
Ah! why did Coningfby thy worksdefame ! 
That author's long harangue betrays his name. 
Alter his fpeeches can his pen fucceed ? 
Though forc'd to hear, we're not oblig’d to read. 
Under what fcience thal] thy works be read? 
All know thou wert not poet born and bred. 
* Orig. Sticks: purpofely mis-[p-lt, to make it “the 
& dreadof dogs”? ee ae 
+ Dr. Wiliam Coward, 
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@r do” thou boaft th’ hiftorian’s lafting peu, 
3tbof! vonala-are the atts-of worthy men ? 
¢ is thy talent; and each lah 
the rich mifer tremble o'er bis cath. 
‘What on the deunkard can be more fevere, 
‘Than direful taxes on hia ale‘and beer? 
Ev’g,Button’s wits are nought, compar’d to thee, 
‘Who ne’er were known or prais’d but o'er his 
. tea; [{pread, 
While thou through Britain’s diftant ifle thale 
In every hundred and divifion read. 
Critics in claffics eft interpolate, 
But every word of thine is tix'd as fate. 
Some works come forth at morn, but die at night, 
In blazing fringes round a tallow-light. 
Some may perhaps to a whole week extend, 
Like Steele (when unaffitted by a friend) : 
But thou fhalt live a year, in {pite of fate ; 
Aad where's your author boafts a longer date ? 
Poets of old had fuch a wond’roue power, 
"That with their verfes they could raife a tower : 
But in thy profe a greater force is found ; 
Whiat poet ever rais'd ten thoufand pound? 
Cadmus, by fowing dragons teeth, we read, 
Raie’d a vaft army from the poifonous feed. 
Thy labours, Lownds, can greater wonders do ; 
Thou raifeft armies, and canft pay them’ too. 
‘Truce with thy dreaded pen ; thy annals ceafe 
Why need we armies when the land’s in peace? 
Soldiers are perfect devils in theie way ; flay. 
When once they're rais’d, they’re curfed hard to 





EPISTLE XIL 
Toa young Lady, with fume Lampreys. 


‘Wits lovers ’twas of old the fafhion 
By prefents to convey their pallion 5 
No matter what the gift ehcy fent, 
‘Vhe lady faw that love was meant. 
Fair Atalanta, as a favour, 
‘Took the boarts head her hero gave her; 
Nor could the briftly thing affront her; - 
*Twas a fit prefent from a hunter. 
When "fquires fend woodcocks to the dame, 
Tt ferves to thow their abfent flame. 
Some by a fnip of woven hair, 
In poefy’d lockets, bribe the fair. 
How many mercenary matches 
‘Have fprung from diamond-rings and watches ? 
But hold—a ring, a watch, a locket, 
Would drain at once.a poet's pocket ; 
He thould fend fongs that coft him nought, 
Nor ev’n be prodigal of thought. 
Why then fend lampreys? Fye, fur thame ! 
*Twill-fet a virgin’s blood on fame. 
‘This to fiftcen a proper gift} 
It might lend fixty-five a lift. 
Tknow your maiden aunt will {eold, 
And think my prefent fomewhat bold. 
} fce her lift her hands and eyes: 
“ What! eat it, niece; eat Spanith flies! 
 Lamprey’s a moft immodeft dict : 
You'll neither wake nor fleep in quiet. 
* Should { to-night eat Sago-cream, 
6? Paynuld make me bluth to tel} my dream « 





“1f Leas lobfter, "tis fo warming, 
“ That every man I fee Iooks charming. 
“ Wherefore had ‘not the filthy fellow 
“ Laid Rochefter upon your pillow ? 
“ I vow and [wear, {think the prefent 
“ Had been as modeft and as decent. 
“ Who has her virtue in her power ? 
“ Each day Has its unguarded hour ; 
“ Always in danger of undoing, 
“A prawn, a fhrimp, may prove our #hin! 
“ The fhepherdefs, who lives on failad, 
“ To cook her youth, controuls her palate. 
Should Dian’s maids turn liquorith livers 
“ And of huge lampreys rob the rivers, 
“ Then, all befide each glade and vifto, 
“* You'd fee nymphs lyittg like Califte, — 
“ The man, who meant to-heat your: blos 
“ Needs not himfelf fach vicious food—"? * 
In this, { own, your aunt is clear, 
I {ene you what I well might fpare ? 
For, when } fee you (without joking), 
Your eyes, lips, breafts, are fo provoking, 
They fet my heart more cock-a-hoop, 
Than could whole feas of craw-fith foup. 


EPISTLE Xl. 
To a Lady, an ber Pafin for-Old China, 


Wuar ecftafies her bofom fire ! 

How her eyes languith with defire! 

How bleft, how happy, fhould f be, 

Were chat fond glance beftow’d of met 

New doubts and fears within me war:t~ 

What rival’s near? a china jar. ~ 
China’s the pailion of her foul: 

A cup, a plate, a difh, a bowl, 

Can kindle withes in her breaft,. 

Inflame with joy, or break her reft. 

Some gemis colleét, fome medals prize, 
And view the ruft with lovers eyes; 
Some court the ftars at midnight hours ; 
Some doat on nature's charms in Rowers = 
Bat every beauty [ can trace 
ia Laura's mind, in Laura’s face; 
My ftars are in this brighter fpher 
My lily and my rofe is here. F 

Philofophers, more grave thag-wile, 
Hunt fcience down in butterflies ; 

Gr, fondly poring on a spider, 

Stretch human contemplation wider. 
Foflils give joy to Galen’s foul ; 

He digs for knowledge, like.a mole ; 

In fhells fo lcara'd, that all agrez 

No vih that fwims knows more than he! 
In fuch put fuits if wifdom lies, - 
Who, Laura, fhall thy tatte defpife?. 

Where 1 fome antique jar behold, 

Or white, or blue, or fpeck'd with gold ;_ 
Veffels fo pure, and fo refin'’d, — * 
Appear the types of womankind : 

Are they not valued for their beauty, 

Too fair, too fine, for houfebold duty ? 
Wich flowers, and geld, and azure, dy’d, 
fo) ee 
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are 
Hew white. how polifh'd is their fan, 
tnd valued moft whea only feen ! 
“fhe, who before was higheft priz’d, 
(As fora crack or flaw defpis’d. 
‘Ygrant they’re frail; yet they're fo rare, 
be treafure cannat cot too dear ! 
-Bat man is made of coarfer tuff, 
‘Wend ferves convenience well enough ; 
-Hle’s a ftrong earthen veffel, made 
“Kar drudging, labour, toil, and trade ; 
‘and, when wives lofe their other felf, 
SWith cafe they bear the lofs of pelf. 
’ Hufbands, more covetous than fage, 
Condemn this china-buying rage; 
“They tount that woman's prudence little, 
Whevets her heart on things fo brittle. 
But arethofe wife men’s inclinations 
Bee on more firong, more fure foundations? 
(Af all that’s frail we muft defpife, 
Qo human view'or fcheme is wile. 
Are not Ambition’s hopes as weak ? 
Phey fwell like bubbles, thine, and break. 
‘courtier’s promife is fo flight, 
Tis made at noon, and broke at night. 
‘What pleafure’s fure? The mifs you keep 
Breaks both your fortune and your fleep. 
The man who loves 2 country life 
Bicake all the comlorts of his wife ; 
‘And, if he quit his farm and plongh, 

is wife in town may break her vow. 

ove, Laura, love, while youth is warm, 
Por each new winter breaks a charm : 
‘And woman's not like china fold, 
‘But cheaper grows in growing old; 
‘Then quickly choofe the prudent pait, 
Or clfe you break a faiyhful heart. 









‘EPISTLE XIV. 
On a Mifcellany of Poems. To Bernasil Lintott, 


% ipfa varietatc tentamus efficere ut alia aliis, que- 
© dam fortaile omnibws placexat.” Pin. Epift. 


Aswhen fome fkilful cook, to pleave cach guef, 
Mould in one mixture comprehend a feat, 
Wih due proportion and judicious care 
Br fills his dith with different forts of fare, 
Fithes and fowls delicioufly unite, 
To feaft at once the tafte, the fmell, and fght. 

So, Bernard, muft a mifeellany be 

‘ompounded of all kinds of poetry ; 

¢ mules olio, which all taftes n 
And treat cach reader with his darling wit. 
* Would’ thou for mifcellanies raife thy fame, 
And bravely rival Jacob’s mighty name, 
[et all the mufes in the piece confpire ; 
The lyric bard muft ftrike th’ harmonious-Iyre ; 
Heroic Rtrains muft here and there be found, 
And nervous fenfe be fung in lofty found; 
Let elegy in moving numbers fow, 
And fill fome pages with melodicus woe ; 
Let not your amorous fongs too numerous prove, 
Nor glut thy reader with abundant love ; 
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Satire muft interfere, whofe painted rage 
May lath the madnefs of a vicious age ; 
Satire ! the mufe that never fails to hi, 
For if there’s feandal, to be fore there’s wit. 
Tire not our patience with Pindaric lays, 
Thofe {well the piece, but very rarely pleafe ; 
Let thort-breath'd epigram its force confine, 
and ftrike at follies in a fingle line. [fown, 
Tranflations fhould throughout the work be 
And Homer’s godlike mufe be made our own; 
Horace in ufeful numbers fhould he fang, 
And Virgil's thoughts adorn the Britifh tongue. 
Let Ovid tell Corinna’s hard difdain, 
And at her dooz in melting notes complain; 
His tender accents pitying virgivs move, 
And charm the liftening ear with tales of love. 
Let every clafijc in the volume fhine, 
And each contribute to thy great defign ; 
Through various fubjects let the reader range, 
And raife his fancy with a grateful change. 
Variety's the fource of joy below, 
From whence ftill frefh revolving pleafures flow. 
In books and love, the mind one end purfues, 
Ard only change th’ expiring flame renews. 
Where Buckingham will condefcend to give, 
That honour’d picce to diftant times mutt live; - 
When noble Sheffield ftrikes the trembling ftrings, 
The little loves rejoice, and clap their wings ; 
Anacreon lives, they cry, th’ harmonious (wain 
Retunes the lyre, and tries his wonted ftrain, 
‘Tis he—our Joft Anacreon lives again. 
But, when th’ illuftrious poct foars above 
The fportive revels of the God of Love, 
Like Maro’s mufe, he takes a loftier flight, 
And tewers beyond the wondering Cupid’s fight. 
If thou would’ have thy volume fand the 
teft, 
And of ail others be reputed beft, 
Let Congreve teach the liflening groves ta mourn, 
As when he wept o'er fair Paftora’s urn. 
Let Prior’s mufe with foftening accents movey 
Soft as the ftrains of conftant Emma’s love 
Or let his fancy choofe fome jovial theme, 
As when he told Hans Carvel’s jealous dream ; 
Prior th’ admiring reader entertains 
Wah Chaucer’s humoor, and with Spenfer’s trains. 
Waller in Granville lives; when Mira fings, , 
With Waller’s hand he flrikes the founding 
firings, 
With Sprightly turas his noble genius fhines, 
And manly fenfe adorns his eafy fines. 
On Addifon's {weet lays attention waits, 
And filence guards the place while he repeats ; 
His mufe alike on every fubjedt charms, 
Whether the paints the god of love, or arms: 
In him pathetic Ovid fings again, 
And Homer's iliad thines in his campaign, 
Whenever Garth fhall raife his fprightly fong, 
Senfe flows in eafy numbers from his torgue ; 
Great Phoebus in his learned fon we fee, 
Alike in phyfic, as in poetry. ” 
When Pope’s harmonious mufe with pleaftre 
roves, |groves, 
Amids the plains, the murmuring fireams, and 
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Attentive echo, pleas’d to-hear his fongs, 
Throu,h the glad fhade each warbling note pro- 
oer longs; : 

His various numbers charm our ravith"d ears, 
His ftcady judgment far out-thoots his years, i 
And early in the youth the god appears. e 
From thefe faccefsful bards collect thy ftrains; 
And praife with profit fhall reward thy pains: 


. 
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‘ EPISTLE XV. 


Lo the mot Lonourable the Earl of Oxford, the Lord 
High Treafurcr.. ; 


The Epigrammatical Petition of your Lordihip’s 
moft humble Servant, as 
5 > Joun Gay. 


Then, while calves-leather-binding bears the fway, Pa nd oe me cenveite with ‘hieTeraiiig 
i. 


And fheep-fkin to its fleeker glofs gives way 5 

While neat old Elzevir is reckon’d better 

Than Pirate Hill's brown fheets and feurvy 
letter 5 ‘ 

‘While print admirers careful Aldus choofe, 

Before John Morphew, or the weckly news; 

$o long fhall live thy praife in books of fame, 

And Tonion yield to Lintott’s lofty namic.“ 


But go where fine people refort : 
ne can live without money on plains, 
But never without it at court. 


If when with the fwains I did gambol, 
{array’d me in filver and blue; 

When abroad and in courts I fhall ramble, 
Pray, my lord, how much money will do? 


eID 


ECLOGUES. 


JHE BIRTH-OF THE SQUIRE. 
In Imitation of the Pollio of Virgih 


Yr fyivan mutes, lofticr ftrains recite : 
Not at all in fhades and humble cots delight. 
Bark! the bells sing; along the diftant grounds 
The driving gales convey the fwelling founds; 
Th’ attentive fwain, forgetful of his work, 
‘With gaping wonder, leans upon hie fork. 
‘What fudden news alarms the waking morn? 
"To the glad Squire a hopeful beir is born. cli 
Mourn, mourn, ye ftags, and all ye beafts of chafe; 
This hour deftrudtion brings on all your racé t 

* See the pleas’d tenants duteous offerings bear, 
Turkeys and geefe, and grocer’sfweetes ware 5 
With the new health the ponderous sankard flows, 
And old OGober reddene every nofe. 
Beagles and {paniels round his cradle ftand, 
Kil his moif Sip, and gently lick his hand. 
He joys to hear the thrill horn’s echoing founds, 
‘And learns to lifp the names of all the hounds, 
‘With frothy ale to make his cup o’erflow, 
Barley fhall in paternal acres grow; 4 
The bee fhall fip the fragrant cew from flowers, 
‘To give methoglin for his morning-hours ; 
For hint the cluttering hop flsall climb the poles, 
And his own orchard fparkle in his bowls. 

His fire's exploits he now with wonder hears, 
‘The monttrous tales indulge his greedy ears; ” 
How, when youth ftrung his nerves and waim’d 

his veins, : és 
He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains. 
‘Fe leads the flaring infant through the hall, 
Points out the horny fpoils that'grace the wall ; 
‘Tells, how this ftag through three whole counties 

fled, 5 . 
What rivera {wam, wherebay’d,and where he bled. 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, 


Defcribes the duperate chafe, apd a his cheats 5 


How in one day, beneath his furious fpeed, 

He tir’d feven courfers of the feetcit breed ; 

How high the pale he leap’d, how wide the ditch, 

When the hound tore the haunches of the * witch! 

‘Thefe ftories, which defcend from fon. to fon, 

The forward%voy fhall one day make his own. 

Al, too fond mother, think the time drawe nigh, 

"That calls the darling from thy tender eye; 

How fhall his fpirit brook the rigid rules, 

And the long tyranny of grammar-fchcols? 

Let younger brothers o’er dull authors plod, 

Lafh’d into Latin by the tingling rod ; 

No, let him never fee] that {mart difgrace ¢ 

Why fhould he wifer prove than all his race ? 

When ripening youth with down o’erfhades his 

chia,” wis 

And every female eye incites to fin; 

‘The milk-maid (thoughticfy of her future fhame) 

With Jacking lip fhall raife bis guilty flame ; 

The dairy, barn, the hay-loft, and the grove, 

Shall oft be confcious of their ftolen love. 

But think, Prifcilla, on that dreadful time, 

When pangsand watery qualms {hall own thy crimes 

How wilt thou tremble when thy nipple’s preft, 

To fee the white drops bathe thy {welling breaft 

Nine moons fhall publicly diyulge thy fhame, 

And the young {quire foreflall a father’s name.” 
When twice twelve times the reaper’s weeping 

hand - : 
With levell’d hatvefts has beftrown the land; 





:.} On fam’d St. Hubert’s feaft, his winding horn 


Shall cheer the joyful hound, and wake the morn: 
‘This memorable day his eager fpeed . 
Shall urge with bloody hee} the rifing fteed. 

O check the foamy bit, nor tempt thy fate, 
Think on the murders of a five-bar gate! 


* The maf common accident, te fportfmen, tg bunt 2 
witch in the peape of @ Larey : 
* Vij. 
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Wet, prodigal of lifc, the leap he tries, 

Gow in the daft.his groveling honour lies, 
Headiong he fatls, and on the rugged {tone 
Difkorts his neck, and cracks the collar-bone. 
 ventorous youth, thy thirft of game allay ; 
Blasi thou furvive the perils of this day ! 

Me thal furvive ; and in atc years be fent 
Mo fnore away debates in parliament. 
‘The time fhall come, when his more folid fenfe 
‘§Vith nod important fhall the laws difpenfe ; 
JA Jowtice with grave Juftices thall fit ; 
He praife their wiidom, they admire his wit. 
@o greyhound fhall attend the tenant’s pace, 
rulty gun the farmer’s chiginey grace ; 
‘Salmons fhall leave their covers void of fear, 
‘Mor dread the thievith net’ or triple {pear ; 
Poachers hall tremble at his awful name, {game. 
BWhom vengeance now o’ertakes for murder'd 
* Aflut me, Bacchus, and yc drunken powers, 
fing his friendfhips and his midnight hours ! 
Why dott thou glory in thy Rrength of beer, 
irm-cork'd and mellow’d till the twentieth year; 
rew'd, or when Phabus warms the fleecy fign, 
Or when his languid rays in Scorpio thine? 
ink on the mifchiefs which from hence have 
fprung ' 
‘Fedrms with curfes dire the wrathfu] tongue ; 
¥oul fcandal co the lying lip affords, 
{And prompts the memory with injurious words. 
‘0 where ts wifdom when by this o’erpower’d? 
The ftare is cenfar’d, and the maid sieflower'd | 
And wilt thou ftitl, O Squire, brew ale fo ftrong ? 
‘Hear then the dictates of prophetic fong. y 
Methinks f {ce him in his hall appear, 
‘Where the long table fioats in clammy heer, 
‘2Midft mugs and glaffes fhatter’d o'er the floor, 
‘Dead drunk, his fervile crew fupinely {nore ; 
‘Triumphant, o’er the proftrate brutes he ftands, 
‘The mighty bumper trembles in his hands; 
Boldly he drinks, and, like his glorious fires, 
Yn copious gulps of potent ale expires. 






THE TOILETTE, 
A TOWN ECLOCUE, 


Tydia. 
Now twenty fprings had cloth’d the park with 
pcre ree, ; 

Bince Lydia knew the bloffom cf iifteen ; 

No lovers now her morning hours mokft, 

&nd catch her at her toilette half undreft; 
he thandering knocker wakes the fireet no more, 
§No chairs,'no coaches, crowd her filent door ; 
Her midnights once at cards and hazard fied, 
Which now, alas ! fhe dreams away in bed. 
Around her wait thocks, monkeys, and meckaws, 
# fill the place of fops and perjur’d beaux; 
An thefe the views the mimickry of man, 
And {miles when geinning Pug gallants her fan ; 
Whéu Poll repeats, the founds dec -ive her car 
“(For founds lke his once teid her Damen’s care) ; 
‘With thel2 alone her tedious mornings pafs 5 

“Or, at the dumb devosion of her glafs, 

She fmooths her brow, and frizzles forth her hairs, 
~And fancies youthful drefs gives youthful airs; 
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With crimfon wool the fixes every grace, 
‘That not a bluth can difcompofe her face. 
Reclin’d upon her arm, fhe penfive fate, 
And cors’d th’ inconftancy of youth too late.. 
© youth: O fpring of-life! for ever loft! 
No more my name {hall reign the tavourite toafk ; 
On glafs no more the diamond grave my name, 
And rhymes inif-{pelt record a lover's flame : 
Nor fhall fide-boxes watch my reftlefs eyes, 
And, as they catch the glance, in rows arile 
With humble bows; nor white lov’éd beaux en- 
croach 
In, crowds behind, to guard me to my coach. 
Ab, haplefe nymph! fuch conquefts are no more + 
For Chloe's now what Lydia was before ! 
’Tis true, this Chloe boafts the peach’s bloom, 
Buc does her nearer whifper breathe perfume ¢ 
} own, her taper fhape is form’d to pleafe. 
Yet if you faw her unconfin’d by ftays! 
the doubly to fifteen may make pretence ; 
Alike we reed it in her hice and fenfe, 
Her reputa.ton! bur that never yet 
Could check the freedoms of a young coquette. 
Why will ye then, vain fops, her eyes believe ? 
Her eyes can, like your perjur’d tongues, deceive. 
What fhall I do? how Spend the hateful day ? 
At ciapel fhall I'wear the morn away ? 
Who there frequents at thefe unmodilh hours, 
Bat ancient matrons with their frizzcd towers, 
And gray religious maids? My prefence there 
Amid that fober train would own defpair ; 
Nor am I yet fo old; nor is my glance 
As yet fixt wholly to devotion’s trance. __ [range 
Straight then I'l] drefs, and take my wonted 
Through every Indian fhop through all the Change; 
Where the tall jar ereéts his coftly pride, 
With antic thapes in china’s azure dy’d ; 
‘There carelefs lies the rich brocade unroll’d 
Here fhines a ¢abinet with burnifh’d gold ; 
Eut then remembrance will my grief renew, 
’ Twas there the raffling dice falfe Damon threw; 
The raffling dice to him decideahe prize ; 
’T was there he firft convers’d with Chloe’s eycs. 
Hence fprung th’ ill-fated caufe of all my fmart ; 
Yo me the toy he gave, to her his heart. 
But foon thy perjury in the gift was found, 
‘The fhiver'd china dropt upon the ground ; 
Sure onsen that thy vows would faithlefs prove ; 
Frail was thy prefent, frailer is thy love, 
O happy Poll, in wiry poifon pent; 
Thou ne’er haft known what love or rivals meant, 
And Pug with pleafure can his fetters bear, 
Who ne’er belicv’d the vows that lovers fwear! 
How am I curft (unhappy and forlorn) 
With perjury, with love, and rival’s feorn ! 
Falfe are the loofe coquette’s inveigling airs, 
Falfe is the pompous grief of youthful heirs, 
Falle is the cringirig courtier’s plighted word, 
Falfe are the dice when gaméefters ftamp the board, 
Falfe is the fprightly widow’s public tears 
Yet thefe to Damon’s oaths are all fincere, 
Fiy from pertidtous man, the fex difdain ; 
Let fervile Chloe wear the nuptial chaisi. 
Damo is pradiis’d in the modifh Hie, 
Caz hate, and yet be civil to a wifs, 
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Be one he fwears; he drinks; he fights; he 
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‘et Chive can believe he fondly loves. 
Mificefe and wife can well fupply his need ; 
A mifs for pleafure, and a wife for bread. 
. Bat Chice’s air is unconfin’d and gay, 
And can perhaps an isjur'd bed repay ; 
Perhaps her patient temper can behold 
"The rival of her love adofn’d with gold. 
Powder’d with diamonds; free from thought and 
care, 
A hufband’s fallen humoure fhe can bear, [eyea? 
Why are thefe fobs? and why thefe ftreaming 
Ys love the caufe ? No, t the fex defpife ; 
Y hate, L Jothe his bafe perfidious name. 
Yee if he fhould but feign a rival flame ? 
But Chloe boafts and triumphs in my pains; 
To her he’s faithful, ’tis to me he feigns. 
Thus love-fick Lydia rav’d. Her maid appears; 
A band-box in her fteady hand the bears. 
How well this ribband’s glofs becomes your face ; 
She crics, in raptuaes ; then, fo fweet a lace! 
How charmingly you look! fo bright! fo fair’ 
* Tis to your eyes the head-drefe owes its air. 
Straight Lydia fmil’d; the comb adjutts her Jocks 
And at the playhoufe Harry keeps her box. 


THE TEA-TABLE, 
A TOWN ECLOGUE. 


Doris and Melanthe. 
Sain James's noon-day bell for prayers had toll’d, 
And couches to the patron’s levee roll’d, 
When Doris rofe, And now through all the room 
From flowery tea exhales a fragrant fume. 
Cup after cup they fipt, and talk’d by fits, 
For Doris here, and there Melanthe fits. ° 
Doris was young, a laughter-loving dame, 
Nice of her-own alike and others’ fame : 
Melanthe’s tongue could well a tale advance, 
And fooner gave than fank a circumftance ; 
Lock’d in her memory, fecrets never dy’d. 
Doris begun  Melanthe thus reply’d. 
Doris, 
Sylvia the vain fantaftic fop admires ; 
"{the rake’s loofe gallancry her bofom fires: 
Sylvia like that is vain, like this fhe roves; 
In liking them, ihe but herfelf approves. 
Melanthe. 
Laura rails on at men, the fex reviles, | 
"Their vice condemns, or at their folly fmiles. 
‘Why fhould her tongue in juft refentment fail, 
Since men at her with equal freedom rail ? 
Doris. 
Laft mafquerade was Sylvia nymph-like feen, 
Her hand a crook fuftain’d, her drefs was green; 
‘An amorous thepherd led her through the crowd, 
The nymph was inyocent, the thepherd vow'd; 
But nymphs their innotence with fhepherds cut; 
So both withdrew, as nymph and shepherd mutt. 
Melanthe, 
Name but the licence of the modern Rage, 
Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage; 
‘The whining tragic love the {carce can bear, 
But naufeous comedy ne'er fhock’d her sar 5 








> 
Yet, in the gallery mobb’d, the fits feeure,_ 
And laughs at jefts that turn the box demuree: 
Doris. 
Truft not, ye ladies, to your beauty’s power, 
For beauty withers like a fhrivel’d flower; <_< 
Yet thofe fair flowers, that Sylvia’s temples bind 
Fade not with fudden blights or winter’s winds 
Like thofe, her face defies the rolling years ; . 
For art her rofes and her charms repairs, 
Meélanthe. 
Laura defpifes every outward grace, 
The wanton fparkling eye, the blooming faces 
The beauties of the foul are a'l her pride, 
For other beauties nature has deny’d: 
If affelation fhow a beauteous mind, 
Lives there a man to Laura’s merits blind? 
Doris. Ss, 
Sylvia be fure defies the town's reproach, 
Whofe difhabille is foil’d in hackney coach ; 
What though the fath was clos’d, maft we cal 
clude, i 
‘That the was yielding, when her fop was rude? 
a Melanthe. 3 
Laura learnt caution at too dear a coft, 
What fair could e’er retrieve her honour loft ? 
Secret fhe loves; and who the nymph can blame 
Who durft not own a footman's vulgar flame 2” 
Doris. 
Though Laura's homely tafte defcends fo low 
Her footman well may vie with Sylvia's beau. 


Yet why should Laura think it a difgrace,.. : 
When proud Miranda’s groom wears ‘Planderg 
lace ; 
Doris. 
‘What though for mufic Cynthio boafts an ear? 
Robin perhaps can hum an opera air. 
Cynthio can bow, takes fauff, and dances wells - 
Robin talks common-fenfe, can write and {pell, 
Sylvia’s vain fancy drefs and fhow admires; 
But "tis the man alone whom Laura fires, 
Melanthe. 
Plato’s wife morals Laura’s foul improve ¢ 
And this, no doubt, muft be Platonic love? 
Her foul to generous acts was fill inclin’d. 
What shows more virtue than an humble mind 
Doris. 2 
What though young Sylvia love the’ park's cont: 
fhade, 
And wander in the dufk the fecret glade? _ 
Mafqu'd and alone (by chance) the met her 
“That innocence is weak which thuns the dark, - “" 
Melaathe. 
But Laura for her flame has no pretence; 
Her footman is a footman too in fenfe. 
All prudes { hate ; and thofe are rightly cur . 
With fcandal’s double load, who ceufure fir, 
Doris. 
And what if Cynthio Sylvia’s garter ty’d ? 
Who fuch a foot and fuch a leg would hides 
When crook-kneed Phyllis can expofe ta view 
Her gold-clock’d flocking, and her tawdry thoe 
Melanthe. 
If pure devotion centre in the face, 
Jf cenfuring others Show insrinfic grace; 









te 
Af guilt to public freedoms bé combin’d, 
Prudes (all mu own).are of the holy kind! 
Doris. 
Sylvia difdains referve, and flies conftraint ; 
She neither is, nor would be thought, a faint. 
eS Melanthe. 
Love is a trivial paflion, Laura cries: 
May I be bleft wich friendthip’s ftricter ties ! 
"To fuch a breaft all fecrets we commend ; 
Sure the whole drawing-room is Laura's friend, 
Doris, 
At marriage Sylvia rails; who men would truft? 
‘Yet hufbands’ jealouties are fometimes juft. 
‘Her favours Sylvia fhares among mankind : 
ich generous love fhould never be confin’d. 


“+ As thus alternate chat employ'd their tongue. 
With thundering raps the brazen knocker rung. 
Laura and Sylvia came ; the nymphs arife ; 
‘te This unexpected vilit,"’ Doria cries, 
oft Ts doubly kind!” Melanthe Laura led : 
Since I was laft fo ble&, my dear,” the faid, 
*¢ Sure ’tisan age.” They fate ; the hour was fet; 
And all again that night at ombre met. 





THE FUNERAL. 
A TOWN ECLOGUE, 


: Sabina, Lucy. 
"Twrer had the moon perform’d her earthly race, 
ince firft the veil o’ercaft Sabina’s face. 
Fe dy’d the tender partner of her bed. 
And lives Sabina when Fidelio’s dead ? 
Fidelio’s dead, and yet Sabina lives. 
Bur fee the tribute of her tears the gives ; 
Their abfent lord her rooms in fable mourn, 
And all the day the glimmering tapers burn; 
Stretch'd on the couch of ftate fhe penfive lies, 
While oft” the fnowy cambric wipes her eyes. 
Now enter’d Lucy: trufty Lucy knew 
Fo roll a fleeve, or bear a billet-doux ; 
(Her ready tongue, in fecret fervice try’d, 
With equal fluency {poke cruth or ly’d; 
She well could Auth or humble a gallant, 
And ferve at once as maid and confidant ! 
A letter from her faithful ftays fhe took, 
Sabina fnatch’d it with an angry look, 
And thus in hafly words her grief confelt ; 
‘While Lucy ftrove to foothe her troubled breaft. 
: Sabina. 
What, ftill Myrtillo’s hand! his fame I fcorn ; 
Give back his paffion with the feal untorn. 
‘To break our Pte repofe, has man a right ? 
nd are we doom’d to read whate’er they write? 
Not all the fex my firm refolves fhall move ; 
My-life’s a life of forrow, not of love. = 
May Lydia's wrinkles all my forehead trace, 
And Celia’s palenefs ficken o’er my face; 
May fops of mine, as Flavia’s favours, boaft, 
‘And coquettes triumph in my henonr loft ; 
May cards employ my nights, and never more 
May thefe curft eyes behold 2 matadore ; 
Break china, perifh fhock, die perroquet ; 
When I Fidelio’s dearer love forget! 
Fidelio’s judgment fcorn'd the foppifh train ; 
yas air was cafy, and his drefs was plain ; 
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And on his lips fweet converfation gre 
Where's wit, where's beauty, where is vimN@ dedal 
Alas! they're now no more; Fidelio’s dead! 


His words fineere, refped his prefence - 


. Lucy. 
Yet, when he liv'd, he wanted e€ery grace; 
That eafy air was then an aukward pace: 
Have not your fighs in whifpers often faid, 
His drefs was floventy, his fpeeth ill. bred 2 
Have sot I heard you, with a fecret tear, 
Call that fweet converfe fullen and fevere ? 
Think not } come to take Myrtillo’s part: 
Let Chloe, Daphne, Doris, thare his heart ; 
Let Chioe’s love in every ear exprefs 
His graceful perfon and.genteel addrefs ; 
All well may judge what fhaft has Daphne hit, 
Who faffers filence, to admire his wit. 
His equipage and liveries Doris move; 
But Chloe, Daphne, Doris, fondly love. 
Sooner hall cits in fafhions guide the court, 
And beaux upon the bufy Change refort; - 
Sooner the natian fhall from fnuff be freed; 
And fops apartments fmoke with India’s weed ; 
Sooner 1’d with and figh through nunnery grates ¢ 
‘Than recommend the flame Sabina hates, 
Sabina. 
Becaufe fome widows are in hafte fubdued ; 
Shall every fop upoh our tears intrude.? 
Can I forget my lov'd Fidelio’s tongue, 
Soft as the warbling of Italian fong ? 
Did not his rofy lips breathe forth perfume, 
Fragrant as fteams from tea‘s imperial bloom ? 
Eucy. 
Yet once you thought that tongue a preater curfa » 
Than {qualls of children for an abfent marfe, 
Have you not fancy’d, in his frequent, kif, 
Th ungrateful leavings of a filthy mifs?- 
Sabina. 
Love, I thy power defy ; no fecond flame 
Shall ever raze my dear Fidelio’s name. | 
Fannia without a tear might lofe her lord, 
Who ne’er enjoy'd his prefence but at board. 
And why hhould forrow’fit on Lethia’s face? 
Are there fuch comforts in a fot’s embrace ? 
No friend, no lover, is to Lefbia dead; 


For Lefbia long had known a feparate bed. [{breaft ; 


Guth forth, ye tears; wafte, waite, ye fighs, my 
My days, my nights, were by Fidelio bleft 
Lucy. 
You cannot fure forget how oft’ you faid, 
His teazing fondnefs jealoufy betray’d ' 
When at the play the neighbouring box he took, 
You thought you read fafpicion in his look, 
When cards and counters flew around the board, 
Have you not with'd the abfuice of your lord? 
His company was then a poor pretence, 
To check the freedom of a wife’s expence. 
Sabina 
But why fhould 1 Mystillo’s paflion blame, 
Since love’s a fierce involuntary flame ?* 
Lucy. 
Coutd he the fallies of his heart withitand, 
Why fhould he not to Chloe give his"hand ? 
For Chioe’s handfome ; yet he fights her flame; 





| Laft night the fainted at Sabina’s name, 
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‘Shy, Daphne, doft thou blame Sabing’s charms ? 
Dagina keeps no lover from thy arms. 
“At crimp Myrtillo play’d; in kind regards 
Toris threw love, unmindful of the cards; 

joris was touch'd with fpleen; her fan he rent, 
Pow from the table, and to tears gave vent. 
Why, Doris, doft thou curfe Sabina’s eyes? 
To her Myrtillo is a vulgar prize. 
: Sabina, 
Vee fay, [ow'd ; how loud would cenfure rail! 
So foon to quit the duties of the veil! 
No, fooner plays and operas f'd forfwear, 
And change thefe china jars for Tunbridge ware ; 
Gr truft my mother as a confidant, 
Or fix a friendfhip with my maiden aunt ; 
‘Yhan till—to-morrow throw.my weeds away. 
Yer ler me fee him, if he comes to-day : 





TAE ESPOUSAL, 
A SOBER ECLUGUE, 


Baween twe of the Peeple called Qnakers. 
CALLS. TAB{THA. 
Beneata the fhadow of a beaver hat, 
Meck Caleb at a filent meeting fat ; 
His eye-balls oft’ forgot the holy trance, 
‘While Tabitha demure return'd the glance, 
‘The meeting ended, Caleb filence broke, 
And Tabitha her inward yearnings fpoke, 
Caleb, 
Beloved, fee how all things follow love ; 
Lamb fondleth lamb, and dove difports with dove; 
, Yet fondied lambs their innocence fccure, 
And none can call the turtle’s bill impure. 
O faireft of our fitters, let me be 
‘The billing dove und fondling famb to thee. 
Tabitha. 
But, Caleb, know that birds of gentle mind 
Ele o, mate among the fober kind; 
Not the mockawy, all deck’d in fearlet pride, 
Entice their mild and modeft hearts afide ; 
But thoti, vain man! beguil’d by Popifh fhows, 
Doattft on ribhands, flounces, furbelows. 
Vf thy falfe heart be fond of tawdry dyes, 
Go, wed the painted arch in fummer-fkies ; 
Such love wilt like the rainbow’s hue decay, 
Strong at the firft, but paffeth foon away. 
Caleb. 
Name not the frailties of my youthful days, 
‘When vice mifled me through the harlot’s ways ; 
‘When I with wanton look the fex beheld, 
And nature with each wanton look rebell’d ; 
‘Then party-colour’d pride my heart might move 
With lace, the net to catch unhallow’d love. 
All fuch like love is fading as the flower, 
Springs in a-day, and withereth in an hour : 
But now [ feel the fpoufal love within, 
And fpoufal love no filer hoids a fin. 
Tabitha. 
1 know thou longeft for the flaunting maid, 
‘Thy falfehood own, and fay | am betray’d ; 
‘The tongue of man is blifter’d o’cr with les, 
But truth is ever read in woman's eyes. 
© that my lip obey'd a tongue like thine ! 
Or thar thing eye bewrzy’d a love like mine’ 





Fe er Rt 


HE 

Gakeb. 
How bitter are thy words! forhear"te teafe, 
1 too might blame—but love delights to pleafe, 
Why thould I tell thee, that, when Iaft the fon, 
Painted the downy peach of Newington, . 
Jofiah led thee through the garden’s walk, 
And mingled melting kiffes with his talk ? 
Ah, jeajoufy ! turn, turn ‘thine eyes afide: 
How can F fee that watch adorn thy fide ? 
For verily no gift the fiflers take, 
For laft of gain, but for the giver’s fake. 
Tabitha. 
T own, Jofiah gave the golden tay, 
Which did the righteous hand of Quare emplogg. 
When Caleb hath affign’d fome happyday, ~~ 
| look on this, and chide the hours delay : 
And, when Jofiah would his love purfue, - 
On this U look, and fhun his wanton view. 
Man but in vain with trinkets tries to. move: 
The only prefent love demands is love. * 

Caleb. 
Ah, Tabitha, to hear thefe words of thine, 
My pulfe beats high, as if enflam'd with wine! 
When to the brethren firft with fervenc zeal 
The fpirit mov’d the yearnings to reveal, 
How did I joy thy trembling lip to fee 
Red as the cherry from the Kentifh tree! 
When ecftafy had warm’d thy look fo meck, 
Gardcus of rofes blufhed on thy cheek! ( e 
With what fweet tranfpore didft thou roll ae 
How did thy words provoke the brethren’s fighs® 
Words that with holy fighs might others move, -- 
But, Tabitha, my fighs were fighs of love.’ - 

Tabitha, 
Is Tabitha beyond her withes bleft ? 
Does no proud worldly dame divide thy breaft?* 
Then hear me, Caleb, witnefs what I Speak, ‘ 
‘This folemn promife death alone can break ¢ 
Sooner I would bedeck my brow with lace, 
And with immodeft favourites thade my face, 
Sooner like Babylon’s lewd whore be dreft 
In flaring diamonds and a fearlet vett, 
Or make a curefey in Cathedral pew, 
Than prove inconftant, while my Caleb’s tree 

Caleb, . 








Wheh I prove falfe, and Tabitha forfake, °° 
‘Teachers fhall dance a jig at country wake :4 
Brethren unheaver’d then fhall bow their head, 
And with profane mince-pies our babes be feds 
Tabitha. 
If that Jofiah were with paffion fir'd, 
Warn asthe zeal of youth when firt infpir'd; 
In fteady love'though he might perfevere, 
Unchanging as the decent garb we wear, 
And thou wert fickle as the wind that blows, ~ 
Light as the feather on the head of beaux ; 
Yet I for thee would ali thy fex refign: 
Sifters, take all the reft—be CaJeb mipe. 

Caled. Poa a 
Though Thad all that finful love affords,” 
'd all the concubines of al! the lords, 5 
-conches creak with whoredoin’s finful thame 
Whofe velver chairs are with adultery lame; 
Fv'ni arlot’s hall, I Would not fip 
i 1 lewdnels from her lying lip 5 


















WyI6 


T'd thu her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell, 
“More {weet than powder which the merchants fell. 
“@ folace me with kiffles pure like thine ! 

Enjoy, ye lords, the wanton concubine, 

¢ {pring now calls us forth; come, fifter, come, 

‘To fee the primrofe and the daify bloom. 

Let ceremony bind the worldly pair; 

Sifters cfteem the brethren’s words fincere, 
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Tobisha. . 
Efpoufals are but forms. O lead me heneg, 
For fecrer love can never give offence. 


Then hand in hand the loving mates withdraw 2 
True love is nature unrefirain’d by law. 
This tenet all the holy feet allows ; 
So Tabitha took carneft of a fpoufe. 








ELEGIES. 


PANTHEA, 


Lowa had Panthea felt love's fecret fmart, 
And hope and fear alternate rul’d her heart; 
Confenting glances had her flame confett . 

In woman's cyes her very foul’s exprett. 
Perjur’d Alexis faw the blufhing maid, 

He faw, he wore, he conquer’d, and betray’d. 
Another love now calls him from her arms, 

" Gis fickle heart another beauty warms; 

‘Thofe oaths, oft’ whifper'd in Panthea’s ears, 
He now-again to Galatea fwears. 

« Beneath a beech th’ abandon’d virgin laid, 

” In grateful folitude enjoys the fhade ; {ftrains, 
* There with faint, voice fhe breath’d thefe moving 
While fighing zephyrs fhar'd hcr amorous pains. 

Pale fettled farrow hangs Bpeo my brow, 
Dead arc my charms; Alexis breaks his vow ! 
Think, think, dear thepherd, on the days you 

; knew, 
‘When I was happy, when my fwain was true ; 
‘Think how thy losks and tongue are form’d to 

move; 
And think yet more—that all my fault was love. 
Ah, could you view me in this wretched jlate, 
You might not love me, but you could not hate. 
Could you behold me in this confcious fhade, 
‘Where firft thy vows, where firft my love was 
aid, 

- Worn ne with watching, fullen with defpair, 
And fee each eye fwell with a guthing tear; 
Could you behold me ov this mofly bed, 

From my pale check the lively crimfon fied, 
Which in my fofter hours vou oft? have fworn, 
With réfy beauty far outblufh’d the morn; 
Could you untouch’d this wretched object bear, 
And would not loft Panthea claima tear? (feal, 
You could act, furc--tears: from your eyes would 
‘And unawares thy tender foul reveal. 
Ah-no! thy foul with crueley is fraught, 
No tendernefs difturbs thy favage thought ; 
Sooner hall tigers {pare the trembling lambs, 
And wolves with pity hear their bleating dams ; 
Sooner fhall vulcures from their quarry Hy; 
‘Than falfe Alexis for Panthea figh. 

5 


Thy bofom ne'er a tender thought confeft, 
Sure ftubborn flint has arm’d thy cruel breaft ; 
But hardeft flints are worn by frequent rains, 
And the foft drops diffolve their folid veins ; 
While thy relentlcefs heart more hard appears, 
And is not fofcen’d by a flcod of tears, 

Ah, what is love! Panthca’s joys are gone, 
Her liberty, her peace, her reafon, flown ! 

And when I view me in the watery glajs, 

1 find Panthea now, not what fhe was. 

As northern winds the new-blown rofes blaft, 
And on the ground their fading ruins catt ; 
As fudden blights corrupt ‘the ripen'd grain, 
And of its verdure {poil the mournful plain ; 
So haplefs love on blooming featurcs preys, 
So haplefs love deftroys our peaceful days. 

Come, gentle fleep, relieve thefe weary’d eyes, 
All forrow in thy folt embraccs dies : 

‘Lhere, fpite of all thy perjur'd vows, I find 
Faithlets Alexis languifhingly kind: 

Sometimes he leads me by the mazy ftream, 

And pleafingly deludes me in my dream ; 
Sometimes he guides me to the fecret grove, 
Where all our looks, and all our talk is love. 

Oh, could | thus coniume cach tedious day, 

And in {weet flumbers dream my life away ! . 
But fleep, which now no more relieves thele eyes, 
‘To my fad foul the dear deceit denies. 

Why docs the fun dart forth its cheerful rays? 
Why ¢o the woods refound with warbling lays? 
Why does the rofe her grateful fragrance yield, 
And yellow cowflips paint the fmiling field ? 
Why do the ftreams with murmusing mafic flow, 
And why do groves their friendiy fhade beftow 2 
Let fable clouds the cheerful fun deface, 

Let mournful filence feize the feather’d race ; 

No more, ye rofes, grateful fragrance yield, 

Droop, droop, ye cowflips, in the blafted field; 

No more, ye Streams, with murmuriug mufis 
flow, 

And let not groves a friendly thade beftow : 

With fympathifing grief fet nature mourn, 

And never know the youthful fpring’s retergy 
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‘And thall t never more Alexis fee? 
“Shen what is {pring, or grove, or ftream, to me? 

“‘why fport the ikipping lambs on yonder plain ? 
Why do the birds their tuneful voices ftrain ? 
Why frifk thofe heifers in the cooling grove? 
Their happier fife is ignorant of Jove. 

Oh, lead me tofome melancholy cave, 

"To lull my forrows in a living grave; 
From the dark rock where dafhing waters fall, 
And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall; 
Where I may wafte in tears my hours away, 
And never know the feafons or the day ? 
Die, die, Panthea-—fly this hate(ul grove ; 
For what is life without the {wain I love 2 


ARAMINTA, 
AN ELEGY. 


‘Now Phebus rofe, and with his early beams 
‘Wak’'d flumbering Delia from her pleafing dreams; 
Her withes by her fancy were fupply’d, 
And in her fleep the nuptial knot was ty"d. 
‘With fecret joy fhe faw the morning ray 
Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play ; 
‘The happy morn that shall her blifs complete, 
And all her rivals’ envious hopes defeat. 
Yn hatte the rofe, forgetful of her prayers, 
Flew to the glafs, and pradtis’d o'er her airs = 
ler new-fet jewels round her robe are plac’d, 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waift, 
Some round her neck a circling light difplay, 
Some in her hair diffufe a trembling ray ; 
The filver knot o’erlooks the Mechlin lace, 
And adds becoming beauties to her face ; 
Brocaded flowers o’er the ey manwa fhine, 
And the rich flays her taper thape confine ; 
"Thus all her drefs exerts a graceful pride, 
And fporting Joves furround th’ expe@ing bride ; 
For Daphnis now attends the bluhing maid, 
Before the prieft the folemn vows are paid ; 
‘This day, which ends at once all Delia's cares, 
Shall fwell a thoufand eyes with feeret tears. 
Cenfe, Araminta, ’tis in vain to grieve, 
Canft thou from Hymen’s bonds the youth re- 
trieve ? 
Difdain his perjuries, and no longer mourn + 
Recal my love, and find a fure return. 
But fill the wretched maid no comfort knows, 
And-with refentment cherifhes her woes; 
Alone the pines, and, in thefe mournful ftrains, 
Of Daphnis’ vows, and her own fate complains : 
Was it for this tfparkled at the Play, 
And loiter’d in the Ring whole hours away ? 
When if thy chariot in the circle fhone, 
Our mutual paflion by our looks was known: 
‘Through the gay crewd my watchful glances flew, 
‘Where'er I pals, thy grateful eyes purfue. [pain ; 
« Ah, faithjefs youth! too well you faw my 
* For eyes the language of the foul explain.” 
Think, Daphnis, think that fearce five days are 
fled, . [you faid; 
Since (O falfe tongue !} thofe treacherous things 
How did you praife my thape and graceful air: 
And woman thinks ail compliments fincere, 
Did& thou not then in rapture fpeak thy flame, 
And is fof fighs breathe Aramints’s name ? 


cs 
Didt thou not then with oaths th ion prove,. 
And with an awful trembling, Pre hn pale £: 
“ Ah, faithlefs youth! too well you faw my 
“ For eyes the language of the foul explain... . 
How could’ft thou thus, ungrateful youth, ge 
ceive? — 
How could I thus, unguarded maid, believe 2 
Sure thou canft well recal that fatal night, 
When fabtle love firft enter’d at my fight 
When in the dance I was thy partner chofe, 
Gods! what a rapture in my bofom rofe t 
My trembling hand my fudden joy confefs'd, 
My glowing cheeks a wounded heart exprefi’d 
awed 








My looks fpoke love; while you, with aj 


eyes, 

In killing glances made as kind replies, F 

Think, Daphnis, think what tender thin here 

Think what confufion all my foul betray'd.. > 

You call’d my graceful prefence Cynthia's airs 

And, when I fung, the fyrens charm’d your cars 

My flame, blown up by flattery, ftronger grew s+: 

A gale of love in every whifper flew. * pain 
“ Ah, faithlefs youth! too well you fav « 

“ For eyes the language of the foul explain.” 
‘Whene’er [ drefs'd, my maid, who knew my 
ried my pion with 

Cherith’d my paflion with thy lovely name = 

‘Thy picture in her talk fo lively oe, me 

‘That thy dear image rofe before my views 

She dwelt whole hours upon thy fhape and mik 

And wounded Delia’s fame, to footh my fpleen 3 

When ihe beheld me at the name grow pale, 

Strait to thy charms the chang’d her artful tafes 

And, when thy matchiefs charms were quite rus 


over, 
| bid her tell the pleafing tale once more. 
Oh, Daphnis! from thy Arancions fled? 
Oh, to my love for ever, ever dead! 
Like death, his nuptials al! my hope remiove, 
And ever part me from the man I love, (« pain ¢ 
“ Ah, faithlels youth! too well you faw wy 
“ For eyes the language of the foul explain.” 
O might I by my cruel fate be thrown, 
In fome retreat far from this hateful town! 
Vain drefs and glaring equipage, adieu 
Let happier nymphs thofe empty fhows porfus, 
Mc let fome melancholy fhade furround, 
Where not the-print of human ftep is found. ; 
In the gay dance my feet no more thal! move. 
But bear me faintly through the lonely grove. 
No more thefe hands fhall o'er the fpinnet bound. 
And from the fleeping ftritigs call forth the found 
Mauls epee! farewell, Italian airs‘ i 
¢ croaking raven now shal} feoth m: la 
On fome old ruin, loft in thought, I rel, 
And think how Araminta once was ble s 
| Phere o’er and o'er thy letters I perufe, i 
Aad all my grief in one kind fentence lofe s 
Some tender line by chance my woe begnil le 
And on my cheek a fhort-liv'd pleafure finiles:- 
j Why is this dawn of joy? flow, tears, again! 
i Vain are thefe oaths, and all thefg vows are vain 5 
Daphnis, alas: the Gordian knot*has.ty’d; = 
Nor force nor cunning can the band divide. [plain, 
“ Ah, faithlefs youth! fince eyes the foul ex 
+“ Why knew I not that artful topgue could feign.” 





AN ELEGY ON A LAP-DOG. 


Buock’s fate I mourn; Poor Shock is now to 
raore;, ‘ 
Ye mofes, mourn; ye chambermaids, deplore. 
Unhappy Shock! yet more unhappy fair, 
om'd to furvive thy joy and only care! 
Thy wretched fingers now no more fhall deck, 
And tie the favourite ribband round his neck ; 
No more thy hand fhall {mooth his gloffy hair, 
And comb the wavings of his pendent ear. 
‘et ceafe thy flowing grief, forfaken maid; 
‘AM mortal pleafures in a moment fade; 
‘Que fureft hope is in an hour deftroy’d; 
"And love, beft gift of Heaven, not long enjay’d. 
“Methinks 1 fee her frantic with defpair, 


‘Her fteeaming eyes, wrung hands, and flowing ; 


hair; 
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Her Mechlin pinners, rent, the oor beftrow, 
And her torm-fan gives real figns of woe. 
Hence fuperftition, that tormenting gueit, ° - 
‘That haunts with fancy’d fears the coward breaft; 
No dread events upon this fate attgnd, 
Stream cyes no more, no more thy: trees rend. 
Though certain omens oft’ forewarn # ftate, 
And dying lions fhow the monarchs fate ; 
Why fhould fach fears bid Czetia’s forrow rife? 
For, when a lap-dog falls, no lover dies. 

Ceafe, Czlia, ceale; reftrain thy flowing tears ; 
Some warmer paffion will difpel thy cares. 
In man you'll find a more fubftantial blifs, 
More grateful toying, and a fweeter kifs. 

He’s dead. Oh lay him gently in the ground! 
And may his tomb be by this verfe renown'd : 
“ Here Shock, the pride of all his kind, is laid : 
Who fawn’d like man, but ne’er like man be. 

“ tray’d."” 








SONGS AND BALLADS, 


SWEET WILLIAM'S FAREWELL TO 
‘ BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 
Axt in the Downs the fleet was moor’d, 
The ftreamers waving in the wind, < 
When dlack-ey’d Sufan came aboard, 
‘Oh! where fhall 1 my truc-love find? 
Tel me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
Jf my fweet William fails among the crew. 
*. “William, who high upon the yard 
Rock’d with the billow to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
Fe figh’d, and caft his eyes below : 
‘The cord flides fwiftly through his glowing hands, 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck be ftands, 
So the {weet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts,clofe his pinions to his breaft 
Cif chance his mate’s fhrill call he hear), 
And drops at once into her neft, 
The nobleft captain in the Britith fleet 
“Might envy Wiiliam’s lip thofe kiffes fweet. 
’ Q fufan, Sufan, lovely dear, 
‘My vows thall ever true remain 
Let me kifs off that falling rear ; 
We only part to meet again, 
Change, as ye lift, ye winds; my heart thall be 
The faithful compafs that ftill points to thee, 
_ Believe not what the landmen fay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind. 
They'll tell thee, failors, when away, 
In every port a miftrefs find : 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
For thou axt prefent wherefoc'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaft we fail, : 
Thy eyes are feen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is Afric’s fpicy gale, 
Thy {kin is ivory fo white. 
Thus every baautcous object that I view, 
Wakgs in my foul fome charm of lovely Sue. 
‘Though battle call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Sufan mourn; 
Though cannons roar, yet, fafe from harms, 
William hall to his dear return. 
Love turns afide the: balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears fhould drop from Sufan’s eye, 


The boatfwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their fwelling’ bofom fpread ; 
No longer muft fhe ftay aboard ; 
They kifs’d, the figh’d, he hung his head. 
Her leffening boat unwilling rows to land : 
Adieu! fhe cries ; and wav’d her lily hand. 


A BALLAD, 
FROM THE WHAT-D'YE-CALL-17, 


’Twas when the feas were roaring 
With hollow blatts of wind; 

A damfel lay deploring, 
Allon a rock reclin’d. 

Wide d’er the foaming billows 
She caft a wiftful look; 

Her head was crown’d with willows, 
“That trembled o’e# the brook. 
Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days, 
Why didf thon, veaturous lover, 


Why didit thou truft the feas; 
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.Ceafe, ceafe, thou cruel ocean, 
*.!And let my lover reft : 
1 what's thy troybled motion 
To that within my breait ? 


The merchant, robb’d of pleafure, 
Sees tempefts in defpair ; 
But what's the lofs of treafure, 
To lofing of my dear? 
Should you fome coaft be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you fo. 


How can they fay that mature 
Has nothing made in vain ; 
‘Why then beneath the water 
Should hideous rocks remain? 
No eyes the rocks difcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wandering lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, 
‘Thus wail’d the for her dear 3 
Repay'd each blaft with fighing, 
Each billow with a tear; 
When o’er the white wave ftooping, 
His floating corpfe the fpy’d; 
Then, like a lily drooping, 
She bow’d her head, and dy’d. 


THE LADY’S LAMENTATION, 


A BALLAD, 


Payriipa, that lov’d to dream 

In the grove, or by the ftream; 
Sigh’d on velvet pillow. 

‘What alas! fhould fill her head, 

But a fountain, or a mead, 
Water and a willow? 


Love in cities never dwells, 

He delights in rural cells 

“Which fweet woodbine covers, 

‘What are your affemblies then ? 

There, ’tis true, we fee more men ; 
But much fewer lovers. 


Oh, how chang’d the profpe& grows! 

Flocks and herds‘to fops and beaux, 
Coxcombs without number ! 

Moon and ftare that fhone fo bright, 

To the torch and waxen light, © 
And whole nights at ombre. 


Pleafant as it is, to hear 
Scandal tickling in our ear, 
Ev'n of our own mothers; 
In the chit-chat of che day, 
‘To us is pay’d, when we're away, 
What we lent to others. 
‘Though the favourite toaft I reign; 
Wine, they fay, that prompts the vain, 
Heightens defamation. 
Mult | live ‘twixt {pite and fear, 
Every day grow handfomer, 
And lofe my reputation? 


‘Thas the fair to fighs gave wayj 

Her empty purfe befide her lay. 
Nymph, ah, ceafe thy forrow. 

Though curft fortune frown to-night, 

This odious town can give delight, 
If you win to-morrow. 


DAMON AND CUPID. 
A JONG. 


Tue fun was now withdrawn, 

The thepherds home were fp.d; 
The moon wide o'er the lawn 

Her filver mantle fpread ; 
When Damon ftay'd behind, 

And faunter’d in the grove. 
Will ne’er a nymph be kind, 

And give me love for love ? 
Oh! thofe were golden hours, 

When love, devoid of cares, 
In all Arcadia’s bowers 

Lodg’d fwains and nymphs by pairs; 
Bat now from wood and Plain : ie 

Flies every {prightly lafs; 
No joys for me remain, 

In thades, or on the grafs. 
The winged boy draws near, 

And thus the fwain reproves: 
While beauty revel'd here, 

My game lay in the groves; 
At court I never fail / 

To fcatter round my arrows; 
Men fall as thick as hail, 

And maidens love like fparrows, 
Then, fwain, if me you teed, 

Straight lay your fheep-hook down; 
Throw by your oatén reed, 

And hafte away to town, 
So well I’m known at court, 

None afks where Cupid dwells; 
But readily refort 

To Bellenden’s or Lepell’s, 


DAPHNIS AND CHLOE, 
A SONG, 2 


Darunts ftood penfive in the fhade, 
‘With arms acrofs, and head reclin’d ; 
Pale looks accus’u the cruel maid, 
And fighs reliew'd his love-fick mind: 
His tuneful pipe ail broken lay; 
Looks, fighs, and actions, feem’d to fay, 
My Chloe is unkind. 
‘Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 
Ye larks, ye linnets, ceafe your ftrains; * 
I faintly hear in your fweet notes 
My Chioe’s voice that wakes my pains: 
Yet why fhould you your fong forbear ? 
Your mates delight your fong to hear; 
But Chloe mine difdains, 
As thus he melancholy ftood, 
Dejected as the lonely dove, 
Sweet founds broke gently through the wood, 
I feel the found; my heart-trings move. 
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*Twas not the nightingale that fung; 
No, ’Tis my Chloe’s fweeter tongue. 
Hark, hark, what fays my love?” 


How foolith isthe nymph (the cries) 
Who triffes with her lover’s pain ! 
Nature ftill {peaks in woman’s cyes, 
Our artful lips were made to “eign. 
© Daphnis, Daphnis, ‘twas my pride, 
> Twas not my heart thy love deny’d; 
Qome back, dear youth, again. 


As t’other day my hand he feiz’d, ‘ 

My blood with thrilling motion flew; 
Sudden I put on looks difpleas‘d, 

And hafty from his hold withdrew. 
*T'was fear alone, thou fimple fwain ; 
"Then hadft thou preft my hand againg 

My heart had yielded too! 


*Tistrue, thy tuneful reed I blam’d, 
"That fwell’d thy lip and rofy checks 
‘Think not thy fkill in fong defam’d, 
That lip fhould other pleafures feek 
Mach, much thy mufic [approve ; 
Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 
Much more to hear thee fpeak. 


My heart forbodes that I’m betray’d,. 
Daphnis, I fear, is ever gone ; 

Laft night with Delia’s dog he play’d, 
Love by fuch trifles firft comes on. 

‘Now, now, dear fhepherd, come aways 

My tongue would now my heart obey, 
Ah, Chloe, thou art won ! 


"The youth ftepp’d forth with hafty pace, 
And found where withing Chloc lay 3 
Shame fudden lighten’d in her face, 
Confus’d, fhe knew not what to fay. 
At laft, in broken words, fhe cry'ds 
‘To-morrow you in vain had try’d, 
But I am loft to-day ! 


THE COQUETTE MOTHER AND 
DAUGHTER. 
ASONG. 


‘At the clofe of the day, 
‘When the bean-flower and hay 
Breath’d odours in every wind 3 
Love enliven’d the veins 
Of the dam(els and fwains; * . 
Each glance and each action was kind. 


Molly, wanton and free, 
Kifs’d, and fat on each knee, 

Fond ecttafy fwam in her eyes. 
Sce, thy mother is near ; 7 ‘ 
Hark! the calls thee to hear 

What age and experience advife, 
‘Haft thou feen the blithe dove 
Stcetch her neck to her love, 

__ All glefly with purple and gold? 
Tf. kifs he obtain, 
She returns it again: _ 

‘What follows, you uced not be told, 


Look ye, mother, flie cry'd, 
| You inftrudt me in pride, : 
‘And men by good manaers are wort: ' 
+ Bhe who trifles with all 
Is lefs likely to fall 
Than fhe who but triffes with one. 
| Pr’ythee, Molly, be wife, 
Left by {adden furprife 
Love fhould tingle in every vein: 
Take a fhepherd for life, 
And when once you're a wife, 
You fafely may trifle again. = 
Molly fmiling reply", 
‘Then Vil foon be a brides ‘ 
Old Roger has gold in his chef. 
But [ thovght all you wives 
Chofe a man for your lives, 
And trifled no more with the reft. 
MOLLY MOG? 
Or, the Fair Maid of the Inn. A Ballad‘ 
Savs my uncle, I pray difcover 
What hath been the caufe of your woes ¢ 
Why you pine and you whine like a lover! 
—tThave feen Molly Mog of the Rofe. 
O nephew! your grief is but folly, 
In town you may find better prog 4 
Half 2 crown there will get you a Molly, 
A Molly much better than Mog. 
I know that by wits tis fecited eee 
That women are beit ata clog j 
But I am not fo eafily frighted 
From loving of fweet Molly Mog. 
‘The fchool-boy’s defire is a play-day; 
The fchoolmafter’s joy is to flog ; 
‘The milk-maid's delight is on May-day 5 
But mine is on fweet Melly Mog. 


Will-a-wifp leads the traveller gadding (bog; 
Through ditch, and through quagmire, acd 
But no light can fet me a-madding 
Like the eyes.of my fweet Molly Mog. 
For guineds in other men’s breeches, 
Your gamefters will palm and will cogs. 
But } envy them none of their riches, 
So I may win fweet Molly Mog. 


‘| ‘The heart when-half wounded is changing; 


[there and there leaps like a frog; 
But my heart can never be ranging, 
*Tis fo fix’d upon fweet Molly Mog. 
Who follows alll ladies of pleafure, 
In pleafure is thought but a hog; 
All the fex cannot give fe good mcafurg 
Of joys, as my fweet Molly Mog. - 
I feel I’m in love to diftraGtion, i 
My fenfes.all loft in a fog ; 
And nothing can-give fatistaction, 
But thinking of fweet Molly Mog. 





* This ballad was written on an inn-keeper's datz 
fer at Oakingham in Berkjsire, who in ber youth was @ 
celebrated beauty and toaft : foe lived to a very adwancat 
age, dying fa lately ax the month of Marsh, 1768 


“por s. ru 





4A letter when 1 am inditing, E 
4 ~ .Comes Cupid and gives me a jog; 
»@And TAll all the paper with writing 
-Of nothing but fweet Molly Mog. 
If I would not give up the three Graces; _ 
I with [ were hang’d like a dog, 
And at court all the drawing-room facésy 
For a glance of my fweet Molly Mog. 


“Thofe faces want nature and fpirit,, 
~., And feem as cut out of a log: 
uno, Venus, and Pallas’s merit, 
Unite in my fweet Molly Mog. 
‘Thofe who toaft al] the Family Royal,’ 
in bumpers of Hogan and Nog, 4 
Have hearts not more true or more loyat 
Than mine to my fweet Molly Mog: 


‘Were Virgil alive with his Phyllis, 
And writing another eclogue ; 

Both his Phyllis and fair Amaryllis 
He'd give up for {weet Molly Mog+ 


‘When the fmiles on each gueft, like her liquor’ 
Then jealoufy fets me agog ; 

To be fure the’sa hit for the Vicar. 
Apd fo t fhall lofe Molly Mog. - 


BALLAD 


Or all the girls that e’er were feen; 
There's none fo fine as Nelly, 
‘For charming face, and fhape, aud mien, 
And what’s not fit to tell ye: 
Oh! the turn’d neck, and fmooth white fkiny 
Of lovely deareft Nelly ! at 
For many a {wain it well had been 
Had fhe ne’er been at Calai-. 


" For when as Nelly came to France 
(Invited by her coufins), Me 
Acréfs the Tuileries each glance fs 
Kili’d Frenchmen by whole dozens: 

‘The king, as he at dinner fat, 
Did beckon te his huffar, 
And bid him bring his tabby cat, 
* For charming Nell to bufs her, 
‘The ladies were with rage provok’d, 
To fee tier fo relpected; ; 
‘The men look’d arch, as Nelly ftrok'dy 
And pufs her tail erected. 
But not a man did look employ, 
Except on pretty Nelly ; 
‘Then faid the Duke de Villeroy, ‘ 
+ # Ah! qu'elle eft bien jolie!” 
But who's that great philofopher; 
That carefully looks ather? 
By his concern it fhould appear, 
The fair one is his daughter. 
.Ma fry # (quoth then a courtier Ty) 
He on his child does leet too: 
Gwith hehasno mindtetry ~~ 
_ What fome papa’s will here do. 
The courticrs all, with one accord, 
Broke out in Nelly’s praifes, 
Admir'd her rofe, and dys fans farde, 
(Which are your termes Frangeifes) 
Vow, VL : 





Then might you fee a painted ring 

. Of dames that ftood by Nelly; - 

She like the pride of all the fpring, 
And they, like Fleurs de Palais. 


In Marli’s gardens, and St. Clou, 
{ faw this charniing Nelly, : 
Where thameléfs nymphs, expos'd to views 
Stand naked in cach allée : 
But Venus had a brazen face 
Both at Verfailles and Meudon, 
Or elfe fhe had refign'd her place, 
And left the ftone fhe ftood on. 


Were Nelly’s figure mounted therey 
*T would put down all th’ Italian: 
Lord! how thofe foreigners would ftare £ 
But I fhould turn Pygmalion : 
For, fpite of lips, and eyes, and mien, 
Me nothing can delight fo, 
As does that part that lies between 
Her left toe and her right toe. 


"A BALLAD ON QUADRILLE: 
Wuen as corruption hence did go, 
And left the nation free; 
When Ay faid ay, and No faid no, 


Without or place or fee ; "3g 


Then Satan, thinking things went ill, 


Sent forth his {pirit called Quadrille. 
. Quadrille, Quadrille, &c 
Kings, queens, arid kuaves, made up his pack 
And four fair fuits he wore; 
His troops they were with red and black 
All blotch’d and fpotted oer; - 
‘And every houfe, go where you will, 
Is hauated by this imp Quadrilfe, &c. 
Sure cards he has for every'thing, . - 
Which welt court cards they nate, 
And, ftatefman-like, calls in the kings 
To help out a bad game; we 
But, if the parties manage ilf, 
The king is forc’d to lofe Codille, &e. 
When two and two were met of old, 
Though they ne’er meant to marry, 
They were in Cupid's books enroll’d, 
And call’d a Partie Quarrée ; 
But now, meet when and where you will, 
A Partie Quarrée is Quadrille, &e. ~ ' 
The commoner, and knight, and peer, 
Men of all rants and fame, 
Leave to their wives the only eare 
To propagate their name ; - 
‘And well that duty they fulfil, * 
When the good hufband’s at Quadrille, ce ~ 
‘When patients lie in piteous cafe, 
fn comes th’ apothecary 3 oP. 
And to the dottor cries, Alas! 
Non debes Quadrillares 9 
The patient dies without a pill :-* F 
For why? the doctor's at ‘Quadrille, &e. 
Should France and Spain again grow leud, 
The Mufcevite grow louder; 
Britain, to curb her neighbours proud, -.. 


“Would want doth-ball and powder 3 ” 
: x 
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‘cecaft want both fword and gun to kill : 
Yor why? the general’s-at Quadrille, &e. 


‘The king of late drew forth his {word 
(Thank God ‘twas emt in wrath), 
vAnd made, of many a’ + ire and lord, 
_ Anunwath'’d Knight of Bath: 
‘What are their feats of arms and {kill ? 
They're but nine parties xt Quadrille, &c? 


A party late at Cambray met,” : 
Which drew all Hurope’s eyes; _ 

*Twas call’d in Poft-Boy and Gazette” 
The Quadruple Allies, ©‘ 

But fomebody took fomethifig ill, ~~ 

So broke this party at Quadrille, &e. 

And now God fave this noble realm, 
And God fave cke Hanover ;. 

‘And God fave thofe who hold the helm, 
When as the king goes over ; i 

-But let the king go where he will, 

Fis fubjects muit play at Quadrille, 

Quadrille, Quadriile, &c. 


" a NEW SONG OF NEW SIMILIES: 


‘My paffion is as muftard ftrong ; 

. Ufit all fober fad ; aa 
Drunk asa piper all day long, 
Or like 2 March-hare mad. 


‘Roung asa hoop the bumpers:flow s _ 
¥ drink, yet can’t forget her ; 
For, though as drunk as David’s fow,* 
, Hove her ftill the better.: C 
Pert asa péar-monger I'd be, 
I€ Molly were but kind; : 
Cool as a cucumber could fee 
The reft of wom™nkind. * 
Like a ftuck pig I gaping fare,” 
And eye her o’er and o’er 5 
Lean as a rake with fighs and care;*. 
Sleek as a moufe before. 
Plump as a partridge was I known, ' 
And fott as’filk nry fkin, 
My checks as fat as butter grows 5” 
_ But as a groat now thin: 
J, melancliély'as a cat, 

And kept awake to weep 3 
But the, infenfible of that, “7 
Sound asa top can ilcep, 
Hird is her heart as flint or Rone, 

She laughs to fee me pale; 
Ard merry asa grig is grown, 
And brifk as bottled ale. ‘ 
‘The Gadof Love at her approath * 
«Is bufy as a-bee s+ : 
‘Hlearts, found as ahy bell or roach,’ 
Aredimit and figh Kke me. 
Ay me! as thick as hops or hail} 
‘The finé men crowd about her} 
But foon as dead as a door nail 
Shalit be, if without her. 
Straight as my leg her shape appearss* 
@ were we join'd together: 


> 


My heart would be feot-free fom éarey 


And lighter than a feather. 


As fine as fivepence is her mien, 


No drum was ever tighter; 


Hrer glance is as the razor keen, 


And not the fun is brighter. . . 


As foft as pap her kiffes are, 
- Methinks I tafte them yer; 
Brown as a berry is her hair, 


Her eyes as black as jet : 


_ As {mooth as glafs, as white as curds, 


Her pretty hand invites; 


Sharp as a necdle are her words; 


Her wit, like pepper, bites x 


Brifk as a body-loufe the trips, 


Clean as a penny dreft ; 


Sweet as a rofe her breath and lips, 


Round as the globe her breaft, 


Fall as an egg wasT with glee ; 


And happy as a king, 


| Good Lord! how all men envy’d me! 


She lov'd like any thing. * : 


| But, falfe as hell: the, like the wind, 


Chang’d, as lier fex muft do; 


Though feeming as the turtle kind,. 


And like the gofpel true. 


| $f 1 and Matly could agree, 


Let who would take Peru! 


Great 4s an emperor fhould I be, 


And richer than a Jew. 


Till you grow tender as a chick, 


ne dull as any poft ; 


Let us, like burs, together ftick,, 


And warm as any toaft. 


You'll know me truer than a dyeg 


And wifh me better {ped ; 


Flat as a flounder-when f lie, 
» And asa herring dead, 


: Sui 


re as a gun, fhe’ll drop a teary. 
And figh, perhaps, and with, 


| When I am rotten as a pear, 


And mute as any fifh. Sig 


NEWGATE’S GARLAND: 


BEING A NEW BALLAD, 


a a aor 
Showing how Mr. JONATHAN Witn’s Throat wast 


cut from Ear to Ear with a Penhnife, by Mr. 
Brake, alias BrugsXin, the bold Highwayman,’. ' 
as be flood at Bis Trial in the Old-Bailey, 1725.-°* 


- Lo the Tuns of —* The Cut-purfe.” 


Ye gallants of Newgate, whofe fingers are nice, ‘ 


In 


diving in pockets, or cogging of dice; we 


Ye tharpers fo rich, who can buy off the noofe; 
Ye honefter pdor rogues, who die in your fhoug ;° 


Attend and draw near, 7 
Good news you fhail hear, fears 
How Jonathan’s throat was cut from car te 


| How Bluefkin’s fharp penknife hath fet you a&t 


And every aun sound suc anay rob if he ploek.: 


“POEM &- 


‘When to the Old-Bailey this Bluefkin was led, 
He held up his hand, his indi€iment was read, 
S ‘Loud rattled his chains, near him Jonathan ftood, 
For full forty pounds was the price of his blood, 
Then, hepelefs of life, 
He drew his penknife, : 
, And made a fad widow of Jonathan's Wife. 
But forty pounds paid her, her grief {hall appeafe, 
And every man round me may fob if he plcafe. 
Some fay thare are courtiers of higheft renown, | 
Who fteal the King’s gold, and leave him but a 
crown 3 {men, 
Some fay there #ré peefs, and fome parliament- 
‘Who mect ance a year, to rob courtiers again: 
Let them all cake their fwing; 
To pillage the king, fuse tnt 
; And get a blue ribbon inftead of a ftring. 
Now Bluefkin’s fharp penknife hath fet you at eafe, 
And every man round me may rob if he pleafe, 


fe 
Knaves of old, to hide guilt by theit cunning in- 
“ventions, [tions ; 


Cali’d briberies grants, and plain robberies pen 
Phyficians and lawyers (who take their degrees 
To be learned rogues) call’d their pilfering fees s_ 
‘_. Siuce this happy day, 

Now every man may 

Rob (as fafe as in office) tipon the highway. 
For. Bluctkin’s fharp penknife hath fee you at eafe, 
And every man round me may rob if he pleafe. 


Some cheat in the ciittoms, fome rob the excife, 
But he who robs both is efteemed moft wife. 
Church-wardens, too prudent to hazard the halter, 
As yet only venture to fteal from the altar : 

But now to get gold, . 


They may be more bold, _ feold. 


And rob on the highway, fince fonathan’s 
For Bluefkin’s fharp penknife hath fet you at eale, 
And every man round me may rob if he pleafe. 








MISCELLANIES: 


_ - BROLOGTE, 
_,  Defigned for the Pofloral Trogedy of Dione. 


were was a time (O were thofe days renew’d!) 
Bre cyrant-laws had woman's will fubdued; 
Then'nature rul'd ; and love, devoid of art, 
Spoke the confenting language of the heart. 
Love unconttoul’d | infield, roar delight ! 
*Tis the reflraint that whets our appetite: > - 
Behold the beafts who range the foretts free 
Behold the birds who fly from tree to trees 
Jn their amours fee nature’s power appear ! 
And do they love ? Yes—one month in the year. 
“NVere thefe the pleafures of the golden-feign ? 
And did free nature thus inftrudét the {wain ? 
J cnvy not, ye nymphs, your amorous bowers ¥ 
Such harmlefs fwains!—I’m ev’n content .with 
ours, + I ie 
But yet there's. fomething in thefe fylvan fcenes, 
‘That tells ourfancy what the lover means. *’ 
i but the mofly bank, and moon-light gtove, 
is there a heart that does not beat with love? 
To-night we treat you-with fuch country fare: 
‘Then for your lover's fake our author (pare, 
He draws ‘ho Hemfkirk> boors, or home-bred 
clowns, . ana 
But the foft thephetds of Arcadia’s downs. 
When Paris on the thrée his judgment pale’ 
Y hope you'll own the fhepherd fhow'd his taft 
And Jove, all know, was a goad judge of beauty, 
‘Who inade thé nymph Califto break her daty ; 
‘Then was the countty-nymph no aukward thing, 
See what ftrange revolutions tinie can bring ! 
2, Yet Mill methinks an author's fate i dread; * 
‘Were it not fafer beaten paths to tread Paes 
#f tragedy; than o'er wide heaths to ftray, _ 
And fecking flrange adventures lole bia way? - 








No trunspet’s clangour makes his heroine flart, 
Andtears the foldier from het bleeding heart. 
He, foolith bard! nor pomp nor fhow regirds, + 
Without the witnefs of a hundred guards... 
His lovers figh their vows,—If fleep thould take ye, 
He has no hattle, no loud drum to wake ye. 
What; no fuch fhifts? there’s danger in’t, ’tis true ; 
Yet {pare him, as he gives yousomething new. 
A CONTEMPLATION.ON NIGHT. 
4 . . te 
Wueruex amid the gloom of nigh§I ftray, 
Or my. glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still nacure’s various face inferms my fenfe, 
Of an all-wife, all-powerfut Providence: ae 
When the gay fui firft breaks the thades of aizh¢ 
And ftrikes the diftant eattern hills with light,” 
Colour returns, the plains’ their livery wear, 
And a bright verdure clothes the finiling year} 
The blooming flowers with opening beauties glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces how; 
‘The barren cliffs with chalky fronts arife, 
And a pure azure arches v’er the fies, 
Bur when the gloomy reign of night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns ; 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boat, 
But, weep in dewy tears their beauty loft FF 
No diftant landfcapes draw our curious ¢: yeas 
Wrapt in night’s robe the whole creation lies 7” 
Yet Hill, ev'n now, while darknefs clothes the 2, 
We view the traces of th’ Almighty had; 
Millions of ftars in heaven’s wide vavie ap 
And with new glories hangs the boundlefs 
The filver moon ber weftern couch ferfak ¢ 
And o’er the fkies her nightly circle mak 
Her folid globe beats back the funy rays 
And to the world her betrogd light rey p 
Hoo f 
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; Whether thofe flars, that twinkling luftre fend, 
Are funs, and rolling worlds thofe funs attend, 
Man may conjecture, and new fchemes declare j 
Yet all bis fy!tems but conjectures are. 

Eut this we know, that heaven's cternal King, ~ - 

“Who bade this univerfe from nothing fpring, os 
Can at his word bid nuinerous worlds appear, |_| Who Wander ehrough the freets by night, 

| And rifing worlds th’ all-powerful word fhall hear. s pedeasd Liner 7 

When to the weftern main the fun defcends, .- | They flath our fons with bloody knives, .. - 

"To other lands a rifing day he lends; _.t} And on aur daughters fall; : 
‘The f{preading dawn another fhepherd fpies, And if they ravihh not our wiv 

| "The wakeful flocks from their warm folds arife; | We have geod luck withal,: * 
Refreth’d, the pedfant fecks his early toil, Coaches and chairs they overturn, 

And bids the plough correct the fallow foil. f Nay carts moft eafily : 

* While we in fleep’s embraces wate the nighty | Therefore from Gog, and eke Magog 

_ The climes oppos’d enjoy meridian light: Good Lord deliver me! . . 

And when thofe lands the bufy fun forfakes,. : 

With us again the rofy morning wakes; 
Tu lazy fleep the night rolls fwift away, 

. And neither clime laments his abfent ray. 

+ When the pure foul is from the body flown, - 
No more fhall night’s alternate reign be known ¢ 

‘The fun no moré fhall rolling light beftow, 

But from th’ Almighty ftreams of glory flow. 
Oh, may fome nobler thought my foul employ, 
‘Than empty, tranfient, fublunary joy! a 

. "The ftars fhall drop, the fun thall lofe his fame : 

But thop, O. God ; for ever. thine the fame. 


EPIGRAMMATICAL EXPOSTULATION 


From Mohoek and from Hawkubite,. = 
Good Lord deliver me! . 





EPITAPH OF BYE-WORDs; *" 


Herr lies a round woman, who thought mighty 
odd [God. 

Every word fhe e’er heard in this church about 

To convince her of God, the goed dean. did en- 
deavour, fs 

But fill in her heart fhe held nature more clever. 

Though he talk’d much of virtue, her head always 
run 

Upon fomething or other, the found better fun. 

For the dame, by her {kill in affairs aftronomical, 

Imagin’d to live in the clouds was bat comical. 

In this world the defpis’d every foul the met here, 

And now fhe’s in t’ other, she thinks it but queer. 


“<2 MY OWN EPITAPH, ‘> * 


Lire is a jeft, and all things fhow it; . 
{thought fo once, but now I know it. 









' A THOUGHT ON ETERNITY. 


- Fax the foundations of the woild were laid, 

Ere kindling light th’ Almighty word obey'd, 
‘Thou wert; and when the fubterrancous flame 
Shall burtt its prifon, and devour this frame, 
¥rom angry heaverwhen the keen lightning flies, 
‘When fervent heat diffolves the melting tkics, 


"Phou fill shale be ; fill as thou wert before, A MOTTO 
And know no change, when time fhall be no more. . . iS 
O endlefs thought | divine Eternity ! . : + For the Opera of Mutius Scavola $. 
‘Th’ immortal foul fhares but a part of thee ! Wno here bi : 
For thou wert prefent when our life began, : as anges words, or verfes, tongs, of 
‘When the warm duft thot up in breathing man. | 5 ike Mutius Sc i i 
Ah! what is life? with ills encompafs'd round, | Ti* Mutius Sczvola will burn his fingers. 
Amidft our hopes, fate trikes the fudden wound : “WoeLseN &E: 
To-day the ftatefman of new honour dreams, 5 aor 
‘To-morrow death deftroys his airy fchemes; ° ‘aA Porm. * 


Js mouldy treafure in thy cheft confin’d? 

‘hick all that treafure thou muft leave behind ; 

‘Thy heir with {miles thall view thy blazon'’d 
herfe, , 

And ail thy hoards with lavith hand difperfe, 

Should ceckin fate th’ impending blow delay, 

‘Thy mirth will ficken, and chy bloom decay 5 

‘Vhen feeble age will ali thy nerves difarm, ~ 

No mote thy blood its narrow channels warm. 

Who then would wifh- to ftretch this narro 

-— fpan, ; . 
To fuffer life beyond the date of man ?- 

The virtuous foul purfueaa nobler aim, 
And life regards but as a fleeting dreams" 
She longs to wake, and wifhes to get free, 
‘To launch from earth into cternity. 

For while the boundlefs theme extends our thought, 
Fea, Shugfand thoufand rolling years are nought, 


“ Nulla placere div, nec vivere carmina poftunt, 
“ Quz {cribuntur aque potoribus.’”” » 


Or happinefs terreftrial, and the fource _ [mofe; 
Whence human pleafures flow, fing, heavenly | 
Of fparkling juices, of th’ cplivening grape, , 
Whofe quickening tafte adds-vigour to the foul, ~ 
Whofe fovercin power revives decaying nature, 
And thaws the frozen blood of hoary age, 

A kindly warmth diffufing ;—youthful fires 

Gild his dim eyes, and paint with ruddy hue . 

His wrinkled vifage, ghaftly wan before: 

Cordial reftorative to mortal man, sf 
With copious band by bounteous gods beftow’d f 





® Anuexed, in 1712, to Gay's © Wonderful Pre 
pheey,” @ Bumorau: treatife on the Mobaks. 
© t da opera by Mr. Rolli, performed in 174%, 
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- Bacchus divine, and my adventerous fong, 
That with no middle fight intends to foar. 
Infpir’é, fublime, on Pegafean wing, 
By thee upborne, I draw Miltonic air. ji 
When fumiy vapours clog our loaded brows 
‘With furrow’d frowns; when ftupid, downcaft eyes, 
‘Th’ external fymptoms of remorfe within, 
Exprefs our grief; or when in fullen dumps, 
With head incumbent on expanded palm, 
Moping we fit, in filent forrow drown'd: __ 
‘Whether inveigling Hymen has trepann’d * 
‘Th’ unwary youth, and tied the Gordian knot 
Of jangling wedlock not to be diffolv’d; : 
‘Worry'd all day by loud Xantippe’s din, 
‘Who fails not to exalt him to the ftar, 
And fix him there among the branched crew 
+( Taurus, and Aries, and Capricorn, 
‘The greateft monfters of the zodiac) : - 
(Or for the lofs of anxious worldly pelf, 
Or Calia’s fcornful flights, and cold difdain, 
‘Which check'd his amorous flame with coy repulfe; 
“The worft events that mortals can befall : 
By cares deprefs’d, in penfive hyppifh mood, 
‘With floweft pace the tedious minutes roll. 
Why charming fight, but much morecharming guft, 
New life incites, and warms our chilly blood. 
“Straight with pert looks, we raife our drooping 
fronts, a 
~And pour in cryftal pure, thy purer juice ;-— 
With cheerful countenance and fteady hand *- 
Raife it lip-high, then fix the fpacious rim 
To the expecting mouth ;~-with grateful tafte, 
The ebbing wine glides {wiftly o’er the tongue $ 
The circling blood with quicker motion flies : 
Such is thy powerful influence, thou ftraight 
Difpell’ft thofe clouds, that, louring dark, eclipa’d 
The whilom glories of the gladfome face ;~— 
While dimpled cheeks, and {parkling, rolling eyes, 
Thy cheering virtues and thy worth proclaim, 
So mifts and exhalations, that arife 
From hills or fteamy lake, dufky or gray, 
Prevail ; till Phoebus fheds Titanian rays, 
And paints their fleecy thirts with fhining gold: 
Unable to refift, the foggy damps, : 
That veil'd the furface of the verdant fields, 
At the god's penetrating beams difperfe; 
The-earth again in former beauty {miles, 
dn gaudieft livery dreft, al! gay and clear, 
When difappointed Strephon meets repulfe, 
Scoffd at, defpis'd, in melancholic mood, 
Joylefs Ne waites in fighs the lazy hours; 
‘Till, reinfore’d by thy moft potent aid, 
, He ftorms the breach, and wins the beauteous fert. 
.To'pay thee homage, and receive thy blefling, 
‘The Britith feamen quits his native fhore, * 
And ventures through the tracklefs, deep abyfs, 
Ploughing the ocean, while the uphcav'd ozk, 
* With beaked prow, rides tilting o'er the waves ;" 
Shock’d by tempeftuous jarring winds, the rolls 
In dangers imminent, till fhe arrives —_—_—_[fence, 
At thofe beft climes thou favour’tt with thy pre- 
Whether at Lufitania’s fultry coat, =~ 7 
Or lofty Teneriff, Palma, Ferro, 
Provence, or at the Celtiberian thoress 


‘With gazing pleafure and aftonifament 


At Paradife (feat 6f our anctent firey 

He thinks himfcif arriv’d; the purple grapes, 

Jn Jargeft clufters pendant, grace the vines 
Innumerous ; in fields grotefque and wild 

They with implicit curls the oak entwine, 7 
And load with fruit divine his fpreading boughs; 
Sight moft delicious! not an jrkfome thought, 
Or of left native ifle, or abfent friends, 

Or deareft wife, or tender fucking babe, 


4 His kindly-treacherous memory now prefents; 


‘The jovial god has left no room for cares. 
Celeftial liquor | thou that didi infpire- 
Maro and Flaccus, and the Grecian bard, 
With lofty numbers, and heroic ttrains 
Unparallel’d ; with eloquence profound, 
And arguments convictive, didit enforce 
Fam’d Tully, and Bemofthenes renown’d ¢ 
Ennius, firft fam’d in Latin fong, in vain 
Drew Heliconian ftreams, ungrateful whet 
To jaded mnfe, and oft, with vain attempt, 
Heroic aéts, in fagging numbers dull, 
With pains eflay’d; but, abje@ fill and low, * 
His unreeruited mufe could never reach 
The mighty theme, till, from the purple fount 
Of bright Lenzan fire, her barren drought * 
He quench’d, and with infpiring neétarous juice 
Her drooping fpirits cheer’d ;—aloft the towers, 
Borne on ftiff pennons, and of war's alarms, 
And trophies won, in loftieft numbers fing, 
*Tis thou the hero's breaft to martial ad 
And refolution bold, and ardour brave, 
Excit’: thow’check’ft inglorious, lolling eafe, 
And flaggifh minds with generous fires inflam’ft. 
O thou, that firft my quicken'd foul didft warm, 
Still with thy aid aflift me, that thy praife, | 
Thy univerfal {way o'er all the world, 
In everlafting numbersytike the theme,. ~ 
I may record, and fing thy matchlefs worth, 
Had the Oxonian bard thy praife rehears’d, 
His mufe had yet retain'd her wonted height ; 
Such as of late o’er Blenheini's field fhe foar'd 
Aérial ; now in Ariconian bogs :, 
She lies inglorious floundering, like her theme 
Languid and faint, and on damp wing, immerg’d 
In acid juice, in vain attempts to rife. 
With what fublimeft joy from noify town, 
At rural feat, Lucretelus retir’d: 
Flaccus, untainted by perplexing cares, ee 
Where the white poplar, and the lofty pine, 
Join neighbouring boughs, {weet hofpitable thiide 


* 


‘Creating, from Phocbean rays fecure, 


A cool retreat, with few well-chofen friends, 

On flowery mead recumbent, fpent the hours 

In mirth innocuous, and alternate verfe ! 

Wich rofes interwoven, poplar wreaths 

‘Their temples bind, drefs of fylveftrian gods !, 

Choiceft neétarean juice crown’d largeft bowls, 

And overlook’d the brim, alluring fight, 

Of fragrant fcent, attractive, tafte divine! 

Whether from Formian-grape deprefe'd, Falern, 

Or Setin, Maffic, Gauran, or Sabine, 

Lefbian, or Coecuban, the cheering bowl 

Mov'd brifkly round, and fpurr'd their heighteh'd 

wit 

To fing Macenas’ praife, their patron kind; 

Xij . 
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But we not: 23 our priftine fires repair 
‘I’ umbrageous grot or vale; but, when the fun 
Faintly from weftern ikies his rays oblique 
Darts floping, and to Thetis’ watery lap 
Hidtens in prone career, with friends fele& 
Swiftly we hie to Devil *, young or old, 
Jocund and boon, where at the entrance ftands 
A ftripling, who with fcrapes and humil cringe 
Greets us in winning fpéech, and accent bland; 
‘With lighteft bound, and fafe, unerring fep, 
He fkips before, and nimbly climbs the ftairs: 
Melampus thus, panting with lolling tongue, 
And wagging tail, gembols, and frifks before / 
His fequent lord, from penfive wajk retutn’d, 
‘Whether in fhady wood, or pafture green, 
‘And waits hié coming at the well-known gate—: 
Nigh tg the ftnirs’ afcent, ia regal port, 
itsa majeltic dame, whofe looks denounce 
‘ominand and fovereignty ; with haughty air, 
_ ftudied mien, in femi-tircular throne’ *. ‘ 
nclos’d, the deals around her deead commands; 
Shad her (dazzling fight!) in order rang’d, 
Pile above pile, cryftalline veffels thine ; 2 
Attendant flaves With eager ftrides advance, 
And, after homage paid, baw] out aloud - 
Words unintelligible, noife confus’d : 
Sle knows thé jargon founds, and freight de- 
{eribes, 
Yn characters myfterious, words obfcure ; 
More legible are algebraic figns, . 
Gr, myftic figures by magicians drawn, + 
When they invoke th’ infesnal fpirlés aid, 
Drive hence the rude and barbarous diffonance 
Ct favage Thracjans, and Croation boora; ° 
‘The loud Centaurian broils with Lapithe 
Sound harfh and grating to Lenwan god; 
Chafe brusal feuds of Belgian fkippers henee : 
(Amid their cups, whofe innate temper’s fhown), 
In clumfy filt wielding fcymmeterian knife, _ 
‘Who flafh each other's eyes and blubber’d face,. 
Profaning Bacchanalian, folemn rites: 
Mafic’s harmonious numbers better fuit 
His ftettivals, from inftruments or voice, 
Ur Gafperini’s hand the trembling ftring 
Should touch; or from the dulcet Tufcan dames, 
Or warbling Toft's far more melodious tongue, 
Sweet Symphonies fhould flow, the Delian god 
For airy Bacchus is affociate meet. * 
‘The ftairs afcent now gain’d, our gaide unhars 
*, he doors of {pacious room, and creeking chairs 
(‘Uo ear offenfive) round the table fets, 
We fit, when thus his Horid fpeech begins : 
& Name, Sirs, the wiue' that siok invites your 
ts tafte, 
at oo or Burgundy, or Florence pure, 
* Or Hock antique, or Lifbon new or old, 








i Bourdeaux, of neat French wine, or Alicapt.”” 


oF Bourdeaux we with voice urtpniraons ~ 
Declare (fuch fympathy’ 's in boon compeers), 
le quits the room alert, but feom returns; « 
Obe hand capacious gliltering veffels bears 
Retplendent ; v other with a grafp fecures 











a . ‘The Devil-tevern, Temple. bar, frequented by bs 
Spey 
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A bottle (mighty charge) * upfaid, full fravfbe: 
With goodly wine. He, with extended hand“ 
Rais’d high, pours forth his fanguine frothy j juices 
O’erfpread with bubbles, diffipated foon ; - 
We ftrait to arms repair, experien’d vhiefe; 
Now glaffes clafh with glaffes (charming found ! 
And glorious Anna’s health, the firft, the beft; 
Crowns the full glafs ;—at hey infpiring name, 
‘The fprightly wine refults, and feems to fmile; 
With, hearsy ‘zeal, and with unanimous, 
Her health we drink, and in her health our own, 
A panfe enfues; and now with grateful chat 


“| W? improve the interval; and joyous mirth 


Engages ger rais’d fou!s, pat repartee, ” 

Or witty joke our airy fenfes moves 

To pleafant laughter; ftraight the echoing room - 
With oniverfal pealsand fhouts refounds, 

‘The royal Dane, bleft confort of the queen, 
Next crowns the ruby’d neétar, all whofe blits 
In Anna's plac’d with fympathetic flame, ‘ 
And mutual endearments, all her joys, 

Like the kind turtle’s pure untainted love, 

Centre in him, who fharés the grateful hearts 

Of loyal fubjets with his fovercign queen $ 

For by his prudent care, united fhores 

Were fav'd from hoftile fleets invafion dire. 
The hero Marlboropgh next, whofe vaft exy 

ploits 

Fame’s clation founds; freth laurels triumphs nevi, 

We with, like thofe he won at Hochitet’s field. ~ 

- Next Devonthire illuftrious, who from race 

OF nobleft patriots fprang, whofe worthy foul 

Is with each fair and virtuous gift adorn’d.  ~ 

‘That fhonc in his moft worthy anceftors : 

For then difting in feparate breafts werg, fees 

Virtues difting, bat all in him unite. 

Pradent Godolphin, of the nation’s weal 
Frugal, but free and generous of Ais own, 

Next crowns the bowl]; with faichfyl Sunderland, 
And Halifax, the mutes? darling fon, ‘ 
In whom confpicuous, with full luftre, thine 

The fureft judgment, and the brighteft wit, 

Himfelf Macenas and a EFlaccus too— ~ 


"|: And all the worthies of the Britifh team, 


In order rang’d, fucceed; fuch healchs as tinge 
The dulcet wine with a more charming guft. 
Now sig his miftrefs toafts, by whole bright 


He’s fir’ ae Cofmelia fair, or Dulcibel?; 
Or Sylvia, comely black, with jetty eyes * 


| Piercing ; or airy Celia, fprightly maid !— 


Infenfibly thus flow unnumber’d hours ; 

Glats facceeds glafs, till the Dircean god 

Shines in our eyes, and with his fulgent rays 

Enlightens our glad looks with lovely dye y 

All blithe and jolly, that, like Arthur’s knights, 

‘OF rotund table, fam?d in old records, 

Now moft we feem’ ‘d—fuch is the power of H7ixe, 
‘Thus we the winged hours in harmlefs mirth 

And joys unfully’d pa&, till humid night 

Has half her-race perform'd ; now all abroad — 

Is hoffi’d and filent, nor the rumbling noife * 

OF coach or cart, or fmoky link-boy’s call, 

Ts heard—but univerfal filencé reigns: 

When we ip merry plight, airy and gay, 
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Seurpris'd to find the hours fo fwiftly fy, .... - ~ 
‘With hafty knock, or twang of pendent cord, 
‘Alarm the drowfy youth from flumbering nods 
Startled he flies, and ftumbles o’er the ftairs 
®rroneous, gnd with bufy knuckles plics ‘ 
‘His yet clung eye-lids, and with ftaggering reel 
Enters confus'd, and muttering afks our wills 5 
‘When we with liberal hand the fcore difcharge; 
And homeward each his courfe with fteady 
Waerring fers, of cares and coin bereft, 


« 


« 










“pan 
, LAMENTATION OF GLUMDALCLITCH 
For the Loft of Grildrig *, 
A PASTORAL, 


‘Boom as Glumdalclitch mifs’d her pleafing care, 
She wept, fhe blubber’d, and fhe tore her hair. . 
No Britifh mifs fincerer grief has known, 
Her fquirrel mifling, er her fparrow flown. 7 
She furl’d her fampler, and haul’d in her thread, 
And ftuck her needle into Grildrig’s bed ; 
‘Then fpread her hands, and with a bounes let fall 
Her baby, like the giant in Guildhall. ; 
An peals of thunder now fhe roars, and now 
$e gently whimpers, like alowing cows. 

‘et lovely in her forrow itill appears; 
Her locks dithevel’d, and her flood.of tears, Sof 
Seem like the lofty barn of fome rich fwain, 
‘When from the thatch drips faft a thower of rain. 

In vain fhe fearch’d each cranny of the houfe, 
Each gaping chink impervious to a moufe. * 
“ Was {t for this (fhe cry’d) with daily cané 
& Within thy reach 1 fet the vinegar ; 
“ And fill'd the cruet with the acid tide, 
“ While pepper-water worms thy bait fuppty*4, 
“ “Where twin’d the filver eel around thy haok, 
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Doft thon, imbofom’din-the lovely rofe, “: 

Or funk within the peach’s down, repofe ? 
Within the king-cup if thy limbs are {pread, 
Or in the golden cowdlip’s velvet head: ° + 

O thowme, Flora, ’midft thofe {weets, the flower 
Where fleeps my Grildrig in his fragrant bower: 
* But ah! I fear thy little fancy roves 

On little females, and on little loves 5 

Thy pigmy children, and thy tiny {poufe, 

The baby-playthings that adorn thy houfe, 
Doors, windows, chimneys,andthe fpacieusrooms 
Equal in fize to cells of honeycombs. - 
Haft thou for thefe now ventur’d from the fhore, 
Thy bark a bean-fhell, and a ftraw thy oar? 
Or in thy box now bounding on the main ? 
Shall I ne’er bear thyfelf and houfe again ? 
And fhall-I fet thee on my hand no mor 

To fee thee leap the lines, and traverfe o'er 
My fpacious palm? of ftature fearce a fpan, 
Minuc the actions of a real man? : 
No more behold thee turn my watchs key, 

As feamen at a capftan anchors weigh? {treae, 
How waft thou wont to walk with cautious 
A difh of tea, like milk-pail on thy head! ; 
How chafe the mite that bore thy cheefe away; 
And keep the rolling maggot at abay "3° 

She faid; but broken accents flopt her voice, 


Soft as the fpeaking trumpet's mellow noife, + 
She fobb’d a ftorm, 
Which feem’d like two broad fans inmifty fkies | 
O! fquander not thy grief; thofe tears command 
To weep upon our cod in Newfoundland; ~ 

The plenteous pickle ftiall preferve the fith, 

And Eurppe tafte thy furrows ina dith. 


and wip'd her flowing eyes, 


TO QUINBUS FLESTRIN, 
+ The Man-Mountain—A Lilliputian Ode, 


“ And all the little monfters of the brook ? 7 i Man and fteed. ~ 
# Sure in that lake be deopt; My Grilly’s | Ix amaze ‘Troops, take heed} 
drown’d.’"— Loft, I gaze. Left and right 
She dragg’d the cruet, but no Grildrig found. Can our eyes __ Speed your flight! 
“ Vain is thy courage, Grilly, vain thy boaft: | Reach thy fice?,. Lett an hoft 
“ But lietle creatures enterprife the mot, ~ | May my laya ‘ . Beneath his foot bj 
“: Trembling, I've feen thee dare the kitten’s paw, | Swell’d with 7 : 







“ Nay, mix with children as they play’d at taw, 
“ Nor fear’d the marbles, as they bounding flew: 
“ Marbles to them, but rolling rocks to you. 

“ Why did I truft thee with that giddy youth! 
Who from a page can ever learn the truth? ~ 
Vers'd in court-tricks, that money-loving boy 
To fome lord’s daughter fold the living toy ;_ 
Or rent him limb from limb in cruel play, 

As children tear the wings of flies away. 

From place te place o’er Brobdingnag Ill roar, 
And never will return or bring thee home. 








Worthy thee 
Worthy met 
Mule, infpire. 
All thy fire! 
Bards of old 

Of him told, 
When they faid 

-} Atlas’ head So os 
Propt the fkies: feyes? 
See: and believe jyour When he cats, 


praifey . dof : 


- WW. 
Tarn'd afide \ 
From his hide, 
Safe from wound 
Darts rebound. 
From his nofe 
Clouds he blows 
When he fpeaks, 
‘Thunder breaks £ 


H “Famine threats! ~ 





“ But who hath eyes to trace the paffing wind ? 2 See him Rride ay When he drinks, 
“ How then thy fairy footfteps can I find? Valleys wide s ~ Neptune fhrinks § «. 
* Doft thou bewilder’d wander all alone, Over woods, -- Nigh thy ear, 
“ In the green thicket of a moffy ftone; nate Over floods... in mid air, 
** Or, tumbled from the toadftool's fippery round, } When he treads, On thy hand, 
* Perhaps, all maim'd, lie grovelling on the | Mourtains heads | Let me ftand, 
ground? y- se Groan and fhake : So tall I 
s «| Armies quake, | I: ‘types ! Ya 
© In Faulkener’s edition, this poem §s afcribed io Pope, Lett his fpura’ : F Ss “ 7 * o 


$20 the Lilliputian Ode te Arbutbant, 


Overturn 








ee werent ull Ge aden 


fang (3) Are Arthur, then fang (2) Alfred, 


(3) Eliza za in, God’ an 
rita i. an 


dub his better cca * 
ferve him like a frient? : 


<i hone Jobs thy wt ! 


TH NOTES BY THE AUTHOR. 
a knuckle of yeal; 
ay buy it or fteals 
p piecet cut it: 
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Salt, pepper, and mace ‘ 
"Mutt feafon thisknuckle; 
‘Then ¢ when what's join’d to place 

‘With other herbs muckle; * 
‘That which killed: Sune — 
And what never 
Some § {prigs of 
Where children are rie ws 
Which much you will mend, if” 
Both fpinnage and endive, ~ Ss 
And lettice, 
With marigold meet. ~ 
Put no water at all, 
For it maketh things fmall, 
Which, left it fhould happen, 
A clofe cover clap on. 
Pat this pot of ** Wood’s metal 
in a hot boiling kettle, 
And there let it be 

(Mark the doétrine J teach) 
A me pape 


Sea ge 


pst your hat off, 


O, then, with what rapture 
‘Will it fill dean and ter 


ACIS AND GALATEA, 
“Aaemars, 
The Mfc by Mr. Handel, 


PART I. 


A rural 4 aver rock: 

ae es jo lg ce a yen= 
and fhepherds, diftri- 
pes and {ere 


and a river. Acis 

tain, Chorus of A 
buted about the 
difcovered fitting, upon a mountain.] 


CHORUS. 
O rue pleafure of the plains! ~ 
Happy nymphs and fwains 
(Harmlefs, neat: free, and me 
Dance and fport the 


For us the ephyr blows, 
For us ie dew, 

For us unfolds the rofe, 
And sewers difplay “their hue: 

For us the winters rain ; 

Sprlag lorie Iecasabe pres 
ring fwel usthe grain, 

Mand autumn bleeds the vine. 


RECITATIVE, 


Galatea, 
t plains, and 


Ye ver 
Purling 


+ Vulge, falary. 





mountains, 
eams, and bu! ling fountains, 





r 


we she. 


s 


tty by Bal oat tl Nae pe 


Parfley. Vide 


farthing Dean. 


tt | Wiss we fupprfe te be near four bears 


** Of this compofition, ee We works te Copper- Fl 


Ye painted glories of the field, 
‘WVain’are the pleafures which you yield; 
Too thin the thadow of the grove, 
Too faint the gales, to coul my love. 

AIR. 

Huth, you pretty warbling choir, 
Your thrilling ftrains . 
Awake my pains, 

And kindle fierce defire : 

Ceafe your {ong, and take your flights 
Bring back my Acis to my fight. 
a "Da Capa, 

AIR, : 


Asis. 
‘Where fhall [ (eek the charming fair ? 
Direé& the way, kind genius of the mountaihs ; 
" Qtell me if you faw my dear; 
Seeks the the groves, or bathes in cryftal fountains? 
TOTES Cates 
RECITATIVE. ‘ a 
Damon, 
Stay, fhepherd, flay! ~ 
ee how thy flocks in yonder valley ftray. 
What means this melancholy air? = 
No more thy tuneful pipe we hear, 
AIR. = 
Shepherd, what art thou purfuing, 
Heedlefs running to thy ruin? 

Share our joy, otr pleafure thare: 
Leave thy paffion till to-morrow ; 
Let the day be free from forrow, 

Free from love, and free from care. 

ee Da Cape. 
« RECITATIVE, =| : 
Acis, * 
Lo here, my love! NN 
Turn, Galatea, hither turn thine eyess 
See at thy feet the longing Acis lice. ' 
AIR. oe 
Love in her eyes fits playing, 

And theds delicious death 5 
Love in her lips is ftraying, 

And warbling in her. breath 
Love on her breaft fits panting, 

And fwells with foft defire ; 

Nor grace, ner charm, is wanting 

To fet the heart on fire, 


RECETATIVE. 
Galatea, 
O! didft thou know the pains of abfent love, 
wfacls wauld ne’er from Galatea rove.) * 


AIR. 

Aswhenthe dove = + 
. Laments his love, 

Allon the naked fpray; 

‘When he returns, * 

No more fhe mourns, 

But loves the live-long day. 
" Billing, cooing, 

Panting, wooing, 
Melting murmurs fill the grove; 
Melting murmurs, lafting love. 

DUET. 
Miis and Galatea, ! 
Happy we! 
‘What joys I fee} !—What charms I fee! 


- POEMS - 


5 Io 
Of all youths, thou dearoft boy ! -. 
Of all nymphs, thou brighteft fair! - 
Thou all my blifs, chou all my joy! e 
: s Da Cape. 
eHORUS, 


Happy we, &c. 


PART I, - 
A Concerto on the Organ.” 


CHORUS. + 
‘Wartcnan lovers! fate has pafe'd 
This fad decree—no joy thall lat. 
Wretched lovers! quit your dream; 
Behold the monfter Polypheme. 
See what ample ftrides he takes; ~ 
The mountain nods, the foreft thakes: 
‘The waves run frighten’d to the fhores s 
Hark, how the thundering giant roars! 
ag RECITATIVE accompanied, 
Polypheme. 
Trage, I melt, I burn, ® 
The feeble god has ftabb’d me to the heart. 
‘Thou trufty pine, : . 
Prop of my godlike fteps, Jay thee by. 
Bring me a hundred reads, of decent growth, 
To make a pipe for my-capacious mouth; 
In foft enchanting accents let me breathe 
Sweet Galatea’s beauty, and my love, na 
bi AIR. 
O ruddier than the cherry! 
O fweeter than the berry! 
O nymph more bright 
‘Than moon-fhine night, 
Like kidlings blithe and merry £ 
Ripe as the melting clufter! 
No lily has fuch luftre ; 
Yet hard to tame 
As raging flame, 7 E 
And fierce as forms that blafter! vs 
va : Da Capa 


*. Reerrarive. 
Polyphemus, Galatea, 
Poly. Whither, faireft, are thou running, 
Still my warm embraces fhunning ? 
Gal. The lion calls not to his prey; 
Nor bids the wolf the lambkin flay. 
Ply. Thee Polyphemus, great as Jove, 
Calls to empire, and to love 
* To his palace in the rock, 
To his dairy, to his flocks 
‘To the grape of purple hue, 
To the plum of glofly blue; 
Wildings which expe@ing ftand, 
Proud to be gather’d by thy hand. 
Gal. Of infant-limbs to make my food, 
And fwill full draughts of human blood ! 
Go, monfter : bid fome other gue; 
I lothe the hoft ; I tothe the feat. 
AIR. ‘ 
” - Polypbemus. ” 
Ceafe to beauty to be fuing: 
Ever whining love difdaining, 
Let the brave, their aims purfuing, ~ 
Sul be conquering, not complainig. + 
‘ Pe Cope, 
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AIR, 
Damion. 
Would you gain the tender creature? 
Softly, gently, kindly treat her ; 
Suffering is the lover's part ¢ 
Beauty by conftraint poffeiling, 
You enjoy but half the blefling, 
Lifelefs charms without the heart, 
Da Capen 
RECITATIVE, 
‘ Ais. 
His hideous love provokes my rage; 
Weak as I am, 1 muft engage: 
Infpie’d with thy victorious charms, 
‘Khe god of love will lend his arms, 
AIR. 
Love founds'th’ alarm, 
And fear is a flying ¢ 
When beauty’s the prize, 
What mortal fears dying? 
In defence of my treafure, 
¥'d bleed at cach vein; 
Without her no pleafure;. 
_ For Jike is a pain. 
Da Capp. 
AIR, 
Damon. © 
Confider, fond fhepherd, 
How fleeting’s the pleafure, 
‘That flatters our hopes 
In purfuit of the fair 
The joys that attendit,  *» 
By moments we meafpre; 
* But life is too little 2 
To meafure our care, . 
; me Da Cape, 
RECITATIVES , 

7 : Galatea. § 
Ceafe, O ceafe, thou gentle youth; 
“Pruft my conftancy and truth; 

‘Traft my truth, and powers above, 
‘The powers propitious ftill to love. ~ 
TRro, 
cis, Galatea, and Polypheme. 


Acis and Gal. The flocks fhall leave the mountains, 


The woods the turtle-dove, 


The nymphs forfake the fountains, 


Ere I forfake my love. 
Poly, Torture! fury! rage! defpair! 
T cannot, cannot, cannot bear. 


Avis and Gal, Not thowers to larks fo pleafing, 
: Nor fun-thine to the bee; 


fe _ Not fleep te toil fo eafing, 7 
As thefe dear fmiles to mee 


Poly. Fly fwift, thou mafly ruin, fy 3° 
“Die, prefumptuous Acis, die. 
RECITATIVE, © 
Acis. 


Holp, Galatea! help, ye parent gods! 
‘And take me dying to your deep abodes! 


3 enoRus. i 
Mourn, all ye mufes; weep, ye fwains; 
Tune, tune your reeds to doleful ftrains; 


Groans, cries, and howlings, fill the neighbouring 


fhore, 
Ah{—the gentle Acis is no more, 
SONG AND cHoRUS, 
: Galatea. 
> Muft t mf Acis ftill bemoan, 
Inglorious crufh’d beneath that ftone # 
Mutt the lovely charming youth 
« Die for his conftancy and truth ? 
Say, what comfort can you find? 
For dark defpair o’erclouds my mind, 
CHORUS, 
Ceafe, Galatea, ceafe to grieve; 
Bewail not, when thou canft relieve : 
Call forth thy power, employ thy art > *~ 
‘The goddefs foon can hea) thy fmart : 
To kindred gods the youth return, 
Through verdant plains to roll his urns 
RECITATIVE. 
Galatea. 


*Tis done: thus I exert my power divine s 
Be thou immortal, though thou-art not mist, 


AiR. 
Heart, thou feat of foft delight } ” 
Be thou now a fountain bright ; 
. Purple be no more thy blood, 
Glide thou like a cryftal flood ; 
Rock, thy hollow womb difclofe: 

. The bubbling fountain, lo! it flows, 
Through the plains he joys to rove, 
Murmuring ftill his gentle love. 

CHORUS, 

, Galatea, dry thy tears: 

_Acis now a god appears. p 
See how he rears him from his beds 
See the wreath that binds his head. 
Hail! thou gentle murmuring flreamy 
Shepherds’ pleafure, mufes’ theme; 
Through the plain fill joy to rowey 
Murmuring fil thy gentle love. 


“POEMS 


is 





TRANSLATIONS, 


‘WHE STORY OF ACHELOUS AND HERCULES, 


FYROM OViD’S METAMORPHOSES. BOOK Ix. 


The Argument. 


Thefeus, returning from a great hunting-match in Calydon, is ftopped from proceeding by the 
overflowing of the river Acheloiis. The god of the ftream courteoufly invites him into his cave, 


where they pafé the time in difcourfing of various metamorphofes, At iaft,to prove the pofibility 


of {uch changes, he afferts that he has himfelf the power of varying his form within certain limi- 
tations, atnong which he mentions his having loft one of his horns when in the fhape of a bull; 


and this gives rife to the following tory. 


‘Tursevs requefts the god to tell his woes, 


Whence his maini'd brow, and whence his groans) 


arofe ; 
‘When thus the Calydonian ftream reply'd, 
With twining reeds his carelefs trefles tied : 
* Ungrateful is the tale; for who can bear, 
$ When conquer'd, to rehearfe the thameful war? 
* Yet I'll the melancholy ftory trace ; 
“ So great a conqucror foftens the difgrace ; 
“ Nor was it ftill fo mean the prize to yield, 
“ As great and glorious to difpute the field, 
§ Perhaps you've heard of Deianira’s name, 
For all the courtry {poke her beauty’s fame. 
“ Long was thenymph by numerous fuitors woo'd, 
Each with addrefs his envy’d hopes purfued: 
I join’d the loving band; to gain the fair, ~ 
 Reveal’d my paflion to her father’s ear. 
« Their vain pretenfions all the relt refign ; 
“ Alcides only ftrove to equal mine : 
He boafts his birth from Jove, recounts his {poils, 
“ His ftep-dame’s hate fubdued, and fivith’d toils. 
* Can mortala then (faid 1) with gods compare? 
# Behold a god; mine is the watery care: 
“ Through your wide realms I take mymazy way, 
* Branch into ftreams, and o'er the region ftray : 
No foreign gueft your daughter’s charms adores, 
« But one who rifes in your native fhores, 
Let not his punithment your pity move ; 
Is Juno's hate an argument for love? 
Though you your life from fair Alcmena drew, 
“ Jove’s a feign’d father, or by fraud a true, 
* Choofe then; confefs thy mother's honour loft, 
Or thy defcent from Jove no longer boaft.” 
While thus I fpoke, he look’d with ftern dif- 
dain, | ; .- 
Nor could the fallies of his wrath reftrain, 
Which thus broke forth: “ ‘his arm decides our 
right: (fight !” 
“ Vanquith'd in words; be mine the prize in 
“ Bold he ruth'd on, My honour to maintain, 
& I fling my verdant garments on the plain, 


« 
“ 
« 


“ 
“ 
“ 
“6 

e 


My arms flretch forth, my pliant fimbs rey 

Aad with bent hands epee the farious wars 7 

O'er my fleck fkin now gather'd duit he throws, 

And yellow fand his mighty mufcles ftrows. 

Oft’ he my neck and nimble legs affails, 

He feems to grafp me, but as often fails: 

‘ach part he now invades with cager hand; 

Safe in my bulk, immoveable { ftand.  ~ 

So when loud ftorms breaks high, and foaia 
“ and roar 

Againft fome mole that ftretches from the fhores. 

The firm foundation lafting tempefts braves, 

Defies the warring winds, and driving waves. 

© Awhile we breathe, then forward ruth amaing 

Renew the combat, and our ground maintain; 

Foot ftrove with foot, I prone extend my breaft, 

Hands war with hands, and forehead forehead, 
“ prefs'd. 7 

Thus bave I feen two furious bulls engage, 

inflam’d with equal love, and equal rages; =i 

Each claims the fairett heifer of the grove, 

And conqueft only can decide their love : ty 

‘The trembling herds furvey the fight from farg 

Till vilory decides th’ important war. 

‘Three times in vain he ftrove. amy joints to wreft; 

‘To force my hold, and throw me from his breaft; 

The fourth h¢ broke my gripe, that clafp'd him. 
* round. 

Then with new force he ftretch’d me on the 
ground; 

Clofe to my back the mighty burden clung, 

As if a mountain o’er my limbs were flung. ~ 

“ Believe my taie; nor do 1, boaftful aim 

By feign'd narration to extol my fame. 

No fooner from his gafp I freedom get, 

Unlock my arms, that fow'd with trickling 

“ «© fwear, 

But quick he {ciz’d me, and renew'd the ftrife, 

As my exhaufted bofom pants for life; 

My neck he gripes, my knee to earth he ftraing: 

1 fall, and bite the fand with dhame and pains, © 


= 
© Oler-mateh’d in-firength, to wiles and arts I 
» take, | 
* And flip his hold, in form of fpeckled fnake; 
* Whe, whefi I'wreath’d in fpires my body round, 
. © Or fhow’d my forky-tongue with hifling found, 
® Smiles at my threats, Such foes my cradle 
“ knew, 
* He cries; dive dnakes my infant-hand o'etthrew; 
“A dragon's form might other conqueits gain ; 
* To war with me you take that fhape in vain, 
* Art thou proportion'd to the Hydra’s length, 
+ Who by hiswounds receiv'daugmented ftreugth? 
* He rais’d a hundred hifling heads in air; ~ 
* When one J lopp'd. up fprung a dreadful pair. 
* By his wounds fertile, and with flaughter ftrong, 
« Singly E quell’d him, and ftretch’d dead along. 
* What canft thou do, a form precarious, prone, 
* To roufe my rage with terrors not thy own?” 
“ He faid; and round my neck his hands he caft, 
* And with his ftraining fingers wrung me faft : 
My throat he tortur’d, clofe as pincers clafp, 
© Jn vain I ftrove ta loofe the forceful grafp. 
“ Thus vanquith’d too, a third form ftillremains, 
© Chang’d to a bull, my lowing fills the plains. 
“ Straight onthe left his nervous arms were thrown 
* Unon my brindled neck, and tugg’d it down; 
Then deep he ftruck my horn into the fand, 
“ And fell'd my bulk along. the dufty land, 
“ Nor yet his fury cool’d; "twixt rage and fcorn, 
* From my maim'd front he tore the ftubborn 
“horns: (bear, 
© This, heap’d with flowers and fruits; the Najads 
* Sacred to plenty, and the bounteous year.’ 
* He fpoke ; when lo! a beautcousnymph appears, 
' Girt, like Diana’s train, with flowing hairs; 
‘The horn he brings, in which all autuman’s ftor’d, 
And ruddy apples for the fecond board, |“ 

Now morn begins to dawn, the fun’s bright fire’ 
Gilds the high mountains, and the youths retire ; 
Nor ftay'd they, till the troubled ftream fubfides, 
And in its bound with peaceful current glides, ” 
But Acheloiis in his oozy bed 
Deep hides his brow deform’d, and ruftic heads 
No real wound the victor’s triumph fhow’d, 

But his loft honours griev’d the watery god; 
Yet ev'n that lofs the willow’s leaves-o’erfpread, 
Aad, verdant reeds, in garlands, bind his head, 


‘The Diath of Neffes the Centaur. 


‘T'nis virgin too, thy love, O Neffus, found, 
'To her alone you owe the fatal wound. 

As the ftrong fon of Jove his bride conveys, 
‘Where his paternal Jands their bubwarks raifes 
‘Where from her flopy urn Evenus pours 

Her rapid current, fwell’d by wintery fhowers, 
He came.- The frequent eddies whirl’d the tide, 
And the deep rolling waves all pafs deny’d, 

As for himfelf, he ftood unmov'd by fears, 
¥or now his bridal charge employ’d his cares. © 
‘The ftrong-limb’d Neffus thus officious cry’d 

, (For he the fhallows of the ftream had try’d), 
Swim thou, Alcides, all thy ftrength prepare ; 
On yonder bank Vil lodge thy nuptial care. 

~ Th’ Aonian chief to Neffus trufts his wife, 


All pals, and trembling for her hero’s life g 
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Cloth’d as he ftood in the fierce Fonts hid 

The laden quiver o’er his fhoulder ty 

(For crofs the ftream his bow and chub were caltdy 

‘Swift he plung'd in; thefe billows fhall be pais'de 
He faid, nor fought where {mother watcrsglides 

Bat ftemm'd the rapid dangers of the tide. 

‘The bank he reach’d : again the bow he bears; 

When, hark! his bride's known voice alarms bie 


ears, 


4] Neffus, to- thee I call (aloud he cries) ; 


‘Vain is thy truft in flight, be timely wife: 
Thou monfter double-thap’d, my right fet frees 
If thou no reverence owe my fame and me, 


‘| Yet kindred thould thy lawlefs luft deny. + 


Think not, perfidious wretch, from me to fly, 

Though wing'd with horfe’s peed ; wounds fhalf 
irfuc ; 

Swift as his words the fatal arrow flew t 

The Centaur’s back admits the feather’d wood, 

And through his breaft the barbed weapon ftdod ; 

Which when, in anguith, through the fleth he tore, 

From both the wounds gufh'd forth the fpumy gore 

Mix’d with Lernzon venom ; this he touk, ” 

Nor dire revenge his dying breatt forfook. 

His garment, it the reeking purple dy’d, 

To roufe love’s paflion, he prefents the t Brides, 


S:, Lhe Death of Herculery 


Now a long ‘interval of time fucceeds, 

When the great fon of Jove’s immortal deeds, 

And ftepdame's bate, had fill’d earth’s utmoft 
round; 

He from Occhalia, with new laurels crown'd, 


-In triumph was return’d. He rites prepares, 


And to the king of gods direéts his prayers, 
When : ‘ame (who Filichooa clothes i in truth’s dife 


ite, 
And fwells hex little bulk with growing lies) ~ 
‘Thy tender ear, O Deianira, mov'd, * 
That Hercules the fair tole lov’ 'd, 

Her love believes the tale; the'trath fhe fears 
Of his new paffion, and gives way to tears. ~ 
The flowing tears diffus’d her wretched grief, 
Why feck T I thus, from ftreaming eyés, relief > 
She cries; indulge not thus thefe fruitlefs‘cares, 
‘The harlot will but triumph in thy teats: 

Let fomething be refolv’d, while yet tiere’s times 


| My bed not confcious of 2 rival’s crime. 


In filence fhall 1 mourn, or loud complain 2 

Shail I feek Calydon, or here remain ? 

What though, ally’d to Meleager’s fame, 

I boaft the honours of a fifter’s name ? 

My wrongs, perhaps, now urge me to parfie 

Some defperate deed, by which the world thall 

view 

How far revenge and woman's rage can rife, 

When weltering in her blood the harlot dies. 
‘Thus various paflions rul’d by turns her breaft, 

She now refolves to fend the fatal veft, - [move 

Dy’d with Lernwan gore, whofe power ‘might _ 


' His fon} anew, and roufe declining love. 


Nor knew fhe what her fudden rage beftow’, 
When the to Lichas rufts her future woes; 
With foft endearments fhe the boy commands 
To bear the garment to her bufband’ I's hands. 


POEM &. 


” ‘Th’ ygrwitting hero takes the gift in hafte, 
And o’ershis fhoulders Lerna’s poifon caft. 
> Aeefirft the fire with frankincenfe he ftrows, 
And utters to the gods his holy vows; 
And on the marble altar’s polifin’d frame 
’ Pours forth the grapy ftream; the rifing fame 
Sudden diffolves the fubtle poifonous juice, 
“Which taints his blood, and all his nerves bedews. 
With wonted fortitude he bore the fmart, 
And not a groan confefe'd his Lurning hegre. 
At length his patience was fubdued by pain, 
He rends the facred altar from the plain; 
Oete’s wide forefts echo with his cries! 
Now to rip off the deathful robe he tries. 
‘Where’er he plucks the veft, the fkin he tears, 
‘The mangled mufcles and huge bones he bares, 
(A ghattly fight!) or, raging with his pain, 
To rend the fticking plague he tugs in vain. 
As the red iron hiffes in the flood, 
So boils the venom in his curdling blood. 
Now with the greedy flame his entrails glow, 
And livid fweats down all his body flow ; 
‘The cracking nerves burnt up are burft in twain, 
‘The lurking venom melts his fwimming brain, 
Then, lifting both his hands aloft, he cries, 
Glut thy revenge, dread emprefs of the fkies 5 
Sate with my death the ranceur of thy heart, 
Look down with pleafure, and enjoy my fmart, 
Or, if e’er pity mov'd a hoftile breaft 
(For here I ftand thy enemy profeft), 
‘Take hence this hateful life, with tortures torn, 
Inur'd to trouble, and to Jabours born. 
Death is the gift moft welcome to my woe, 
And fuch a gift a ftepdame may beftow. 
‘Was it for this Bufiris was fubdued, [blood ? 
‘Whote barbarous temples reck’d with ftrangers’ 
Prefs’d-in thefe arms, his fate Antzus found, 
Nor gain’d recruited vigour from the ground, , 
Did J not triple-form’d Geryon fell? 
Or did { fear the triple dog of hell? 
Did not thefe hands the buil’s arm’d forehead hold? 
Are not our mighty toils:in Elis told? 
Did not Stymphalian lakes proclaim my fame? 
And fair Parthenian Woods refound my name ? 
Who feiz'd the golden belt of Thermodon ? 
And who the dragon-guarded apples won ? 
Could the fierce Centaur’s ftrength my force with- 
ftand; - 
Or the fell boar that fpoil’d th’ Arcadian land ? 
Did not thefe arms the Hydra’s rage fubdue, 
‘Who from his wounds to double fury grew ? 
‘What if the Thracian horfes, fat with gore, 
‘Who human bodies in their mangers tore, 
I faw, and with their barbarous lord o’erthrew ? 
What if thefe hands Nemza’s lion flew ? 
Did not this neck the heavenly globe fuftain ?—~ 
‘The female partner of the thunderer’s reiga, 
Fatigu’d, at length fulpends her harfh commands; 
Yet no fatigue hath flack’d thefe valiant hands. + 
But now new plagues purlue me; ucither force, 
Nor arms, nor darts, can ftop their raging courfe. 
“Pevouring deme through my rack’d entrails ftrays, 
Aad en my iungs and fhrivell’d mofcles preys; 
Yet {tii] curyftheus breathes the vital air! 
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Lhe Transformation of Lychas inte a Rosh. 


‘Tur hero faid; and, with the torture ftung, 

Furious o’er Octe’s lofty hills he fog! 

Stuck with the thaft, thus {cours the ‘tiger round, 

And {eeks the flying author of his wound, 

Now might you fee him trembling, now he venta 

His anguifh’d foul in groans and loud laments; 

He itrives to tear the clinging veft in vain, 

And with up-rooted foretts ftrews the plain 5 

Now, kindling into rage, his hands he rears, 

And to his kindred gods direéts his prayers. 

When Lychas, lo, he fpies, who trembling flew, 

And, in a hollow rock conceal’d from view, 

Had fhunn’d his wrath, Now grief renew’d hit 
pain, 

His madnefs chaf’d, and thus he raves again + 

Lychas, to thee alone my fate I owe, 

Who bore the gift, the caufe of all my woe. 

The youth all pale with fhivering fear was ftung, 

And vain excufesfaulter'd on his tongue. 

Alcides fnatch’d him, as with fuppliant face 

He itrove to clafp his knees, and beg for grace.” 

He tofs’d him o’er his head with airy courfe, 

And hurl’d with more than with an engine's 
force; 

Far o’er th’ Euboran main aloft he flies, 

And hardens by degrees amid the tkics, 

So thowery drops, when chilly tempefts blow, 

Thicken at firft, then whiten into fnow ; 5 

In balls congeal’d the rolling fleeces bound, 

In folid hail refult upon the ground, 

‘Thus, whirl’d with nervous force through dif, 

tant air, 

The purple tide forfook his veins with fear 5 

All moitture left his limbs Transform’d to ftong, 

In ancient days the craggy flint was known . 

Still in th? Eubcean waves his front he rears, : 

Still the {mall rock in human form appears, i 

«ind ftill the name of haplefs Lychas beare, 


The .ipotheofis of Hercules. 
Bor now the hero of immortal birth 
Fells Oete’s forefts on the groaning earth ;- 
A pile he builds; to Philoctetes’ care 
He leaves his deathful inftruments of wars 
To him commits thofe arrows, which again 
Mutft fee the bulwarks of the Trojan reign. 
The fon of Pan lights the lofty pyre, 
High round the ftru@ure climbs the greedy fires. 
Plac’d on the top, thy nervous fhoulders {pread 
With the Nemzan-fpoils thy carclefs head; + 
Rais’d on the knotty club, with look divine 5 
Here thou, dread hero of celeftial line, 
Waft ftretch’d at eafe 5 as when,a cheerful gueft, 
Wine crown’d thy bowls, and fowers thy tempire 

dreft, 

Now on ali fides the potent flames afpire, 
And crackle round thofe limbs that mock the fire- 
A fudden tremor feiz’d th’ immortal hoft, 


“ Who thought the world’s profeft defender loft. 


‘This when the thunderer faw, with {miles he 
cries, 
’Tis from your fears, ye gods, my pleafures rife; 
Joy {wells my breaft, that my alj ruling hand 


, 
aR 
‘That you my fuffering progeny wonld aid; 
Though to his deeds this juit refpeét be paid, - 
Me you've oblig'd. Be all your fears forborn, 
‘Th’ Octean fires do thou, great hero, feorn, 
‘Who vanquith'd all things, fuall fubdue the flame. 
‘That part alone of grofs matern4l frame 
Fire thalt devour; while what from me he drew 
Shall live immortal, and its force fubdue; 
‘That, when he’s dead, I'll raife to realms above ; 
May all the powers the righteous a@ approve ! 
M any god diffent, and judge too great 
‘The facred honours of the heavenly feat, - 
¥v'n he fhall own, his deeds deferve the fky, 
Ev'n he, reluétant, fhall at length comply. 
‘Th’ aflembled powers affent. No frown till now 
‘Had mark’d with paffion vengeful Juno’s brow. 
Mean while whate’er was in the power of flame 
‘Was all confum’d, his body's nervous frame 
No more was knowa ;-~of human form bereft, 
'Th’ eternal part of Jove alone was left. 

As an old ferpent cals his fealy velt, 
‘Wreathes in the fun, in youthful glory dreft; 
So when Alcides mortal mould refign'd, 7 
His better part enlarg’d, and grew refin’d, 
Angutt his vilage thone; almighty Jove 
Tn his fwift car his honour'd offspring drove 5 
High o’er the hollow clouds the courfers fly, 
And lodge the bero in.the ftarry iky. 





+ Lhe Transformation of Galanthis. 


‘Arias perceiv’d the load of heaven’s new gueft. 
Revenge ftill rancour'd ih Luryftheus’ breaft 
Againft Alcides’ race. Alcmena goes 

To Iole,. to vent maternal woes; 

Here the pours forth her grief, recounts the fpoils 
Mer fon had bravely reap’d in glorious toils, 
"This tole, by Hercules’ commands, 2% 
‘Hyllus had lov'd, and join’d in nuptial bands. 


Her (welling womb the teeming birth confefs’d;— 


‘To whom Alcmena thus her fpcech addrefe'd ¢ 
© may the gods protect thee, in that hour, . 
‘When “midit thy throes thou cali'ft th’ Tithyan 
‘May no delays prolong thy racking pain, [power ! 
As when I fued for Juno's aid in vain! 
‘When now Alcides’ mighty birth drew nigh, 
. And the tenth fign roll’d forward on the tky, 

My womb extends with fuch a mighty load, 
AAs Jove the parent of the burden fhow’d. 

‘ could no more th’ increafing fmare fuftain t« 
My horror kindlesto recount the pain ; 

cold chills my limbs while I the tale purfue,._ 
And now methinks I feel my pangs anew. 
Seven days and nights amidit inceffant throes, 
Hatigued with ills I lay, nor knew repofe ; 
When lifting high my hands, in fhrieks | pray’d, 
Implor’d the gods, and call’d Lucina’s aid. 

She came, but prejudie’d to give my fate 
A facrifice to vengetul Juno’s hate. 
She hears the groaning anguish of my fits, 
And on the altar at my door fhe fits ; 
Over her- left knee her crofiing leg the cafk, 
‘then kuits her fingers clofe, and wrings them fat: 
This fay’d the birth; in muttering verfe fhe 
pray’d, 
"Fhe mutiering verie th’ unfinith'd birch delay’d. 
5 3 
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Now with fierce firnggles, raging witli wy pate. 
At Jove’s ingratitude £ rave in vain. . 
How did 1 with for death! fuch groans I femtyriwe 
As might have made the flinty heart relent. 3 
Now the Gadmeian matrons round me prefs, 
Offer their vows, and feek to bring redrefs. 
Among the Theban dames Galanthis ftands, 
Steong-limb’d, red hair'd, and juft to my come 
* mands: eo 
She firft perceiv’d that all thefe racking wocs 
From the perfilting hate of Juno rofe, 
As here and there fhe pafs'd, by chance the fees 
The feated goddefs; on her clofe-prefs’d knees 
Her faf-knit hands fhe leans : with cheerful voicd , 
Galanthis cries, Whoe’er thou art, rejoice ; 
Congratulate the dame, fhe liesat ret, .° ..:t 
Ac length the gods Alcmena’s womb have bleft. - 
Swift from her feat the flartled goddefs fprings, : 
No more conceal’d, her hands abroad fhe flings; . « 
The charm unloos’d, the birth my pangs reliev’d y°.” 
Galanthis’ laughter vex’d the power deceiv'd, 
Fame fays, the godde(s dragg’d the laughing maid, 
Faft by the hair; in vain her force eflay’d 
Her groveling body from the ground to.rear¥” - 
Chang’d to fore feet her thrinking arms appear ; 
Her hairy back her former hue retains, 
The form alone is loft; her ftrength remains; 
Who, fince the lie did from her mouth proceed, _ 
Shall ps her pregnant mouth bring forth her ~ 
reed 5 ‘ 
Nor fhall the quit her lon-frequented home, ~ 
But haunt chofe houfes where the lov'd to roams 


he Story of Iolaits Reflored to Youth, 
ats fF. 
ARGUMENT, $4 

Tolé having related the fable of her fifter Dryopéy 
who was changed into a tree for violating the 
bloffoms of the plant Lotis (once a nymph) ¢ 
while the is difcourfing on thefe matters with 
Alcmena, the finds new matter of wonder, ia 

the fudden change of lealiis to a youth. 


Waite lolé the fatal change declares, 
Alemena’s pitying hand oft wip’d her tears. [fliesy 
Grief tuo ttream'd down her checks; foon forreW 
And rifing joy the trickling moiflure dries : 
Lo folaiis ftands before their eyes. ‘ 
A’youth he ftood; and the foft dowh bégan 
O’er his {mooth chin to fpread, and promife mani 
Hebe fubmitted to her hufband’s prayers, 
Anftill’d new vigour, and reftor’d his years, 

The Prophecy of Themir. 
Now from her lips a folemn oath had pafe’dy 
That lolaiis the gift alone fhould tafte, 
Had not juft Themis thus maturely faid 7 
(Which check’d her vow, and aw’d the bloorhing _ 

maid) = 

Thebes is embroil’d if war. Capaneus finds’ 
Invincible; but by the thunderer’s hands 
Ambition thall the guilty * brothers fire, 
Both ruhh to mutual wounds, and both expirey 








® Essacles and Pélynites. 


Porm. 


Fhe reeling earth thall ope her gloomy womb, ; 
Where he * yet breathing bard fhall find his 
toms,— . . . 
‘Pha ffon thall bathe his hands in parent's blood, 
And in one aét be both unjuft and good, : 
i home and fenie depriv’d, wherc’er he flies, 
‘The furies and his mother’s ghoft he fpies. 
His wife the fatal bracelet fhallimplore, ~ 
And Phegeus ftain his {word in kindred gore. 
Tallirhoe fhall then with fupptiant prayer 
Prevail ou Jupiter’s relenting ear. — : 
Jove thall with youth her infant fonis infpiré, 
And bid their bofoms glow with manly fire. 


The Debate of the Gods. 


‘Wun Themis thus with prefcient voice had 
fpoke i 
Among the gods a various murmar brokes 
Diffention rofe in each immortal breaft, “° _ 
That one fhould grant what was deny’d the 
reft. - z 
Aurora for her aged {poufe complains, © 
And Ceres grieves for Jafon's freezing veins; 
Vulcan would Erichthonius’ years renew 5 
Hier future race the care of Venus drew, 
She would Anchifes’ blooming age reftore; 
A different care employ’d cach heavenly power. 
‘Thus various interefts did their jars increafe, 
‘Till Jove arofe ;—he fpoke, their tumults ceafee 
—ls any reverence to our prefence given? 
Then why me diftord "mong the powers of hea- 
ven 
‘Who can the fettled will of Fate fubdue ? 
*Twas by the fates that Folaizs knew 
& fecond youth. The fates’ determin’ doom: 
Shall give Callirhoe's race a youtitful bloom, 
Arms nor ambition can this power obtain : 
Quell your defires ; even me the fates reftrain.: 
Could I their will controul, no rolling years 
Had /£acus bent down with filver hairs; 
* Then Rhadamanthus ftill had youth poffefi"d, 
And Minos with eternal bloom been blefs’d. 
Jove’s words the fynod mov’d ; the power give 
’ ver, ° 
An urge in vain unjuft complaifit no more. 
Since Rhadamarithus’ veins now flowly fow’d, « 
And Alacus and Minos bore the load; : 
Minos, who, in the flower of youth and fame, 
Made mighty nations tremble at his name, 
Infirm with age, the proud Miletus fears, ‘ 
. Vain of his birth, and in the ftrength of years; - 
And now, regarding all his realms as loft, 
He durft not force him from his native coaft. 
But you by choice, Miletus, fled his reign, 
And your fwift veffel plow’d th’ Aigean main ; 
On Afiatic fhoresa town yeu frame, ‘ 
Which ftill is honour’d with the founder’s name. 
Here you Cyanée knew, the beauteous maid, 





Ason her father’s winding banks the ftray'd: — 


Caunus and Byblis hence their lineage trace, 
The double offspring of your warm embzace: 
7 ems tad 
2 * Amphiareus. : 
Alixesn, 
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Lhe Story of Arachaz, 


FROM THE BEGINNING OF THE SIXTH BOOK os} 
OVIn’s MEYAMORPHOSES, : 


th ARGUMENT. 


Pallas, vifiting the mufes on their hill to fee the 
fountain Hippocrene, is by them informed how 
the Pierides were changed into chattering,piew 
for rivaling the nine fiters in fong—This tti- 
mulating the goddefs to take vengeance on 
Arachne, the daughter of ldmon, who defied her 
in her own art, gives rife to the following ftorys 


Patras, attentive, heard the mutes’ fong, i 
Pleas’d that fo well they had reveng’d their wrong? 
RefleGing thus—A vulgar foul can praife, 
My fame let glorious cmulation raife : re 
Swift vengeance fhall purfue th’ audacious pride 
That dares my facred deity deride : 
Revenge the goddefs in her breaft revolves; - 
And, flraight the bold Arachne’s fate refolves3 
Her haughty mind to Heaven difdain’d to bend, 
and durft with Pallas in her art contend. 
No famous town fhe boafts, or noble name ; 
But to her fkilful hand owes all her fame ; 
1dmon her father on his trade rely’d, 
And thirfty wool in purple juices dy’d3. .. 
Her mother, whom the fhades of death confine;.. 
Was, like her hufband, born of vulgar line. 
At fall Hypzxpe though the did refide, 
Yet induftry proclaim’d what birth deny’d $ 
All Lydia to her name due honour pays, 
And every city fpeaks Arachne’s praife. 
Nymphs of Timolus quit their fhady woods, 
Nymphs of Pactolus leave their golden floods, 
And oft with pleafure round her gazing ftand, 
Admire her work, and praife her artful hand: 
They view'd each motion, with new wonder feiz’d¥ 
More than the work her graceful manner pieas'd. 
Whether raw wool in its firft orbs fhe wound, 
Or with fwift fingers twirl’d the fpindle round ; 
Whether fhe pick'd with care the knotty piece, 
Or comb’d like ftreaky clouds the ftretching fleeces 
Whether her needle play’d the pencil’s part 5 
* T'was plain from Pallas the deriv’d her art. 
But the, unable to fuftain her pride, © © <"~ 
The very miftrefs of her art defy’d— 
Pallas obfcures her bright celeftial grace, 
And takes an old decrepit beldame’s face. 
Her head is featter’d o'er with filver haire, 
Which feems to bend beneath a load of years, 
Her trembling hand, embofs'd with livid veins, 
On trufty ftaff her feeble limbs fuftains. 
She thusaccofts the nymph : “ Be timely wife, 
“ Do not the wholefome words of age defpife, 
“ For in the hoary head experience lies: 
“ On earth contend the greateft name to gain; 
“ To Pallas yield;—with Heaven you firive in, 
® vain.” ad aaa 
Contempt contraéts her brow, her paffions rife, “” 


‘| Wrath and difdain enflame her rolling eyes: 
_{ At once the tangling thread away fhe throws, 


Aad farce can curb ber threatening hands from 
blows, : 
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“ Worn out with age, aitby difeafe declin’d, 

“ (She cries) thy carcafe has furviv'd thy mind; 
“ Thefe letures might thy fervile daughters move, 
“ And wary doctrines for thy nieces prove : 

** My counfel’s from niylelf, my will commands, 
“ And my firft refolution always ftands : 

“ Let her contend; or does her fear impart 

* That conqueft waits on my fuperior are?” 

The godde(s ftraight throws off her old difguife, 
And heavenly beauty {parkles in her eyes, ; 
A youthful bloom fills up each wrinkled trace, 
And Pallas {miles with every wonted grace. 

‘The nymphs furpris’d, the Deity adore, 

And Lydian dames confets her matchlefs power; 

‘The rival maid alone unmov'd remains, * 

‘Yet a {wilt blufh her guilty feature ftains; 

In her vewilling check the crimfon glows, 

And her check’d pride a fhort confulion knows, 

So when Aurora ficft unveils her eyes, i 

A purple dawn invefts the blushing fkies ; 

But foon bright Phoebus gains th’ horizon’s height, 

And gilds the hemifphere with fpreading light. - 
Defhre of conquett {ways the giddy maid, 

To certain ruin by vain hopes betray'd : 

‘The goddefs with her ftubborn will comply'dy 

And deign’d by trial to canvince her pride, 

Both take their ftations, and the piece prepares 

And order every flender thread with care. 

“Chi: web enwraps the beam ; the reed divides, 

While through the widening fpace the thuttle 

lides, pane 
Which their fwift hands receive; then, pois'd with 
lead, [thread, 

‘The fwinging weight ftrikes clofe th’ inferted 

"They gird their lowing garments round the waift, 

And ply their feet and arms with dext’rous hatte, 

Here each inweaves the richeft Tyrian dye, 

There fainter fhades in foften’d order lie; 

Sach various mixtures in the texture fhine, 

Set off the work, and brighten each defign, 

As when the fun his piercing rays extends, (cends, 

‘When from thin clouds fome drifling fhower def- 

We fee the fpacious humid arch appear, 

‘Whole tranfrent colours paint the. tplendid air 

By Cuch degrees the deepening thadows rife 

As pleafingly deceive our dazzled eyes 5 

And though the fame th’ adjoining colour feems, 

Yet hues of different natures dye th’ extremes. 

Here heightening gold they ‘midi the woof dif- 

ofe, + 

Andin The web this antique ftory rofe. 

Pallas the lofty mount of Mars defigns, 
Celeftial judgment guides th’ unerring lines; 
Here, in juft view, th” Athenian ftructures ftand, 
And there the gods contend to name the land ; 
‘Twelves-deities the frames with fately mien, 
And in the midft fuperior Jove is feen ; a 
A glowing warmth the blended colours give, - 
‘The figures in thapidture feem to live. ; 

. Heaven'sthundering monarch fitswith awful grace, 
And dread omnipotence imprints his face; 
There Neptune ftood, difdainfully he frown’d, 
And with his trident {mote the trembling ground; 
‘The parting rocks a tpacidus chal difclofe, 
From wheyee. a fiery, prancing fled arofe5" * - 
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And on that ufefut gift he fotinds his aaigh, 
To grace the city with his honour'd nam? 
See her own figure next with martial air 
A Shining helmet decks her flowing hair; 
Herthoughtful breaft her well-pois’dthield defends, 
And her bare arm a glittering {pear extends, 

With which fhe wounds the plain; from thence’ 

arofe . 

A fpreading tree; green olives load the boughs. ~~ 
The powers her gift behold with wandering eyes, 
And to the goddets give the rightful prize. 

Such mercy checks her wrath, that, to diffuads 
By others fate the too prefumptuous maid, cas 
With miniatures fhe fills each corner fpace, 

To curb her pride, and fave her from difgrace. ~~ 

Hamus and Rhodope in this fhe wrought, ~~ 
The beauteous colours fpoke her lively thought } 
With arrogance and fierce ambition fir’d, 
They to the facred names of gods afpir’d 5 
‘To mountains chang’d, their lofty heads arife, 
And lofe their leffening fammits in the fkies. 

In that, in aJ} the ftrength of art was seen 
The wretched fate of the Pygmzean queen ; 
Juno, enrag’d, refents th’ audacious aim, 

And toacrane transforms the vanquifh’d dame > 
In that voracious fhape the ftill appears, : 
And plagues her people with perpetual wart. - 

In this, Antigone for beauty ftrove . 
With the bright confort of imperial Jove ¢ 
Juno, incens’d, her royal power difplay’d, 

And to a bird converts the haughty maids 
Laomedon his daughter's fate bewaiis, 

Nor his, nor Mion’s fervent prayer prevails; 

But on her lovely fkin white feathers rife ; 
Chang’d to aclamorous ftork, fhe mounts the fkiess. 

In the remaining orb, the heavenly maid 
The tale of childlefs Cymaras difplay’d; =... 

A fettled anguith in his look appears, : 
And from his bloodfhot eyea flow ftreams of ; 
tears; ° 
On the cold ground, no more a father, thrown, 
He for his daughters clafp'd the polifh’d ftone. 
And, when he fought to hold their wonted charms, 
The temple’s fteps deceiv’d his eager arms. : 





* | Wreathes of green olive round the border twine, | 


And her own tree enclofes the defign. 

Arachne paints th’ amours of mighty Jove, . 
How ina bull the god difguis’d his love ; ~ 
A real bull feems in the piece toroar,. + 
And real billows breaking on the fhore: . 
In fair Europa’s face appears furprife, 


| To the retreating land the turns her eyes, 


And feems to call her maids, who wondering flood; 
And with her tears increas’d the briny flood. 
Her trembling feet the by contraction faves 


| From the rude infult of the rifing waves. 


Here amorous Jove diffolving Leda trod,: 


And in the vigorous fwan conceal’d the gods _ 


Love lends him now an eagle's new difguife, 
Beneath his fluttering wings A ftcria lies, ue 
Th’ enlivening colours here with force exprefs’d, 


‘| How Jove the fair Antiope carefé’d. | 


In a ftrong fatyr’s mufcles form he came, 
Inftilling love tranfports the glowing dame, © 
And lufty twins reward his nervous flame.* 
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‘Here gw he footh’d the bright Alemena’s love, 
‘Who for Amphitryon took th’ impoftor Joves 
seag “ow the godin golden thower allur'd’ 

Pac guarded nymph, in brazen wails iamur'd : 
How, in a {waiy, Maemofyne he charms ; 
How lambent flame the fair gina warms: 
And how with various glittering hues inlaid. 
In ferpent’s form Devis he betray’d. 

Here you, great Neptune, with a thort-liv'd dame 
Tn a young bull enjoy th’ /Boliau datae. = 5 - 
‘Thea in Enipeus’ thape intrigues purfuc + 

*Tis thus th’ Aloids boaft defcent from you. - 
Here to Bifaltis was thy love convey'd, 

‘When a rough ram decciv'd the yielding maid. ; 
Ceres, kind mother of the bounteous year, 
Whofe golden locks a fheafy garland beag; : 
And the dread dame, wich hiffing ferpants hung, 

(£com whom the Pegalzau courier sprung) 
‘Thee in a fuuffling ftaltion’s form enjoy, . -; i 








Exhautt thy ftrength, and every nerve employ f 
Melaathe as a dolphin you betray, Oe 
And {pore in pleafures on the yolling fea. 

Such juit proportion graces every party.» 
Nature herfelf appears improv'd by art. 

Here io uifguile was mighty Pheebus fcen, 
With clownith afpedt, and a ruftic mien; 
Again transform’ d, he’s drefs'd in fatcon’ 's plumes, * 
And now the lion’s noble dhape affames ; 

Now. ina thepherd” s form, with treacherous fmiles: 
He Macareian Iffe’s heart beguiles. 

Here his plump thupe enamour’d Bacchus teaees, 
Andin the grape Erigone deceives. 

‘There Saturn, in a neighing horfe, the wove, e 
And Chiron’ 8 double form rewards his love. 
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Feftoons of flowers, inwove with ivy, thine, . 


| Border the wondrous piece, and round the texture 


. twine, 

Not Pallas, nor ev'n fpleen ‘itfelf, could blame-.‘ 
The wondrous work of the Mzonian dame 5. 
With grief her vait fuccels the goddefs bore, 

And of celeitial crimes the ftory tore. 

Her boxen thuttle now, enrag’d, fhe took, - 

And thrice the proud fdmonian artift ftruck = 

‘Th’ uphappy maid, to {ee her labours vain, 

Grew refolate with pride, and thame, and pain = 

Around her neck a fatal noofe, fhe ty’d, _ 

And fought by fudden death her guilt to hides 

Pallas with pity faw the defperate deed, 

And thus the virgin’s milder face decreed 

® Live, impious rival, mindful of thy crime, 

“ Sufpénded thus to weatte thy future time 5, 

“ Thy punifhinent involves thy numerous Facey 

“ Who for thy fault thall thare in thy dugrace.” 

Her incantation magic juices aid, 

With fprinkling drops ihe ee the pendent 
maid, 

And thus the charm i its noxious power difplay’d.. 

Like leaves in autumn drop her falling hairs, 

With thele her nofe, and next her rifing ears, 

Her head co the minuteft (ubitance fbrunk, 

he potent juice contradts her changing trunks; 

Ciofe to her fides her flender fingers clung, 

‘There chang’d to nimble feet in order hung; - « 

Her blotted beliy fwells to larger fize, 

Which now with fmalleft threads hex.work fupe 

fies s 
The virgin in the fpider ftill remains ; 
And in that shape her former art retains. 








“TALES. 


AN ANSWER |e y 


FO THE GOMPNEA'S PROLOGUE OF CHAWCER, 


In Imitation of Chaucer's Style 


Tar Sonipner lewdly hath his prologue told, 
And faine on the Freers his tale japing and bold ; 
How that in Heil they fearchen near and wide, 
“And ne one Freer in all thilke-place efpyde $ 
Bat lo! the devil turn'd his erfe about, 
And-twenty thoufand Freers wend in and out. 
By which in Geoffry’s rhyming it-appeare, 
‘The devil’s belly is the hive of Freers. + 
Now liftneth lordings: forthwith ye fhall hear. 
What happen’d at a houfe in Lancgthire, : 
‘A mifere that had londs and tenement, - re 
Who raketh from his villaines taxcs and rent, 
Owned a houfe which emptye long yftood, 
Full deeply fited in a derkning wood ; _ 
Murmring a hallow brook runneth along, 
“Mong the round ftones it maken doleful fong. 
Now there {preaden 2 rumour that everich night 
<The rooms yfunted been by many a fprite 5 
Vou. Vil y 


The rilleg avoucheth, ‘and all theresboct, ‘ 
That they full oft hearen the hellith rout; 
Some faine they hear the jingling of chains, 
Aand fome hath yheard the pfauuies ftraincss 
At midnight fome the heediels horfe ymeet, 
And fome efpien a corle in a white theet, 
And oother things, faye, elfin, andelfe, _- 
And fhapes that fear createn to itfelfe. . - 

Now it fo hapt, there was not ferre away, - 
Of grey Freers a fair andrich Abbaye, - 
Were liven a Freer ycleped Pere ‘Thomas, 
Who daren alone in derke through church-yerd 

pals. 

This Freer would lye in thilke houfe all night, 
In hope he might efpyen a dreadful fprite. 
He taketh candle, beades, and holy watere, 
And legends cke of faintes, and bookes of prayere. 
He entereth the room, and Jooketh round about, | 
And hafpen the door,.to halpen the goblin aut. 
The candle hath he put clote by the ded, 
And in tow tong his ave marye faid. 
Wich water now befprinkied hath the floore; 
And maken crofs on key-bole of the doore: 
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Ne was there not a moufe-hole in thilke place, 
But he ycroffed hath by God bis grace : : 
He crofied hath this, and cke he croffed that, 
With denedicite and God’ knows what. 

Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown, 

When the clock had juft ftricken the twelfth foun. 
Bethinketh him now what the caufe had ybeen, 
Why many fprites by mortals have been feen. 
Hem rememb:eth how Dan Plutarch hath yfed 
"That Calar’s fprite came to Brute his bed; 

OF chains that frighten erft Artemidore, 

‘The tales of Pline, Valere, and many more, 

Hem thinketh that {ome murdere here been done, 
And he mought fee fome bloodye ghott anone, 
Or that fome orphiines writings here be ftor'd, 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board: 

Or thinketh hem, if he might fee no fprite, 
"he Abbayemought buy this houfe cheap outright. 

As hem thus thinketh, anone afleep he lics, 

‘Up flarten Sathanas with faucer eyes. 

He turned the Freer upon his face downright, 

Difplaying his nether cheeks full broad and white. 

“Shen quoth Dan Sathanas as he thwacked him fore, 

‘rhou didi forget to guard thy poftern-dore. 

‘There is an hole which hath not crefled'been : 

Farewell, from whence 1 came, I creepen in, 
Now plain it is ytellen in my verfe, 

Hf devils in hell bear Freers in their erfe, 

On earth the devil in Freers doth ydwelts 

Were mete no Freera, the devil mought keep in 

he! : 


WORK FOR A COOPER, 


A MAN may lead 2 happy life, 

‘Without that needful thing a wife: 

"This long have lufty abbots known," * 
Who ne'er knew fpoufes—of their own. 

What though your houfe be clean and neat, 
‘With couches, chairs, and beds complete 5 
‘Though you cach day invite a friend, 

"Vhough he fhould every difh commend ; 

On Bagfhot-heath your mutton fed, 

‘Your fowls at Brentford born apd bred ; 
“rhough pureft wine your cellars boatt, 

‘Wine worthy of the faireft toaft ; 

‘Yet there are other things requir'd : 

Ring, and let’s fee the ‘maid you hir’d.- 

Blefa me: thofe bands might hold a broom, | 
“I'wirl round a mop, and wath a room: 

A bachelor his maid thould keep, 

Not for that fervile ufe to [weep; 

Let her his humour underftand, 

And turn to every thing her hand. 

Ger you a lafs that’s young and tight, 

“Whole arms are, like her apron, white. : 
‘What though her thift be feldom feen, 

J.ct that, though coarle, be always cleaa’z, 

She night eagh morn your tea attend, : 
And on your wrift your ruffle mend ; 1 
"Then, if you break a roguith jeft, 

Or {quceze her hand, or pat her breaft, * 

She cries, Oh, dear Sir, don’t be naught? 

And bluthes fpeak her laft night's faule, 

To her your hovfchold cares confide,. 


Ket your keys jingle a, her ide, 
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A footman’s blunders téaze and fret ye ¥, 
Ev'n while you chide, you [mile on Batt/:, 
Difcharge him then, if he’s too fpruce; +. 
For Betty’s for his mafter's ufe. -. 

Will you your amorous fancy kaulk, 
For fear fome prudith neighbour talk ? 
But you'll obje@, that you're afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid. 

Befides, your wifer heads will fay, 
That fhe who turns her hand this way, 
From one vice to another drawn, s 
Wil! lodge your filver fpoons in pawn, 
Has net the homely wrinkled jade 
More need to learn the pilfering trade? 
For love ail Betty’s wants fupplies, 
Laces her fhoes, her mantua dyes, 

All her ftuff-fuits fhe flings away, 

And wears thread-fattin every day. 

Who then a dirty drab would hire, 
Brown as the hearth of kitehen fires 
When all maft own, were Betty put 
To the black duties of the flut, 

As well the fcours or fcrubs a floor, 

And ftill is good for fomething more ? 
Thus, te avoid the greater vice, 

1 knew a prieft, of confcience nice, 

To quell his luft for neighbour's fpoufe, 

Keep fornication in his houfe. 

But you're impatient al} this time, 
Fret at my counfel, curfe my ryhme. 
Be fatisfy’d : I'l talk no more,, 

For thus my tale begins—Of yore 
There dwelt at Blois a prieft full fair, 
With rolling eye and crifped hair; 

His chin hung low, his brow was fleek, 
Plenty lay bafking on his cheek; : 
Whole days at cloyiter- grates he fate, 
Ogled, and talk'd of thisand that 

So feelingly, the nunslamented  ~ 
That double bars were e’er invented. 

Uf he the wanton wife confeft, - 
With downcaft eye, and heaving breaft; 
He ftroak’d her cheek to ftill her fear, 
And talk’d of fins en cavalier; 

Each time enjoin’d her penance tild, 
And fondled on her like his child. 

At every jovial goffip’s feat 

Pere Bernard was a welcome gueft ; 3, 
Mirth fuffer’d not the leaf reftraine, 
He could at will thake off the faint , 
Nor frown’d he when they freely fpoke, 
But fhook his fides, and took the joke; 
Nor fail’d he to promote the jeft, 

And fhar'd the fins which they confeft. 

Yet, that he might not always roam, 
He kept conveniencies at home. 

His maid was in the bleom of beauty, 
‘Weil-limb'd for every focial duty ; 
He meddled with no houfehold cares, > 


L Yo her confign’d his whole affajrs 


She of his fludy kept the keys, 


‘| For he was ftudious—of his eafe = 


She had the power of all his locks, 
Could rummage every cheft and box;. 
Her honefty fuch credit gain’d, 

Net ev'n the cellar was reQrain’d.. 


TA 
eo : : 
tn Noth it wae'd goodly how, _ 
Lin’d wytyfull hogfheads all a-row. 
= ive), from ghe rank remov’d, 
Mar dearer than! ¢ reft he lev’d; 
Pour ta bonne boikbe ‘twas {et afide, | 
To all but choiceft friends deny’d. _ 
He now and then would fend a quart, 
To warm fome wife's retentive heart, 
—Againg confeffion’s fullen hour + 
‘Wine has all fecrets in its power. 
At common feafts it had been watte, 
Nor was it fit for layman’s tafte, 
If monk or friar were his gueft; 
They drank it; for they know the beft: 
Nay, he at length fo fond was grown, 
He always drank it when—alone. 

Who fhall recount his civil labours, 
In pious vifits to his neighbours ? 
Whene'er weak hufbande went aftray; 
He guefs'd their wives were in the way?” 
’Twas then his charity was shown, 

He chofe to fee them when alone. 

Now was he bent on cuckuldom ; 

-“Htorew friend Dennis was from home ¢ 

His wife (a poor negleed beauty, 
Defrauded of a hufband’s duty) 

Had often told him at confeflion, 

How hard the ftruggled ‘gaint tranfyreffion, 
He now refolves, in heat of blond, 

‘To try how firm her virtue ftood. 

He knew that wine (to love beft aid) 

Has oft made bold the fhame-fac’d maid, 
‘Taught her to romp, and take more freedoms, 
‘Than nymphs train'd up at Smith’s or Needhant’s. 

A mighty bottle ftrait he chofe,y 
Such as might give two friars their dofe. 
Nannette he call’d : the cellar door 
She ftraight unlocks, defcends before’; 

He follow’d clofe. But when he fpies' 
"His favourite cafk ; with lifted eyes 

And lifted hands aloud he cries, 

Heigh-day ! my darling wine aftoop? 

Te muft alas! have fprung a hoop. 

‘That there’sa leak is patt all doubt, 

(Reply’d the maid)—t1'll find it out. 

She fetes the candle down in hafte, 

‘Tucks her white apron round her wail. 

‘The hogthead’s mouldy fide afcends ; 

She ftraddles wide, and downward bends = 

$0 low fhe ftoops to feek the law, —~ 

Her coats rofe up, her’ matter faw— 

J fee~he cries—(then clatpt her faft} 

‘The leak through wyich my winc has pat. 

Then all in hafte the maid defcended, 
And in a trice the leak was mended, 

Hic found in Nannette all he wanted, 
So: Dennis’ brows remain’d unplanted. 

Ere flace this time, ali lufty friars 
(Warm'd with predontinant defires, 
‘Whene’er the Alef with fpirit quarrels) 
Look of the fex as leaky barrels. ‘ 
Beware of thefe, ye jealous fpoufes! 

From {uch tike coopers guard your houfes 
’ For, if they find not work at home, 
For jobs through ail the town they roam, 
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THE EQUIVOCATION. 
Ax abbot rich (whofe tafte was good 
Slike in fcience and in food) : 
His bifhop had refolv'd to treat ; 
‘The bithcp came, the bithop eat. 
*Twas filence, till their omachs fail’; 
And now at heretics they rail’d. 
‘What herefy (the prelate faid) 
1s in that church where prieits may wed! 
Do not we take the charch for life 2 
But thofe divorce her for a wife ; 
Like laymen, keep ber in their houfes, 
And own the children of their fpoufes. 
Vile practifes! the abbot cry’d, ‘ 
For pious ufe we're fet afide ! 
-| Shall we take wives? Marriage at 
Is but carnality profett! 

Now, as the bifhop took his glafs, 

He fpy’d our abbot’s buxom lafs, 
Who crofs’d the room; he mark’d her eye 
That glow’d with love ; his pulfe beat high. 
yc, father, fye, (the prelate cries) 
A maid fo young ! for fhame, be wile. 
Thefe indifcretions lend a handle 
To lewd lay-tongues, to give us feandal. 
For your vow’s fake, this rule I give t’ ye; 
Let all your maids be turn’d of fifty. 

‘The prieft reply'd, { have nut fwerv'd, 
But your chafte precept well obferv’d = 
That lafs full twenty-five has told; 

I've yet another who's as old; . 
Into one fum their ages caft; , . 
So both my maids have fifty paft. . . ‘ 

The prelate fmii’d, but durit not blame’; 
| For why ? his lordthip did the fame. 

Let thofe who reprimand their brothers, 
Firft mend the faults they find in others, 


bef 


A TRUE STORY OF AN APPARITION. 
Scxrtres (whofe firength of argument makes 


, out, . 

That wifdom’s deep inquiries énd in doubt) 
Hold this affertion pofitive and clear, 
That fprites are poor delufions, rais’d by fear. 
Not that fam’d ghoft, which in’ prefaging found 
Call’d Brntus to Philippi’s fatal ground, 
Nor can Yiberius Gracchus’ goary fhade, 
Thefe ever-doubting difputants perfuade. 
Straight they wich fmjles reply, thole talés of old 
By vifonary priefts were made and told. 
Oh, might fome gholt at dead of night appear, 
And make you own cohvidtion by your fear! 
1 ¥ know your {neers my eafy faith accufe, 
Which with fuch idle legends {cares the mufe 5 
But think not that | tell thofe vulgar {prites, 
Which frighted boys relate on’ winter nights, 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, 
How heedlefs horfes drag the clinking chain, 
Night-roaming ghoits, by faucer eye-balls know? 
| The conimon {peétres of each country-town. 

No, I fuch fables can like you defpife, 7 
And laugh to hear thefe nurfe-invented lies, 
Yet has not oft the fraudful guardian’s fright’ 
Compeli'd him to reftore an orphan’s right ? 

‘ ca ¥ij- : 
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And can we dott that hotrid ghofts afcend, 
Which on the confeious murderer's fteps attend ¢ 
Hear then, and let attefted truth prevail ; 

From faithful Hips I learnt the dreadful tale. 


Where Arden’s foreft fpreads its limits wide, | 


‘Whofe branching paths the donbiful road divide, 
A traveller took his folitary way, ae 
‘When low beneath the hills was funk the day. 
And now the ikies with gathering darknefs lour, 
‘The branches ruitle with the threaten’d fhower ; 
‘With fudden blafts the foreft murmurs loud, 
Todented lightnings cleave the {able cloud, 
‘Thunder orf thunder breaks, the tempeft roars, 
And heaven dilcharges all its watery ftores. ~~ 
"The wandering traveller helter feeks in vain, 
And fhriake and fhivers with the beating rain: 
‘On his fteed’s neck the flacken’d bridle fay, 
Who chofe with cautious ftep th’ uncertain way 5 
snd now he checke the rein,.and halts to hear 
¥f any fidife foretold a village near. ~ 
At length fromfar a ftream of light he feet 
Extend its level ray between the trees; 
hither he fpecds, and, as he nearer came, 
Joyful he knew the lamp’s domettic flame 
“Chat trembled through the window ; crofi the way 
Darts forth the Yarking cur, and ftands at bay. 

it was an ancient lonely houfe, that ftood 
Upon the borders of the fpacious wood ; | 
Here towers and antique battlements arife, » ~“" 
And there in heaps the moulder’d ruin lies.’ 
Some lord this. manfion held in days of yore, 
‘To chafe the wolf, and pierce the foaming boat: 
How chang’d, alas, from what it once had been! 
*Tis now degraded to a public inn. 

Straight he difmounts, repeats his lond com- 

manda; 

Swift at the gate the ready landlord ftands; °” 
‘With frequent cringe he bows, and begs excufe, 
His houfe was full, and every bed in ufe. 
‘What, not a garret, and no ftraw to pare ? 
Why then thé kitchen-fire and elbow-chair 
Shall ferve for ouce to nod away the night. 
‘The kitchen ever is the fervant’s right, : 
Replies the hoft ; there, all the fire around, 
‘The count’s tir’d footmen {nere upon the ground. 

The maid, who liften’d to this whole debate, 
‘With pity learn'’d the weary ftrauger’s fate. 
Be brave, the cries, you ftill may be our gueft; 
Our haunted room was ever held the beft; 
¥f then your valour can thé fright fuftain 
Of rattling curtains and the clinking chain; 
if your courageous tongue have power to talk, 
‘When round your bed the horrid ghoft fhall walk; 
Wf you dare afle it, why it leayes its tomb ; 
Vil fee your fheets well air’d, and fhow the room. 
Soosi as the frighted maid her tale had told, 
“Lhe ftranger enter’d, for his heart was bold. 

The damfel led him through a fpacious hail, - 


° 


“Where ivy hung the balf-demsolith’d wall: 


She frequent look’d behind, and chang’d her hue, 
While fancy tipt the candle’s flame with blue. 
And now they gain’d the winding ftairs alcent, 
And to the lonefome room of terrors went. 

‘When all was ready, fwift retir’d the maid, [laid 
The watch-lights burif, tuck’d warm in bed was 
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The hardy ftranger, and attends the {pr 
Till his accuftom’d walk at dead of ni 
At firft he hears the wind with boll 
Shake the loofe lock, and fwing the-rreaking door 
Nearer and nearer draws the dreafiuJ found 
Of rattling chains, that drayg’d upon the ground3 
When lo! the {pectre came with horrid ftride, 
Approach’d the bed, and drew the curtains-wide ® 
{n human form the ghaftful phantom ftood, 
Expos'd his mangled bofom dy’d with blood, 
Then, fitent pointing to his wounded breaft, 
Thrice wav'd his hand. Beneath the frighted gueft 
The bed-cords trembled, and with fhuddering fear, 





4} Sweat chiil’d his limbs, high rofe his briftled hair; 


Then muttering hafly prayers, he mann'd his heart! 

And cry’d aloud—fay, whence and who thou art i 

The ftalking ghoft with hollow voice replies, ’ 

Three years are counted fince wich mortal eyes: , 

(faw the fun, and vital air refpir’d. 

Like thee benighted, and with travel tir’d, “<. 

Within thefe walls [ flepy. O thirft of gain! 

See, (till the planks the bloody mark retain, | 

Stretch’d on this very bed, from fleep I fta 

And fee the fteel impending o’er my heait; 

‘The barbarous hoftefs held the lifted knife, 

The floor ran purple with my gufhing life. 

My treafure now they feize, the golden fpoil 

They bury deep beneath the grafs-grown foil, 

Far in the common field. Be bold, arife, . 

My fteps fhall lead thee to the fecret prizes 

There dig and find; Jet that thy care reward 

Catt loud on juftice, bid her not retard 

To punifh murder; lay my ghoft at reft: — « 

So hall with peace fecure thy nights be bleft;  * 

And when beneath thefe boards my bones are found, 

Decent inter them in fome facred ground. [bed. 
Here ceas’d the ghoft. The ftranger fprings from 

And boldly follows where the phantom led :~* - 

The half-worn flony ftairs they now defcend, 

Where paflages obfcure their arches bend. / 

Silent they walk ; and now through groves they 

pats, [erate 

Now through wet meads their fteps imprint the 

At length amidft a fpacious field they came : 

‘There flops the fpectre, and afcends in flame. 

Amaz'd he ftood, no bufh or brier was found, 

To teach his morning fearch to find the ground. 

What could he do? the night was hideous dark, , 

Fear fhook his joints, and nature dropt the ntark £ 

With that he flarting wak’d, and rais’d his head, “ 

But found the golden mark was left in bed." - 
What is the ftatefman’s vaft ambitious fcheme, . “* 

But a thort vilion and a goldtn dream? 

Power, wealth, and title, elevate his hope ; 

He wakes; but, for a garter, finds a rope. 


‘THE MAD-DOG 


A prope, at morn and evening prayer, - 
Had worn her velvet-cufhion bare ; 

Upward the taught her eyes te roll, © 

As if fhe watch’d her foaring fuul ; 

And, when devotion warm’d the crowd, 
None fang, or fmote their breaft fo loud: - 
Pale penitence had mark’d her face " 
With all the meagre figns of grace, 
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‘hook was completely lin cu * By ufe Le sn ee the lothes, 
rs of various. < “ And loves new fol like new clothes: ~ 
me wiew'd “ But you, beyond all thought ao 
* Have all fin center’d near your w: 
“ Whence is this appetite fo trong?” — 
“ Say, madam, did your’mother long? ~ 
“Or is it luxury and diet 
“ That won’t let virtue fleep in quiet ?* — 
She tells him now, with meckeft voice, 
‘That the had nevererr’d by choice; 
Nor was there known a virgin chafter, 
Till ruin’d by a fad difafter, 
That fhe a favourite Tap dog Ee 
Which (as fhe {troak’d and kils'd) grew aad! 
And on her ‘ip a wound indenting, aa 
Firft fet her youthful blood fermenting, 
The prieft reply’, with zealous fury, ~~ * 
“ You thould have oe ond means to cure 
“ Dodtors by various w 8, we | Z 
“ Treat thefe diftempers the mit 













¢ t every aweek fet all things even, 
“And balanc’d her accounts with heaven. 
Behold her now in humble guife, ~ 

Upon her knees with down-catt eyes 
Before be dre the thus begins, 

- “ And, fobbing, blubbers forth her fins : 
“ Who could that tempting man refit ; 

My virtue languifh’d as he kifs’d; 

© ftrove—till ! could ftrive no longer + 
“ How can the weak fubdue the ftronger ?” 

_ _. The father afk’d her whgre and when ?- 
How many ? and what fort of men? 










By what degrees her blood was heated ? “ Let gaudy ribbands be deny <, : 
How oft the frailty waagevenied “To her who raves with feornful pride 
‘Thus have I feén a pregnant wench “ And, if religion crack her notions, 
All f guilt before the bench : “ Lock up her volumes of devotions ; 
“ But, if for man her fage prevail, 
fault 5 “ Bar her the fight of creatures male. 
© They leer, they fimpor at her fhame, . Or elfe, to cure fuch venon? die 4 
And make her call all things by name, * And fet the fhatter’d thoughts aright 


And now to fentence he proceeds, “ They fend you to the ocean’s fhore, - 
Prefcribes how oft to tell her beads “ And plunge the patient o'er, Bane. oer, 
Shows her what faints could do her good, The dame reply'd, “ Alas! in vain 
Doubles her fatts, to cool her blood. & be hes eat LA main 
Eas’d i i = 4 in the face lay = 
peels sitet ng c ariren Look Rae ye Sthermedi/ this way! 
’T was no fuch thing. Why then this hafte ? “ What virgin had not done as I did? 
ber sock ba ery the hour is_paft _ Bad snogel hand OL Reetd guided, 

on the {pur of inclination, S arr’d at once from haman eyes 
She fcorn'd te bill: her affignation: : serThe feat where female honour lies; _ 

Whate’er the did, next week the came, “ And though thrice dipt from top to toe, 

And pioufly confeft the fame. « | fill fecur’d the poft below, : 

‘The prieft, who female frailties pity’d, “ And guarded it with grafp fo faft 
_. Kirft chid her, then her fins remitted. “ Not one drop through my fingers paft, | 

But did the now her crime bemoan « Thus owe I to my bafhful care, 

Tn penitential fheets alone? “ That all the rage is fettled there.” 

And was no bold, no beaftly fellow Weigh well the projeéts of mankind); 

The nightly partner of her pillow ?” Then tell me, reader, canft thou find 

No ioe : for nes time in the grove Lie ne oy ge wholly a ? 

A baak was confcious of her love. ey all are m: ve you and me, ~ 

Confe: as come about, Do not the ftatefman, fop, and wit, 
And now again it all muft out. By daily follies prove they’re bit? 
She feems to wipe her twinkling éyes : And, when the briny eure they try’d, 
| “ What now, my child?” the father cries. Some part ftill kept above the tide ? 
«© Again!’ fays fhe, —With threatening looks, Some men (when drench’d beneath the wave) 
He, thus the proftrate dame rebukes : High o’er their heads their fingérs fave 
“ Madam, I grant there’s hing in it, Thofe hands by mean extortion thrive, 
“ That virtue hag th’ unguarded minute; Or in the pocket lightly dives" >” 



















“© But pray now tell me what are whores, ¢ | OF, more expert in pilfering vice, 
* But women of unguarded hours? They burn and itch to cog the 
“ Then you mutt fure have loft all fhame. Plunge-in a courtier; ftraight his fears _ 
“< What! every day,and ftill the fame, Dire& his hands to ftop his cars, = 






And now truth feems a grating noffe,- 

He loves the flanderer’s whifpering voice 

He hangs on flattery with delight, 

And thinks all fulfome praife is right. 

All women dread a watery death : > 

They shut their lips, to hold their breath » ¢ 
¥ ij k 


« And no fault elfe ! ’tis ftrange to find 
“A woman to one fin confin’d! 
Pride is this day her darling paflion, 
e next day flander is in falhion ; 
* Gaming fucceedss ‘iffortune croffes, 
=‘ Then vircue's mortgaged for her lofics; 
< ¢ 
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And, though you duck them ne'er fo long, 
Not one falt drop ¢’er wets their tongue : 
*Tis heace they feandal have at will, | 
And that this member ne’er lies fill. 


THE QUIDNUNKI’S: 


Otcafioned by the Death of the Dube Regent of France, 


How vain are mortal man’s endeavours? 
(Said, at Dame Elliot’s *, Mafter Travers) 
Good Orleans dead* in truth ’tis hard: 
Oh, may all ftatefmen die prepar’d |” 
T do forefee (and for forefeeing 
He equals any man in being) 
‘The army ne’er can be difbanded, 
~-1 with the king were fafely landed, 
Ah, friends! great changes threat the lands 
All France and England at a ftand! 
‘There's Merowcis—mark! ftrange work ! 
And there’s the Czar, and there’s the Turk, 
‘The Pope—an Indian merchant by, 
Cut fhort the fpeech with this reply : 

“ All ata fland? You fee great changer} 
“ Ah, Sir! you never faw the Ganges. 2 
“ There dwell the nations of Quidnuoki’s 
“ (80 Monomotapa calle monkies) : . 
On their bank, from bough to bough, 
* "They meet and chat (as we may tow). 


* A soffer-boufe near St. Fames's, - a 
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“* Whifpers go round, they grin, they fhrug/ 
* They bow, they foarl, they feratch, they” hug 4, 
“ And, juft as chance or whim provokét. =~ 


‘OVO! 
.| They ‘either bite their friends t+ Broke ea 


“ There have } fen fome adtivetrig,” * 
“ To thow his parts, beftride a twig 


| Lord ! how the chattering tribe admixe, 
~. | * Not that he’s wifer, but he’s higher : © 





“ All long to try the venturous thing 
“ (For power is but to have one’s fwihg); - 
“* From fide tg fide he fprings, he fpurs, 
“ And bangs his foes and friends by turns. 
‘* Thus, as in giddy freaks he bounces, 
Crack goes the twig, and in he flounces! 
“ Down the {wift ftream the wretch is borne 
“ Never, ah never, to return ! 

“ Zounds : what, a fall had our dear brother; 
“ Morbleu ! cries one} and Damme! t’ other. *, 
“ The nations give a general fcreech; “ 
None cocks his tail, none claws his breech ; f 
“ Each trembles for the public weal, : 
* And for a while forgets to fteal. , 

“ A while, all eyes, intent and fleady, 
“ Purfue him, whirling down the eddy. 
“* But, out of mind when out of view, * 
“ Some other mounts the twig anew; 
“ And bufinefs, on each monkey-fhore, 
“ Rune the fame track it went before.” 


Fe 


FABLES, IN TWO PARTS. 


“ Snax not my fables cenfure vice, 
“ Becaufe a knave is over-nice ?— ~ 


+ IFT lath vice in general fi@iion, 


“ Is't Lapply, or felf-convidtion ? : 
“ Brutes dre my theme. Am J to blame, 
‘ Lf men in morals.are ‘the fame ? : 


“1 no man call or ape or afs; 

“ 'Tis his own confcience holds the glafs. 
{ Thus void of all offence I write’: 

“ Who claims the fable, knows his right.” 


Prolges tthe Shepierd's Wak 


. 








INTRODUCTION TO THE FABLES. 


-PART 1 


The Shepherd and the Pbilefophers 

Remote from cities liv'd afwain, — 
Vhvex'd with all the cares of gain; 

is head was filver'd o’er with age, 
And long experience made him fage s 
In furhmer’s heat, and wintet’s cold, 
He fed his flock, and penn’d the fold; 
‘His hours in cheerful labour flew, 
.Nor envy ner ambition knew; 


_ His wifdom and his honeft fame 


‘Faropge all she country rais'd his name. 


A deep philofopher (whofe rules 
Of moral life were drawn from {chools) 
‘The thepherd’s homely cottage fought, 
And thus explor’d his reach of thought. 
Whence is thy learning ? hath thy toi 
O’er books confum'd the-midnight oil? 
Haft thou old Greece and Rome furvey’d; 
And the vaft fenfe of Plaré weigh’d?. =“ 
Hath Socrates thy foul refin’d, 
And haft thou fathom’d Tully’s mind ? 
Or, like the wife Ulyffes, thirewn, 


By various fates, on realms unknown, 


a 





2 [de thon through many cities ftray’d, 
Thei? cuftoms, laws, and manners, weigh'd? 
he Shepherd modettly reply’, 
Ty Athe paths of learning try'd; 
Wor hive Tro~in’d in foreign parts, 
"To read man‘ind, their laws and arts; 
For inan ispraais'd in difguife, 
He cheats the moft difcerning eyes 
‘Who by that fearch fhall wifer grow, 
Wuaen we ourfelves can never know? 
The little knowledge ! have gain’d, 
Was all from fimple nature drain’d; 
Hence my life’s maxims took their rife, 
Hence grew my fettled hate to vice. 
The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my foul to induftry : 
Who can obferve the careful ant, 
And not provide for future want ? 
My dog (the trufticit of his kind) 
‘With gratitude inflames my mind: 
I mark his true, his faithful way, 
And in my fervice copy Pray. 
In conftancy and nuptial love, 
learn my duty from the dove. 
¥ Lhe ben, who from the chilly air, 
With pious wing, proteéts her carey 
And every fowl that flies at large, 
Anftrudts me in a parent's charge. 
From nature too I took my rule, 
‘To fhun contempt and ridicule. 
T never, with important air, 
In converfation overbear. 
Can grave and formal pafs for wife, 
‘When men the folemn owl defpife 2 
My tongue within my lips ! rein; 
For who talks much muft talk in vain. 
‘We from the wordy torrent fly : 
‘Who tiftens to the chattering pye ? 
Nor would I, with felonious flight, 
By ftealth invade my neighbour's right. 
Rapacious animals we hate : 
Kites, hawks, and wolves, deferve their fate. 
Do not we jult abhorrence find 
Againft the toad and ferpent-kind ? 
But envy, calumny, and fpite, 
Bear ftronger venom in their bite. 
Thus every obje@ of creation 
Can furnifh hints to contemplation ; 
And, from the moft minute and mean, 
A tirtuous mind can morals glean. * 
Thy fame is juft, the fage replies 5 
‘Thy virtue proves thee truly wile. 
Pride often guides the author’s pen; 
Books as affected are as men: 
Bot he who ftudies nature's laws, 
From certain truth his maxims draws 5 
And thofe, without our {chools, fuflice 
To make men moral, good, aud wife. 


y 


TO UIs ROVAL NIGHNESS, 
WILLIAM DUKE OF CUMBERLAND, 
FABLE IL 
The Lion, the Tiger, and the Traveller, 


Accept, young prince! the moral lay, 
And in thefe Tales mankind farvey ; 
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‘With early virtues plant your breait; 
The fpecious arts of vice deteft. 
Princes, like beauties from their youth 


| Are ftrangers to the voice of truth. . 


Learn to contemn all praife betimes, 
For flattery’s the nurfe of crimes : 
Friendthip by {weet reproof is fhown 
{A virtue never near atbrone) = ~~ 
In courts fuch freedom mutt offend ; 
There none prefumes to be a friend. 
To thofe of your exalted tation, 
Each courtier isa dedication. =~ 
Mutt I, too flatter like the reft, 
And turn my morals to a jet? : 
The mule difdains te fteal from thofe 
Who thrive in courts by fulfome profe. 
But fhail 1 hide your real praife, 
Or tell you what a nation fays? 
They in your infant bofom trace 
The virtues of your royal race ; 
In the fair dswning of your mind, 
Difcern you generous, mild, and kind: 
Vhey fee you grieve to hear diftreliy 
And pant already to redrefs. 
Go on, the height of good attain, 
Nor let a nation hope in vain: 
For hence we juftiy may prefage 
“The virtues of a riper age : 
True courage shall your bofom fire, 
And future actions own your fire. 
Cowards are cruel; but the brave 
Love mercy, and delight to fave, 
A tiger, roaming for his prey, 
Sprung on a traveller in the way ; 
The proftrate game a lion fpies, 
And on the greedy tyrant flies ¢ 
With mingled roar refounds the wood, 
Their teeth, their claws, diftil with blood; 
Till, vanquifh'd by the lion’s ftrength, 
The Spotted foc extends his length, 
The man befought che thaggy lord, 
And on his knees for life inplor’d. 
His life the generous hero gave, 
Together walking to his cave, 
‘The lion thus befpoke his gueft : 
“ What hardy beaft fhall dare conteft 
« My matchlefs ftrength ? You faw the fight, 
“ And mut attest my power and right. 
Fore’d to forego their native home, 
My ftarving flaves at diftance roam, 
Within thefe woods [ reign alone ; 
The boundlefs forett is my own. 
Bears, wolves, and all the favage brood, 
“© Have dy’d the regal den with blood. 
« Thefe carcafes on either hand, 
“ Thofe bones that whiten all the Jand, 
My former deeds and wiumphs tell, 
Beneath thefe jaws what numbers fell.”* 
“ True,” fays the man, “ the flrength 1 faw 
Might well the brutal nation awe; 
Bat thall a monarch, brave, like you, 
Place glory in fo falfe a view ?- 
Robbers invade their neighbour's right. 
Be low’d ; let juftice bound your might, ” 
Mean are ambitious heroes’ boafts 
“ Of wafted lands and flaughter’d hofte. 
Y ag oo 
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“ Pirates their power by murders gains 

Wife kings by love and mercy reign. 

“ To mic your clemency hath fhown 

“The virtue worthy of athrone. > 

“ Heaven gives you power above the reft, 

“ Like heaven, to fuccour the diftreft.”* 
“ he cafe js plain,” the monarch faid; 

“ Falfe glory hath my youth midled ; 

“ For beafts of prey, a fervile train, 

“ Have been the flatterera of my reign. 

** You reafon well, Yet tell me, friend,’ 

* Did ever. you in courts attend ? 

© For all my fawning rogues agree, 

That human heroes rule like me.’ 





‘RABBLE Ih- 


The Spaniel and the Cameleon, 


A SPanrez, bred ‘with all the care 
‘That waits upon a favourite heir, 
Ne'cr felt corre@ion’s rigid-hand ¢ 
ludulg’d to difobey command, 
In pamper'd eafe his hours were fpent ; 
He never knew what learning meant, 
Such forward airs, fo pert, fo {mart, 
‘Were fure to win his lady's heart; 
‘Fach little mifchief gain'd him praife ; 
tow pretty were his fawning ways ! 
The wind was fouth, the morning fair,” 
He ventures forth to take the air: 
He ranges all the meadow round; 
And rolls upon the fotteft ground ; 
When near him a cameleon feen, 
‘Was fearce diftinguifn'd from the green. 
“ Dear emblem of the flattering hott, 
* What, live with clowns! a genius loft t 
“ To cities and the court repair ; 
“A fortune cannot fail thee there’t: 
“* Preferments thall thy talents crown ; 
“* Believe, me, friend; { know the town.” 
Sir,” fays the fycopharit, “ like you, °* 
M* OF old, politer life I knew: 
* Like you, a courtier borp and bred, 
“ Kings lean‘d their ear to what { laid. 
“ My whitper always met fucecfs ; 
“* The ladies prais'd me for addrefs. 
“ Tknew to hit each courtiér’s paffion, 
** And flatter’d every vice in fathion, 
« But Jove, who hates the Har’s ways, 
“* At once cut fhort my profperous days, 
“* And, fentenc’d to retain my nature, 
* Tsansform’'d me to this crawling creature, 
“ Doom’d to's life obfeure and mean, 
“ I wander in the fylvan feene: ~ 
“ For Jove the heart alone regards; 
* He punifhes what man rewards. 
Haw different is thy cafe and mine t 
| With men at Jeait you fp and dine; 
K While I, condemnp’d to thioneft fare, 
* Like thule | Hatter'd, feed on air.” 
; 


FABLE I’ 


p «Whe Mother, the Nurfe, and the Fairy. < 
tive mea fon. The bleffing fent, E 
Vere ever parents more content ? ane 





To yon’ four dog I fir appeal. 


‘ 
How partiat are their doating: eyes't- 
No child is half fo fair and wife. a 
Wak'd to the morning's pleafing cara, 
The mother rofe, and fought her-heie. «- 
She faw the nurfe like one poffeft, \.. 7 
With wringing hands and-fobbing Evkafty 
“ ure fome difatter has befel!, . >? 
“ Speak, nurfe; I hope the boy is well?” 
" Dear madam, think not me to blame: 
Invifibly the fairy.came: oi 
Your precious babe is hencé couivey’d, - 
And in the place a changeling laid. 
Where are.the father’s mouth. and-nofe ? 
‘The mother’s eyes, as black as flees? - 
See, here, a fhocking aukward creature, 
That {peaks a fool in every feature ‘°” 
“ The woman’s blind,” the mother cries, 
“I fee wit tparkle in-his eyes.” : 
“Lord! madam, what a fquinting leer! 
No doubt the fairy hath been here,” - 
Jatt as the fpoke, a pigmy fprite 
Pops through the key-hcle fwite as light; . 
Perch’d om the cradie’s top he ftands, 
And thus her folly reprimands. a 
“ Whence {prung this vain conceited lie 
That we the world with fools fupply ? 
What! give our fprightly race away 
For the dull helplefs fons of clay ! 
Befides, by partial fondnefs thown 
Like you, we doat upon our owr. 
Where yet was ever found a mother 
Who'd give her booby for another? 
And, fhould we change with human breed, 
Well might we pafs for fools indeed.” 


FABLE IV. 
+ The Eagle and the Afembly of Animale. 


As Jupiter's all-feeing eye - : 
Survey’d the worlds beneath the fky, 
From this fimal! fpeck of earth were fent 
Murmurs and founds of difcontent ; 

For every thing alive complain’d, 
That he the hardeft life {uitain’d. 

Jove calls hiseagle. At the word, 
Betore him fiands the royal bird. 

The bir, obedient, from heaven's height, 
Downward direts his rapid flight ; 
‘Then cited every living thing, | 

Yo hear the mandates of bis king. ~: 

“ Ungrateful creatures! whence arife 
Thefe murmurs which offend the fhies? 
Why this diforder ? fay the caufe ; 

For jut are Jove’s eternal laws, 
Let cach his difeontent reveal ; 








“* Hard is my lot, the hound replies ; 

On what fleet nerves the greyhound flits | 
While I, with weary ftep and flow, 
O’er plains, and vales, and mountains, go, | 
The morning fees my chafe begun, 

Nor ends it tili the fetting fun.” 

“ When (fays che greyhound) ¥ purfue, 
My game is loft, or caught in view ; 
‘Eeyoud my fight the prey’s fecur’; 

‘Ths Lousid is flow, but always furey _ 
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@ had I his fagacious feent, 
“Jove ne'er had heard my difcentent.? 
eR, crav’d the fox’s art ; 
: . the lion’: force and heart : 
The cavk imal““d the pigeon’s Hight, 
‘Whole wingsArere rapid, ftrong, and light + 
The pigeon ttrength of wing delpis’d, 
And. the cock’s matchlefs valour priz’ds 
- Thh fithes with'd to graze the plain; 
fC Thicbeatts, to fkim beneath the main. 
Thus, envious ef another’s ftate, 
Lach blam’d the partial hand of fate. 
The bird of heaven then cry’d aloud : 
# Jove bids difperfe the murmuring crowd 5 
‘The god rejeéts yer idle prayera. - 
~ ‘Would ye, rebellious mutineers ! 
Entirely change your name and nature, 
And be the very envy’d creature ?.* 
Whar! filent all, and none confent? 
Be happy, then, and fearn content ; 
Nor imitate the reftlefs mind, 
And proud ambition, pf mankind.” 


‘FABLE V. 
‘The Wild Boar and the Ram. 


Acainst an elm a fheep was ty'd, + 
The butcher's knife in blood was dy'd; 
"Vhe patient flock, in filent fright, 
from far beheld the horrid fight. 
A favage boar, who near them flood, 
Thus mock'd to {cern the fleecy brood. 

“ All cowards fhould be ferv'd like you. 
Sce, fee your murderer is in view + 
‘With purple handy, and reeking koife,. 
He ftrips the ikin yet warm with life. 
Your quarter’d fires, your bleeding dams, 
The dying bleat of harmlefs lambs, 
Call for revenge. © flupid race! 
‘The heart that wants revenge is bafe.”” 

LT grant, an ancient ram replies, 
‘We bear no terror in our eyes$ 
Yet think us not of foul fo tame, 
Which no repeated wrongs inflame; 
Infenfible of every ill, id 
Becaufe we want thy tufks to kill. 
Know, thofe, who violence purfue, 
Give to themfelves the vengeance dues 
For in thefe maffacres they find 
"The two chief plagues that wate mankind, 
Our fkin fupplies the wrangling bar, 
It wakes their lumbering fons to wat ; 
And well revenge may reft contented, 
Since drums and parchment were invented.” 





FABLE VI. 
” Lbe Mifer and Plutus, 


Tre wind was high, the window fhakes, © 
‘With fudden ftart the mifer wakes; 
. slong the filent room he ftalke, 
Looks back, and trembles as ke walks,” 
NEach lock and everybolt he tries, 
, ba Seedy creek and forner prices, 


"Then opes the cheft with treafure flor’d, 
And ftands in rapture o’er his hoard. 
But now, with fudden qualms poficit, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaft 5 
By confcience ftung, he wildly ftares, 
And thus his guilty foul declares + ; 

“ Had the deep earth her ftores confin’d, 
This heart had known {weet peace of mind. 
But virtue’s fold. Good gods! what price 
Can recompenfe the. pangs of vice! 

O bane of good! seducing cheat! 

Can man, weak man, thy power defeat? 
Gold banifh’d honour from the mind, 
And only left the name behind; ; 
Gold fow’d the world with every ill; 
Gold taught the murderer’s {word to kills - 
Twas gold inftructed coward-hearts 

In treachery’s more pernicious arts. 

Who can recount the mifchiefs o'er? * 
Virtue refides on earth no more :** 

He fpoke, and figh’d. In angry mood 
Plutus, his god, before him ftood, oe 
The mifer, trembling, lock'd his cheft : 
The vifion frown’d, and thus addrefs'd = 

« Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, 
Each fordid rafcal’s daily cant ? ‘i 
Did I, bafe wretch! corrupt mankind 2 
‘Phe fault’s in thy rapacious mind. 

Becaufe my bleflings are abus’d, | 

Mutt f be cenfur'd, curs’d, accus’d ?. 

Ev’n virtue’s felf by knaves is made 

A cloak to carry on the trade; ‘e 
Aud power (when lodg’d in their poffeflion) 
Grows tyranny, and rank oppre‘lion. 7 
Yhus, when the villain crams his cheft, 

Gold is the canker of the breaft ; 

’Tis avarice, infolence, and pride, 

And every fhocking vice befide 

But, when to virtuous hands 'tis given. - 

It bleffes, like the dews of heaven: 

Like heaven, it hears the orphan’s cries, 

And wipes the tears from widows eyes, - 
Their crimes on gold fhail mifers lay, 

Who pawn’d their fordid fouls for pay 2 + 
Let bravos, then, when blood is fpilt, 
Upbraid the paffive foul with guilt.” 


FABLE VU, 


The Lion, the Fox, and the Geefty 
Aion, tir’d with ftate-affairs, 
Quite fick of pomp, and worn with cares, 
Refolv'd (remote from noife and ftrife) 
In peace to pafs his latter life. 

Tt was proclaim’d ; the day was fet; 
Behold the general council met. 
The fox was viceroy nam’d. The crowd 
To the new regent humbly bow'd. 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tigers bend, 
And itrive who moft fhall condefeend, 
He ftraight affumes a folemn grace, 
Colleg&ts his wifdem in his face. 
The crowd admire his wit, his fenfe; 
Fach word hath weight and confequence, 
The flatterer al! his art difplays: . 

| Ele whe beth power is fure of praife 
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A fox ftept forth before the reff,” 
And thus the fervile throng addreft : 
“ How vatt his talents, born to rale, 
And train'd in virtue's honeft {chool 
‘What clemency his.temper {ways! 
How uncorrupt are all his ways! 
Beneath his condué and command, 
Rapine fhall ceafe to wafte the land. 
His brais hath ftratagem and art ; 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart. 
‘What bleflings muft attend the nation 
‘Under this good adminiftration.” 
He faid. A goofe who diftant ftood, 
‘Harcangu'd apart the cackling brood : 
‘* Whene’er I hear a knave commend, 
He bide me thon his worthy friend. 
‘What praife: what mighty commendation ! 
But "twas a fox who {poke th’ oration. 
Foxes this government may prize, 
Asgentle, plentiful, and wife; 
If they enjoy the fweets, "tis plain 
We geefe mutt feel 2 tyrant reign, 
‘What havock sow thall thin our race, 
When every petty clerk in place, 
‘Tp prove his tafte, and feem polite, 
‘Will iced on geefe both noon and night!” 


FABLE VII. 
be Lady and the Walp. 


_ Wear whifpers mutt the beauty bear! 
‘What hourly nonfenfe haunts her ear! 
‘Where’er her eyes difpenfe their charms, 
Tmpertinence around her fwarms. 

Did not the tender nonfenfe firike, 
Contempt and {corn might look diflike; 
Foxbidding airs might thin the place, 
‘The flighteft flap a fly can chafe : 
But who can drive the numerous breed? 
Chafe one, another will fucceed, 
‘Who knows a fool, muft know his brother ; 
One fop will recommend anothers : 
And with this plague the’s rightly curit, 
Becaufé the liften’d to the fief. | *” : 
As Doris, at her toilette’s duty, 
Sat meditating on her beauty, 
She now was penfive, now was gay, 
And lull'd the fultry hours away. 
As thus in indolence the lies, 
A giddy wafp around her flies, 
He now advances, now retires, 
Now to her neck and cheek afpires. 
Her fan in vain defends her charms; 
Swift he returns, again alarms; 
For by repulfe he bolder grew, 
Perch’d on her lip, and fipt the dew. 


She frowns; the frets. “ Good gods! fhe cries, 


Protea me from thefe teazing flies ! 

Of all the plagues that heaven hath fent, 

A wap ia moft impertinent.” : 
The hovering infect thus complain’d + 

“ Am I then flighted, fcorn'd, difdain'd ? 

Can fuch offenee your anger wake ? 

” T'was beauty caus'd the bold miftake, 

‘Thofe cherry lips that breathe perfume, 

‘That check fo ripe with youthful bloom, 


Made me with ftrong defire purfue. - 
The faireft peach that ever grew.” 
“ Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 
Nor murder wafps like vulgar fins! 
For though he’s free (to do him r.xbs), , 
The creature’s civil and polite.”* nag A 
in ecflafies away he pofts; 


3 ‘Where’er he came, the favour boatts ; 


Brags how her fweeteft tea he fips, 
And fhows the fugar on his lips. 

The hint alarm'd the forward crew; 
Sure of fuccefs away they flew: 
They thare the dainties of the day, 
Round her with airy mufic play 
And now they flutter, now they reft, 
Now foar again, and ficim her breaft, 


4 Nor were they banith’d, till the found 


That wafps Have ftings, and felt the wound. 


FABLE aX. 
Lhe Bull and the Moftifl 


Sex you to train your favourit8 boy 2 

Each caution, every care employ; 

And, ere you venture to confide, 

Let his preceptor’s heart be try’d 

Weigh well his mauners, life, and {co} 7 

On thefe depends thy future hope, ©!” 
As on atime, in peaceful reign, 

A bull enjoy’d the flowery plain, 

A mattiff pafs'd; inflam'd with ire, 

His cye-balls thot indignant fire. 

He foam’d, he rag’d with chirft of blood. 
Spurning the ground, the monarch 

And roar'd aloud: “ Sufpend the fight; 

In a whole fkin go fleep to-night : 

Or tell me, cre the battle rage, 

‘What wrongs provoke thee to engage ? 

Is it ambition fires thy breaft, 

Or avarice, that ne’er can reft ? 

From thefe alone unjuftly {prings 

| The world-deftroying wrath of kings.”” 
‘The furly maftiff thus returns 

“ Within my bofom glory burns, 

] Like heroes of eternal name, 

Whom pcets fing, I fight for fame. 

The butcher's fpirit-ftirring mind 

To daily war my youth inclin’d ; 

He train’d me to heroic deed, 

‘Taught me to conquer, or to bleed.” 
“ Cure’d dog, the bull reply’d, no more 

{ wonder at thy thirft of gore; 

For thou (beneath a butcher train’d, 

‘Whofe hands with cruelty are ftain’d, 

His daily murders in thy view) 

Muf, hike thy tutor, blood purfue. 

‘Take, then, thy fare.” With goring wopad 

At once he lifts him from the ground : 

Aloft the fprawling hero flies, 

Mangled he falls, he hows, and dies. 


FABLE xX. 
Tbe" wlepbant an the Bookfelt 
a 








‘Tae man who, wich undaunt. 
Sails unknowa {vs to unkno 





PA22 various wonders feats his fight : 
‘What ttranger wonders does he write! 
Weal, and in defcription view 
ae whigi Adam never knew ; 
For, wngn ¥-rifk no contradiction, 
Aepsompra 2% tongue to deal in fiion. 
‘Thofe things that ftartle me or you 

1 orang are itrange; yet may be true. 

‘ho doubts that clephants are found 
Foyecience and for fenfe renown'd? 
Borri records their ftrength of parts, 
Extent of thought, and fkil] in arts; 
How they perform the law’s decrees, 
And fave the ftate the hangman’s fees ; 
«And how by travel underftand 
‘The language of another Jand. 

Let thote, who queftion this report, 
To Pliny’s ancient page refort. 

How learn’d was that fagacious breed! 
Who now (like them) the Greek can read? 

As one of thefe, in days of yore, 
Rummag’d a fhop of learning o'er, 

Not like our modern dealers, mindin, 
Only the margin’s breadth and binding, 
LA bovk his curious eye detains, 

Where, with egaéteft care and pains, 
‘Were every beaft and bird pourtray’d, 
‘That e’er the fearch of man furvey’d ; 
‘Their natures and their powers were writ 
‘With all the pride of human wit : 

The page he with attention fpread, 

And thus remark’d on what he read : 

“ Man with ftrong reafon is endow'd; 

A beaft fcarce inftinct is allow’d : 

But, let this author’s worth be try'd, 

’ Lis plain that neither was his guide. 
Can he difcern the different natures, 
And weigh the power of other creatures, 
Who by the partial work hath fhown 
He knows fo little of hisown? 

How falfely is the {paniel drawn ! 

Did man from him firft learn to fawn? 
A dog proficient in the trade ! 

‘He the chief flatterer nature made! 
Go, man' the ways of courts difcern, 
You'll find a fpanie! fill might learn. 
How can the fox’s theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenfure or his wonder ? 
From courtiers’ tricks and lawyers" arts, 
‘The fox might well improve his parts. 
"The lion, wolf, and tiger’s brood, 

He curfes, for their chirft of blood, 
But is not man to man a prey? 

Beafts kill for hunger, men for pay.”” 

The bookfeller, who heard him peak, 
And faw him turn a page of Greek, 
"Thought, what a genius have { found ! 
‘Then thus addrefe’d with bow profound : 

“ Learn'd Sir, if you'd employ your pen 
Againft the fenfelefs fons of men, 

Or write the hiftory of Siam ; 
No man is better pay than [ am. 
Or, fice you 're learn’d in Gesck, Jet’s fee 
Somethiag againft the Trinity.” 
Il — Woea wrink jing with a torr his trunk, 


~ Friend, quota the elephant; tow’ re drunk : 
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E’en keep your money, and be wife ; 
Leave man on man to criticife ; 

For that you ne’er can want a pen 
Among the fenfelefs fons of men. 
They unprovok’d will coure the fray; 
Envy’s a tharper fpur than pay. 

No author ever {par’d a brother; 
Wits are game cocks to one another.” 


FABLE Xt 
‘The Peaceck, the Turkey, and the Goole. 


Ty beauty faults confpicuous grow ; 
The {malleft ipeck is feen on {now. 
As near a barn, by hunger led, 
A peacock with the poultry fed, 
All view’d him with an envious eye, 
And mock’d his gaudy pageantry. 
He, confcious of fuperior merit, 
Contemns their bafe reviling {pirit ; 
His ftate and dignity affumes, 
And to the fun difplays his plames, 
Which, like the heavens’ o’er-arching thies, 
Are fpangled with a thoufand eyes. 
The circling rays, and varied light, 
At once confound their dazzted fight ; 
On every tongue detraction burns, 
And malice prompts their fpleen by turns. 

“ Mark with what infolence and pride 
The creature takes his haughty ftride, 
The turkey cries. Can fpleen contain ? 
Sure never bird was half fo vain! 

But, were intrinfic merit feen, 
We turkeys have the whiter fkin!” 

Krom tongue to tongue they caught abufe 
And next was heard the hiffing goofe: 

“* What hideous legs! what filthy claws 
1 fcorn to cenfure little faws, 

Then what a horrid fqualing throat ! 

Ev’n owls are frighted at the note.” 

“ True. Thofe are faults, the peacock crice; 
My fcream, my fhanks, you may defpife ; 
Buc fuch blind critics rail in vain, 

What! overlook my radiant train! 
Know, did my legs (your fcorn and fport) 
‘The turkey or the goofe fupport, 

And did ye feream with harther found, 
Thotfe faults in you had ne’er been found : 
To all apparent beauties blind, 

Each biemifh ftrikes an envious mind. 

Thus in affemblies have I feen 
A nymph of brighteft charms and mien, 
Wake envy in each ugly face, 

And buzzing fcandal fills the place, _ 


FABLE XI. 
Cupid, Hymen, cod Plutus. 


As Cupid in Cythera’s grove 
Employ'd the leffer powers of love. 
Some fhape the how, or fit the firing, 
Some give the taper fhafe its wing, 
Or turn the polifh’d quiver’s mould, 
Or head the darts with temper’d gold. 
Aniid their toil and various care, | 
Thos Symen, with afluming air, 


348? 
Addrefi'd the god: Thon purblind chit,. 
Of aukward and ill-judging wit. 
If matches are not better made, ° 
At once I muft forfwear my trade, 
You fend me fuch ill-coupled folks, 
‘That ‘tis a fhame to fell them yoken, 
They {quabble for a pin, a feather, 
And wonder how they came together. 
‘The hafband’s fullen, dogged, thy, 
‘The wife grows flippant in reply : 
He loves command and due reftri@ion ; 
And the as well likes contradiction : 
She never flavifhly fubmits; 
She'll have her will, or have her fits. 
He this way tugs, fhe th’ other draws; 
‘The man grows jealous, and with caule. 
Nothing can fave him but divorce ; 
And here the wife complains of courfe.” 
** When, fays the boy, had I todo 
‘With either your affairs or you? 
E never idly fpend my darts; . 
You trade in mercenary hearts, 
For fettlements the lawyer's fee'd; 
Is my hand witnefs to the deed ? 
Tf they like cat and dog agrec, 2. 
Go rail at Plutus, not at me.” 
Plutus appear’d, and faid, “ Tis true, 
In marriage, geld is all their view ; 
‘They feek not beauty, wit, or fenfe, 
And lave is feldom the pretence. 
All offer incenfe at my fhrine, 
And alone the bargain fign, 
How can Belinda blame her fate 
She only atk'd a great eftate. 
Doris was rich enough, tis true; 
Hee lord muft give her title too: 
And every man, or rich er poor, 
A fortune afks, and afke no more.” 
Avarice, whatever fhape it bears, 
MMuft Rill bé coupled with its cares, 


FABLE XI, 
The tame Stag. 


Asa young flag the thicket paft, 
‘the branches held his antlers faft. 
A clown who faw the captive hung, 
Acrofs the horns his halter flung. 

Now fafely hamper’d in the cord, 
He bore the preient to his lord. 

Klis lord was pleas’d; as was the clown, 
‘When hg was tipp’d with half-a-crown. 
‘The ftag was brought before his wife. 

‘The tender lady begg'd his life. 
-How fleek’s the fkin! how {peck’d like ermine! 
Sure never creature was fo charming ! 
At firtt within the yard confin’d, 
He flies and hides from all mankind ; 
Now bolder grown, with fix’d amaze, 
And diftant awe, prefumes to gaze; 
Munches the linen on the lines, 
And on a hood or apron dines: 
Hic fteals my little mafter’s bread, 
Bellows the forvaats to be fed: 
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Nearer and nearer now he ftands, 

To feel the praife of patting hands; 
Examines every fift for meat, = 
And, though repuls’d, difdains regeat; 
Attacks again with level’d horns, 

And man, that was his terror, fcoras 
Such is the country maiden’s fright, 
When firft a redcoat is in fight ; 

Behind the door the hides her face, 

Next time at diftance eyes the lace ¢ 

She now can ali his terrors ftand, 

Nor from his fqueeze withdraws her hand. 
She‘plays familiar in his arms, 

And every foldier hath his ch: 

From tent to tent the {preads her flame; 
For cuftom conquers fear and {hame. 


“FABLE XIv. 
The Monkey who had feen the World, 


A Monxzx, to reform the times, 
Refolw’d to vifit foreign climes ; 
For men in diftant regions roam, 
To bring politer manners home. 
So forth he fares, all toil defie: 
Misfortune ferves to make us wile. 

At length the treacherous faare was } 
Poor Pug was caught; to town convey’d; 
There fold. {How envy’d was his doom, 
Made captive in a lady’s room ') : 
Proud, asa lover, of his chains, 

He day by day her favour gains. 
Whene'er the duty of the day 

The toilette calls, with mimic play 

‘He twirls her knots, he cracks her fan, 
Like any other gentleman. 

In vifits too, his parts and wit, 

When jelts grew dail, were fare to hit. 
Proud with applaufe he thought his ming 
In every courtly art refin'd; . 
Like Orpheus, burnt with public zeal, 
‘To civilize the monkey-weal; 

So watch’d occafion, broke his chain, 





| And fought his native woods again, 


‘The hairy fylvans round him prefs, 
Aftonith'd at his ftrut and drefe. 
Some praife his fleeve, and others glote 
Upon his lich embroider'd coat, 
His dapper perriwig commending, 
With the black tail behind depending ; 
His powder’d back, above, bclow, 
Like boary frofts, or fleecy fnow; 
But all, with envy and defire, 
His fluttering fhoulder-knot admire. 

Hear and improve, he pertly cries 5 
I come to make a nation wife. : 
Weigh your own worth; fupport your place, 
The next in rank to human race, s 
An cities tong I pafs’d my days, 
Convers'd with men, and learn'd their ways 
‘Their drefs, their courtly manners fee ; 
Reform your ftate, and copy me. 
Seck ye to thrive? In flattery deal; 
Your fcorn, yourhate, with that fjonceal, 
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Seem only to regard your friends, 
But ye them for your private ends.” 
sige to truph the flow of wits 
pe We whene’er ’tis fit. 

Pend.alfyou force to {patter merit 5 
“peandal if Converfation’s {pirit, 
aay to every thing pretend, 

d men your talents fhall commend, 
I kyew the gteat, Obferve me right 3. 
So fall you grow, like man, polite. 

He {poke and bow’d. With muttering jaws 
The wondering circle grinn’d applaufe, 

Now, warm'd with malice, envy, fpite, 
Their moft obliging friends they bite 5 
And, fond to copy human ways, 
Practife new mifchiefs' all their days. 

‘Thus the duii lad, too tall for {chool, 
‘Wich travel finifhes the fool; 
Studious of every coxcomb’s airs, ‘* 
He drinks, games, dreffes, whores, and fweare; 
O’erlooks with {corn all virtuous arts, , 
For vice is fitted to his parts, 





FABLE XV. 
The Philefepher and the Pheafantr, 


‘Tre fage, awak’d at early day, 
‘Through the deep foreft took his way 5 
Drawn by the mufic of the groves, 
Along the winding gloom he roves :. 
From tree to tree the warbling throats 
Prolong the fweet alternate nutes: 

But, where he paft, he terror threw, 
The fong broke fhort, the warblers flew; 
The throthes chatter’d with affright, 
And nightingales abhorr’d his Gght : 
All animals before him ran, 

‘To shun the hateful fight of man, 

Whence is this dread of every creature ? 
Fly they our figure, or our nature ! 

Asthus he walk’d in mafing thought, 
His ear imperfect accents caught ; . 
With cautious ftep he nearer drew, 

By the thick fhade conceal'd from view. 
High on the branch a pheafant itood, 
Acound her all her liftening brood; 
Proud of che bicflings of her neft, 

She thus a mother’s care expreis’d. 

“ No dangers here {hall circumvent, 
Within the woods enjoy content. 
Sooner the hawk or vulture trutt 
‘Yhan man, of animals the worft. 

Inhim ingratitude you find, 

A vice peculiar to the kind. 

The theep whofe annual fivece is dy’d 

‘Uo guard his health, and ferve his pride, 

Fore’d from his fold and native plain, 

Is in the cru¢] fhambles fain, 

‘The {warms who with induftrious fkill, 

Alis hives with wax and honey fi'l, 

In vain whole fammer-days employ'd, 

Their ftofes are fold, the race deftroy’d, 
tribute fromphe goole is paid! 

wot her, winggall {cience aid ? 








Does it not lovers” hearts: explain, 

And drudge to raife the merchant's gain 
What now rewards this general ufe? 
He takes the quills, and eats the goofe.” 
Man then avoid, deteft his ways, 

So fafety fhall prolong your days. 
When fervices are thus acquitted, 

Be {ure we pheafants muft be fpitted.™ 


FABLE ZXIv. - 
The Pin and the Needle. 


A pin who long had ferv’d a beauty, 
Proficient in the toilette’s duty, 

Had form’d her fleeve, confin’d her hair, 
Or given her knot a fmarter air, 

Now neareft to her heart was plac’d, 
Now in her mantua’s tail difgrac’d: -; 
But could the partial fortune blame, 
Who faw her lovers ferv’d the fame? 

At length from all her honoors catt, 
Through various turns of life fhe pa; 
Now glitter’d on a taylor’s arm, _ 
Now kept a beggar’s infant warms 
Now, rang’d within a mifer's coat, 
Contributes to his yearly groat; 

Now, rais'd again from low approach, 
She vifits in the doctor’s coach + 

Here, there, by various fortune toft, 

At Jaft in Grefham hall was loft. 
Charm’d with the wonders of the fhow, 
On every fide, above, below, 

She now of this or that inquires, 

What leaft was underfiood adniires. 

"Tis plain, each thing fo ftruck her mind, 
Her head's of virtuofo kind. 

“ And pray what's this, and this, dear Sif?” 
“ A needle,” fays th’ interpreter. 

She knew the name; and thus the fool 
Addrefs’d her as a tailor’s tool. 

“ A needle with that filthy ftone, 

Quite idle, afl with ruft o’ergrowit; 
You better might employ your parts, 
And aid the fenipftrefs in her arts; 
But tell me how the friendfhip grew 
Between that palery flint and you.’” 

“ Friend, fays the needle, ceafe to blames 
I follow real worth and fame. 

Know’ft thou the loadftone's power and art, 
That virtue virtues can impart? 

Of all his talents I partake : 

Who then can fach a friend forfake? 
"Tis 1 direct the pilot’s hand 

To fhun the rocks and treacherous fand s. 
By me the diftant world is known, | 

And either India is our gwa, 2 
Had I with milliners been bred, 

What had Lbcen? the guide of thread; 
And drudg’das vulgar needles do, ~ 

Of no more confequence than you.” 


FABLE XVI 


The Shepherd's Dog and the Wolf. 


A wor, with hunger fierce and bold, 
Ravag'd the plains, and thinn’d the folds 


se 


Deep in the wood fecure he lay,. 
‘The thefts of night regal'’d the day. 
Jn vain the thepherd’s wakeful care 
Had fpread the toils, and watch'd the fnare; 
In vain the dog purfued his pace, 
‘The fleeter robber mock’d the chafe. 
As Lightfoot rang’d the foreft round, 
By chance his foe’s retreat he found, 
Let us a while the war fufpend, 
And reafon as from friend to friend. 
“ A trace?” replies the wolf. ’Tis done. 
‘The dog the parley thus begun. 
“ How can that ftrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defencelefs kind ? 
‘Thofe jaws thould prey on nobler food; 
And drink the boar and lion’s blood. 
Great fouls with generous pity melt, 
"Which coward tyrants never felt, 
How harmlefs is our fcecy care! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy fpare.”” 
“ Friend, fays the wolf, the matter Weigh 
Nature defign’d us beatts of prey ; 
As fuch, when hunger finds.a treaty 
Tis neceffary wolves fhould eat. 
Hf, mindful of the bleating weal, 
‘Thy bofom burn with real zeal, 
Hence, and thy tyrant lord befeech ; 
‘To him repeat the moving fpeech : 
A wolf eats theep’ but now and then, 
‘Ten thoufands are devour'd by men, 
An open foe may prove a curfe, 
But a pretended friend is worfe.”” 


FABLE XvIU. 
‘The Painter who pleafed nobody and very body. 


Lys men fufpect your tale untrue, 
Keep probability in view. 
‘The traveller leaping o'er thofe bounds, 
‘The credit of his book confounds. 
‘Who with his tongue hath armies routed, 
Makes even his real courage doubted. 
But flattery never {eems abfurd ; 
‘The datter’d always take your word 
Impofiibilities feem juft ; 
‘They take the ftrongeft praife on truft. 
Hyperholes, though ne’er fo great, 
‘Will fill come thort of felf-conceit. 

So very like a painter drew, 
That every eye the picture knew, 
He hit complexion, feature, air, 
So juft, the life itfeif was there. 
No flattery with his colours laid, 
‘Fo bloom reftor’d the faded maid ; 
He gave each muicle all its ftrength ; 
‘The mouth, the chin, the nofe’s length; 
His honeft-pencil touch’d with truth, 
And mark’d the date of age and youth, 

He loit hia friends, his practice fail’d; 
Truth fhould not always be reveal'd : 
Jn dufty piles his pi¢tures lay, 
For no one fent the fecond pay. 
Two buitos, fraught with every grace, 
A Venus’ and Apollo's face, 
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He plac’d in view; refolv'd te pleafe, 
Whoever fat he drew from thefe, is 
From thefé corre@ted every feature, 
And {pitited each aukward creatute. 
All things were fet; the hour was emeg 
His pallet ready o'er his-chumb, 
My lord appear’d ; and feated right, 
In proper attitude and light, 
‘The painter look'd, he fketch’d the piece, 
Then dipt his pencil, talk’d of Greece, 
Of Titian’s tints, of Guido’s air ; 
Thofe eyes, my lord, the fpirit there 
Might well a Raphael’s hand require, 
To give them all the native fire ; 
The features, fraught with fenfe and wit, 
You'll grant, are very hard to hit; 
But yet with patience you hall view 
As much as paint and art can do.” 
Obferve the work, My Lord replied, 
“ Till now I thought my mouth was wide 
Befides, my nofe is fomewhat long : | 
Dear Sir, for me, ‘tis far too young.” 
“ Oh! pardon me, the artift cry’d; 
In this we painters mutt decide. 7 
The piece ev’n common eyes mutt ftrike, 
I warrant it extremely like.” 
My Lord examin’d it anew ; 
No looking-glafs feem’d half fo trne. 
A lady came with borrow’d gracé 
He from his Venus form’d her face: 
Her lover prais’d the painter’s art ; 
So like the piQure in his heart ! 
To every age fome charm he lent; 
Ev’n beauties were almoft content. 
Through all the town his art they prais'd 
His cuftom grew, his price was rais’d. 
Had he thé real likenefs thown, 
Would any man the piéture own ? 
Bot, when thus happily he wrought, 
Each found the likenefs in his thought, 


FABLE Xix. 
‘The Lion and the Cub: 


How fond are men of rule and place, 
Who court it from the mean and bafe! | 
Thefe cannot bear an equal nigh, 
But from fuperior merit fly. 
They love the cellar’s vulgar joke, 
And lofe their hours in ale and fmoke. 
‘There o’er fome petty club prefide ; 
So poor, fo paltry, is their pride ! 
Nay, ev'n with fools whole nights will fir, 
In hopes to be fupreme in wit. 
Tf thefe can read, to thefe I write, 
To fet their worth in trueft light. 

A lion cub, of fordid mind, 
Avoided all the lion kinds * 
Fond of applaufe he fought the faite 
Of vulgar and ignoble beaftss 
With affes all his time he fpent, 
Their clubs perpetual prefident. x 
He caught their manners, looks, and airs ¢ 
An ala in every thing but ears. 
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If c’er his Highnefs meant a joke, 
They grinn'd applaufe before he fpoke ; 
By“ at cach word what fhouts of praife ! 
Geod yods '_ how natural he brays! 
Elate vith flattery and conceit, 
“Lie tecks u1s royal fire’s retreat; ~ 
+¥grward and fond to thow his parts, 
Hs Highnefs brays ; the lion ftarts. 
__ ** Puppy | that curs’d vociferation 
Betrays thy life and converfations 
Coxcombs, an ever-noify race, 
Are trumpets of their own difgrace.”” 
«Why fo fevere? the cub replies; 
Our fenate always held me wife.” 
“ How weak is pride: returns the fire 
All fools are vain when fools admire ! 
But know, what ftupid affes prize, 
Lions and noble beaits defpife.” 


FABLE XX. 
The Old Her and the Cock. 


Yesrnar your child; you'll foon believe 
Che text which fays we {prung from Eve. 
_7 Asan old hen led forth her train, 
And feem’d to peck to show the grain, 
- She rak'd the chaff, the {cratch’d the ground, 
And glean'd the fpacious yard around, 
A giddy chick, to try her wings, 
On the well’s narrow margin {prings, 
And prone fhe drops. The mother's brealt 
All day with forrow was poffeft. 
‘A cock fhe met; her fon the knew ; 
And in her heart affection grew. 
« My fon, fays fhe, l grant your years 
Have reach’d beyond a mother’s cares. 
¥ fee you vigorous, ftrong, and bold 5 
J hear with joy your triumphs told. 
*yjs not from cocks thy fate I dread 5 
But let thy ever-wary tread 
Avoid yon well; that fatal place 
Is fure perdition to our race. 
Print this my counfel on thy breaft 
To the jutt gods I leave the reft.” 
He thank’d her care ; yet day by day 
His bofom burn’d to difobey, 
And every time the well he faw, 
Scorn’d in his heart the foolith law = 
Near and naore near each day he drew, 
Aad Jong’d to try the dangerous view. 
« Why was this idle charge? he cries; 
Let courage femaje fears defpife. 
Or did the doubt my heart was brave, 
And therefore this injanction gave : 
Or does her harveft tore the place 
A wrafure for her younger race? 
‘And would fhe thus my fearch prevent ? 
¥ ftand refolv’d, and dare th’ event.” 
‘Thus faid, he mounts the margin’s round, 
¢ And pries into the depth profound. 
He ftretch'd his neck ; and from below 
‘With fttetching neck advanc’d a foe : 
With wrath his raffled plumes he rears, 
prae foe with ri tied plumes appears, 


Threat anfwer'd threat ; his fury grew; 
Headlong to meet the war he flew; 7 
But, when the watery death he found, » 
He thue lamented as he drown’d : 

 tne’er had been in this condition, 
But for my mother’s prehibition.”” 


FABLE XXI. 
The Rat-catcher and Catt. 


‘Tue rats by night fuch mifchief aid, 
Betty was every morning chid : 
They undermin’d whole fides of bacon, 
Her checfe was fapp’d, her tarts were taken; 
Her pafties, fenc’d with thickeft patte, 
Were all demolith'd and laid wafte : 
She curs’d the Cat, for want of duty,, 
Who left her foes a conftant booty. © 
An engineer, of noted fkill, 
Engag’d to ftop the growing ill. 

From room to room he now furveys 
Their haunts, their works, their fecret way 
Finds where they *fcape an ambufcade, 
And whence the nightly fally’s made. + 

An envious Cat from place to place, 
Unfeen, attends his filent pace = 
She faw that, if his trade wert ony 4 
The purring race muft be undone ; 

So fecretly removes his baits, 
And every ftratagem defeats. 

Again he fets the poifon’d toils; 
And Pufs again the labour foils. 

« What foe (to fruftrate my defigns} - 
My fchemes thus nightly countermines ? 
Ancens’d, he cries, this very hour 
The wretch fhall bleed beneath my power.” 

So faid, 2 ponderous trap he brought, 
And in the fa& poor Pufs was caught. 

« Smuggler, fays he, thou shalt be made 
A vidim to our lofs of trade.” : 

The captive Cat, with piteous mews, 
For pardon, life, and freedom fucs. 

“ A filler of the fcience fpare ; 
One intereft is our commen care.” 

« What infolence' the Man reply’dy 
Shall Cats with us the game divide? ~~ 
Were all your interloping band 
Extinguith’d, or expell’d the land. 

We Rat-catchers might raife our fees, 
Sole guardians of a nation's cheefe ! 

A Cat, who faw the lifted knife, 
Thus fpoke, and fav’d her fifter’s life. 

“ In every age and clime we fee, 
Two of a trade can ne’er agree. 
Each hates his neighbour for encroaching: 
"Squire ftigmatizes “{quire for poathing , 
Beauties with beauties are in arms, 
And fcandal pelts each others charms; ; 
Kings, too, their neighbour kings dethrone, 
In hope to make the world their own = 
But let us lim-t our defires, 
Not war like beauties. kings, and "fquires; 
For though we both one prey purfue, 
‘There’s game enough for us and you." 
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“PABLE XXIb.. 

; . The Goat without a Beards F 
*Tis.certain thac the modith paffions 
‘Defeend among the crowd like fafhions, 
Excufe me, then, if pride, conceit, 

(The manners of the fair and great) 

IT give to monkies, affes, dogs, 

Fleas, owls, goats, butterflies, and hogs, 
I fay ‘that thefe are proud : what shen ? 
Y never faid they “equal men. 

A Goat (a8 vain as goat can be) 

Affected fingularity : 

‘Whene'er a thymy bank he found, 

He roll’d upon the fragrant ground, 

And then with fond attention ftend, 

Fix'd o’er his image in the flood. 

_. © Uhate my froway beard, he cries, 

‘My youth is loft in this difguife. 

Did not the females know my vigo: 

‘Well might they lothe this ibis figure.” 

Refolv’d to fmooth his thaggy face, 
He fought the barber of the place. 

A flippant monkey, fpruce and {mart, 

Hard by, profels’d the dapper art : 

His pole with pewter-bafons hung, 

Black rotten teeth in order ftrung, 

Rang’d cups, that in the window ftood, 
Lin’d with red rags to look like blood ; 

Did well his threefold trade explain, 

‘Who fhav’d, drew teeth, and breath’d a vein. 

The Goat he welcomes with an air, 
And feats him in his wooden chair : 
-Mouth, nofe, and cheek, the lather hides ; 
Light, fmooth, and (wift, the razor glides, 

“ L hope your cuftom, Sir, fays Pugs : 
Sure never face was half fo {pug !” 

‘The Goat, impatient for, applaufe, 
Swift to the neighbouring hill withdraws. 
‘The thaggy people grinn’d and ftar’d. 

“ Heigh-day | what’s here? without a beard ! 
Say, Brother, whence the dire difgrace ? 
‘What envious hand hath robb’d your face?” 
‘When thue the fap, wit ‘tmiles of corn, 
* Are beards by civil nations worn? 

Ev'n Mufcovites have mow’d their chins. 
Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 

Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 

And bear about the hairy load? 

‘Whene’er we through the village ftray, 
‘Are we not-miock'’d along the way, 
Tafulted with Joud fhouts of f{corn, 

By boys our beards difgrac’d and torn ?”* 

* Were you no more with goats to dwell, 
Brother, { grant you reafon well,” 
Replies a bearded chief.‘ Befide, 

Hf boys can mertify thy pride, 
How wiltthon ftand the ridicule 
- Of our whole flock? Affected fool!” 

Coxcombs, diftinguith’d from the reft, 

‘To all but coxcombs are a jeft, 


FABLE XXIIL 
The Old Woman and ber Cats. 


‘Who friendfhip with a knave hath made, 
Ravag'd a partner in the trade. 


The matron, who conducts abroad; 

A willing nymph, is thought a hawd 
And, if a modeft girlisfeen , 

With one who cures a lover's ipleea, 


4 We guefs her nat extremely nice, 


And only with to know her price. = 
’Tis thus that on the choice of friends, 
Our good or evil name depends. 

A wrinkled hag, of wicked fame, 
Befide a little fmoky fame 
Sat hovering, pinch’d with ag¢ and frotk s : 
Her thrivell’d hands, with veins embo{s’ ,, 
Upon hér knees her weight fultains, 
While palfy hook her crazy brains: 

She mumbles forth her backward, prayers, 
An untam'd {cold of fourfcore years, 
About her fwarm'd a numerous brood 
Of cats, who, lank with hunger, mew’ ‘d,, 

‘Teaz’d with their cries, her choler grew, 
And thas the {putter’d, “ Henge, ye crew} 
Fool that | was, to entertain’ * « 
Such imps, fuch fiends, a hellifh train ! 

Had ye been never hous’d and nurs’d, 

1 for a witch had ne'er been cur¢d. 

To you I owe that crowds of boys 

Worry me with eternal neife; 

Straws laid acrofs my pace retard, 

The horfe fhoe’s nail’d (each. aon gvard); 
The ftunted broom the wenches hide, 

For fear that { fhould up and ride; 

‘They flick with pins my blecding feat, 

And bid me fhow my focret teat.” 

“ To hear you prate, would vex a faint ; 
Who hath moft reafon of complaint ?"* 
Replies a Cat. * Let's come to proof, 

Had we ne'er ftarv’d beneath your roof, 
We had, like others of ow race, 
In credit liv'’d as beafts of chafe. 

"Tis infamy to ferve a hag; 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag; 
And boys againit our hives combine, 
Becaule ‘tis faid your cats have nine.’ 


FABLE XXIV... 
The Butterfly and the Snail, 


Atx upftarts, infolent in place, 
Remind us of their vulgar race, 

As in the futfhine of the morn 
A butterfly (but newly born) 

Sat proudly perkirg on a rofe, 
With pert conceit his bofom glows; 
His wings (all glorious ro behold) 
Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold, 
Wide he difplays; the fpangled dew 
Reflects his eyes and various hue. 

His now-forgotten friend, 2 fnail,’ 
Beneath his houfe, with flimy trail,. 

Crawls o’er the grafs; whom when he fpics, 
{n wrath he to the gardner cries? 

“ What means yon peafant’s daily toil, '* 
From choking weeds to rid the foil ? : 
Why wake you to the morning’s care ?. 
Why with new arts correct the year? 

Why grows the peach with cjimfon bue? 
And why ‘the plumb’s inviting blue 2 ~> 


eed 
‘Were they #6 feaft his talledefign'd, 
"Thy rermin of voracious kind ! 
CG: ith then the flow, the pilfering race, ~ 
So purge th; garden from difgrace.” * 
wf Whi" arrogance! the fnail reply’d 
er infolent is upftart pride‘ . 
Sadit thou not thus, with infult vain, 
Provok'd my patience to complain, 
Y hid conceal’d thy meaner birth, 
Nor trac’d thee to the feum of earth : 
For fearce nine funs have wak’d the hours, 
To fwell the fruit, and paint the flowers, 
Since i thy humbler life furvey’d, 
In bafe, in fordid guife array’d 5": 
‘A hideous infeé, vile, unclean, 
You dragg’d a flow and noifome train; 
And from your fpider bowels drew 
Foul film, and fpun the dirty clue. 
Town my humble life, good friend ; 
Snail was } born, and fnail thal end. 
‘And what’s a butterfly ? at beft 
He's but a caterpillar drett; 
‘And all thy race (a numerous feed) 
Shall prove of caterpillar breed.” 


FABLE XXV. 
The Scold and the Parrot. 


‘Tne hufband thus reprov’d his wife : 

«© Who deals in flander, lives in ftrife. 

Art thou the herald of difgraces 
Denouncing war to all thy race; y 

€an nothing quell thy thander’s rage, 
Which {pares nor friend, nor fex, nur age? 
‘That vixen tongue of your's, my dear, 
‘Alarms our neighbours-far and near. 
Good gods! ‘tis like a rolling river, 

That murmuring flows, and flows for ever! 
Ne’er tir'd, perpetual difcord fowing : 
Like fame, it gathers itrength by going.” 

“ Heigh-day :” the flippant tongue replies, 

“ How folemn is the fool ! how wife! 
Is nature’s choiceft gift debarr’d? 
Nay, frown not ; for I will be heard. 
‘Women of late are finely ridden, 

A parrot’s privilege forbidden ! 
You praife his tall, his {qualling fong 3 
But wives are always in the wrong.” 

‘Now reputations flew in pieces 
Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieees $ 
She ran the parrot’s language o’er, 

Baw4d, huffy, drunkard, flattern, whore; 
On all the fex fhe vents her fury, ks 
Tries and condemns without a jury- 

‘At once the torrent of her words 
‘Alarm’d cat, monkey, dogs, and birds 
All join their forces to confound her, 

Pofs fpits, the monkey chatters round her; 
"The yelping cur her heels affaults ; 

“The magpie blabs out all her faules 5 

Poll, in the uproar, from his cage, 

“With this rebuke outfcream’d her rage. 
SaALA parrot is fg? tallsing rriz’d, 
(faut pratiling worken are defpis’d, 

Vor, VILL 
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Ghe who attacks anothier’é honour, 

Draws every living thing upon her. 2 
Think,madam, when you ftretch your tongs; 
That all your neighbours too have tongues + 
One flander muft ten thoufand get : 

The world with intereft pays the debt.” 


FABLE XXVI. 
The Cur and the Mafiiff: 
A sNeaxine ear, the matter’s fpy, — 
Rewarded for his daily lie, 
With fecret jealoufies and feara’ + 
Set all together by the ears. 
Poor pufs to-day was in difgrace, 
Another cat fupply’d her place ; 
The hound was beat, the mattiff chid, 
The monkey was the room forbid; 
Eaeh to his deareft friend grew thy, 
‘And none could tell the reafon why. - 
A plan to rob the houfe was laid : 
The thief with love fedue’d the maid, 
Cajol’d the cur, and ftroak’d his head, 
And bought his fecrecy with bread; 
He next the maftiff's honour try‘d, 
Whofe hoiett jaws the bribe defy’d 5 
He ftretch’d his hand to proffer more = 
The furly dog his fingers tore. 
Swift ran the cur; with indignation 
The matter took his information, 
« Hang him, the villain’s curs'd,” he cries; 
And rotind his neck the halter ties. 
The dog his humble fuit preferr’d, 
And beg’d in juftice to be heard, 
The matter fate. On either hand 
‘The cited dogs confronting ftand§ 
The cur the bloody tale relates, 
And, like a lawyer, aggravates. ta 
“ Judge not unheard (the tiaftiff cry’d),. 
But weigh the caufe of either fide. 
Think not that treachery can be juft; 
Take not informers’ words on truft; 
"¥hey ope their hand to every pay, 
And you and me by turns betray”? 
Fe fpoke ; and all the.trath appear’da 
The cur was hang’d, the mattiff clear’d. 


FABLE XXVIt. 
The Sick Man and the Angel. 


« Js there no hope ?” the fick man {aids 

The filent door fhook his head, 

And took his leave with figns of forrow, 

Defpairing of his fee to-morrow. 

When thus the man, with gafping breath; 

“ T feci the chilling ‘wound of death, .  , 

Since 1 muft bid the world adieu, 

Let me my former life review. 

I grant my bargains well were made, 

But all men over-reach in trade; 

*Tis felf-defence in each profeffion: 

Sure felf-defence is no tranfgs Mion. 

The litele portion in my hands, 

By good fecurity on lands 
4 
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¥s well increas'd, Jf, unawares, » 

My juftice to myfelf and heirs 

Hitth let my debtor rot in jail, 

For want of good fufficient bail ; 

ft, by writ, or bond, or deed, 

Reduc’d a family co need; 

My will hath made the world amends ; 

My hope on charity depends 
» When Tam number’d with the dead, 

Aad all my pious gifts are read, 

By heaven and earth ’rwill then be known 
‘My charities were amply thown.” ~ 

An angel came. “ Ah, friend ! (he cry’d), 

No more in flattering hope confide, 

Can thy good deeds in former-times 
Ourweigh the balance of thy crimes? 

What widow or what orphan prays 

‘To crown thy life with length of days? 

‘A. pious action’s in thy power, 

Ew brace with joy the happy hour. 

Now, while you draw the vital air, 

Prove your intention is fineere : 

This infant vive a hundred pound: 

Your neighbours want, and you abound.” 

“But why fuch hatte, the fick inan whines; 

‘Who knows as yet what Heaven defigns? 
Pe: sips L may recover ftill, 
‘That tum and more are in my will.’* 
© Fool, fays the vifion, now *tis plain 
Your life, your foul, your Heaven, was gain. 
From every fide, with all your might, 

You ferap’d, and ferap'd beyan:! your right; 
And after death would fain atoue, 

By giving what is nor your own” 

“ While there is jife. there's hope, he cry’d; 

Then why fuch hatte?” fo groart'd and dy’d. 


“FABLE XXVIL 
The Perfian, the Sun, and the Cloud. 


Is there a bard whom genius fires, 
“Whofe evéry thought the god infpires ? 
When envy reads the nervous lines, 
She frets, the rails, the raves, fhe pines; 
Her hiffing Snakes with venom fwell; 
She calls her venal train from hell: 
i ‘Lhe fervile fiends her nod obey, 
| And all Curll’s authors are in pay. 
| Fame calls up calumny and fpite’: 
i Thus thadow owes its birth to light. 
FAs, proftrate to the god of day, 
‘With heart devout, a Perfian lay, 
His invocation thus begun : 
“* Parent of light ! all-fecing fun! 
Prolific beam, whofe rays difpenfe 
"The various gifts of Providence, 
Accept our praife, our daily prayer ; 
Smile on our fields, and blefs the year.” 
:_ A cloud, who mock’d his grateful tongue, 
‘The day with fudden darknefs hung; 
With pride and envy fwell’d, aloud 
A voice thus thutider’d from the cloud. 
** Weak is this gaudy god of thine, 
‘Whom I at will forbid to thine. 
Shall 1 nor vows nor incenfe know ¥. 
‘Where praife ie due, the praife beRow.” 











With fervent zeal the Perfian mov'd, 


"| Thus the prond calumny reprov'd : 


“ ‘Tt was that god who claims my Prayer 
Who gave thee birth, and rais’d thee there, 
When o’er his beams the veil is thrown,” 
Thy fubftance is Bat plainer thown: 
A pafling gale, a puff of wind, 
Dilpeia thy thickeft troops combin’d.” 

The gale arofe; the vapour tof 
(The fport of winds) in air wag loft; 
‘The glorious orb the day refined. 
Thus envy breaks, thus merit fhines. 


FABLE Xxx. 
The Fox at-the point of Death. 


A Fox, in life's extreme decay, 

Weak, fick, and faint, expiring lay + 
All'appetite had let: his maw, 

And age difarm’d his mumbling jaw. 
His numerous raec around him fland, 
To learn their dying fire’s command: 
He rais’d his head with whining moan, 
And thus was heard the feeble tone : 

“Ah” Sons! from evil ways depart ; 
My crimes lic heavy on my heart, 

Sec, fee, the murder’d geefe appear! 
Why are thofe bleeding turkeys there; 
Why all around this cack!ing train, 
Who haunt my ears for chicken {lain 2”? 

The hungry foxes round them ftar'd, 
And for the promis’d feaft prepar'd. 

“ Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer ? 
Nor turkey, goofe, nor hen, is here. 
Thefe are the phantoms of your brain ;° 
‘And your fons lick their lips in vain.” 

© O gluttons! fays the drooping fire, 
Reftrain inordinate defire. 
Your liquorifh tatte you thall-deptore,.- 
When peace of confcience is no more. 

Does not the hound betray our pace, 

And gins and guns deftroy our race? 
Thieves dread the fearching eye of power! 
And never feel the guiet hour.- a 
Old age (which few of us thall know) 

Now puts a period to my woe. 

Would you true happinefs attain, 

Let honeity your paffions rein; 

Sa live in credit and elteem, 

And the good name yon loft redeem.” 

“ The countfel’s good, 2 fox replies, 

Could we perform what you advife. 
Think what our anceftors have done $ 
A line ef thieves from fon to fon. 

To us defcends the long difgrace, 

And infamy hath mark’d our race. 

Though we, like harmlefs theep, thould feed; 
Honctt in thought, in word, and deed, 
Whatever hen-rooft is decreas’d, 

We fhall be thought to fhare the feaft, 

The change fhall never be beliew'd. 

A lof good name is ne'er retriew'd.”* : 

“ Nay, then, replies the feeble fox, 
(But, hark! I hear a hen that chicks) 

Go; but be moderate in your foot; ” 
A chicken, too, might dome good.¥ 
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FABLE Xkx. 
Tbe fetting Deg and the Partridge” 


Tue ranging dog the ftubble tries, 

* And fearches every breeze that flies; - 
The fcent grows warm: with cautious fear | 
He creeps, and points the covey near; 

The men in filence, far behind, 
Confcious of game, the net unbind. 

oA partridge, with experience wife, 
‘The fraudful preparation (pies; 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood, 

The covey fprings and feck, the wood; 

But ere, her certain wings fhe tries: 

"Thus, to the creepng fpaniel cries : 

« Thou fawning flave to man's deceit, 
Thou pimp of luxry, fneaking cheat, - 

Of thy whole {pecies thou difgrace ; 

Dogs thould difown thee of their race ! 
For, if I judge their native parts, 

‘They're born with honeft open hearte; 

And, ere they ferv’d man’s wicked ends, 

{Were generous foes, or real friends.” 

When thus the dog, with fcornful fmile + 
® Secure of wing, thou dar'ft revile. | 
_Clowns are to polith’d manners blind ; 

_ How ignoraut is the ruftic mind ! 

My worth fagacious courtiers {ee 

And to preferment rife, like me. 

"The thriving pimp who beauty fets, 

How oft enhane’d a nation’s debts: 

Priend fets his friend, without regard, 
And minifters his fkill reward. 

Thus train’d by man, I learn’d his ways; 
And growing favour feats my days.” , 

* ¥ might have guefs’d, the partridge aid,’ 
‘The place where you were train’d and fed; 

Servants are apt, and in a trice 
Ape toa hair their mafter’s vice. 

You came from court, yeu fay. Adieu !!* 

She faid, and to the covey flew. 


FABLE XXXL 
_ Lhe univerfal Apparition, 


Arnage, by every paffion rul’d, 

‘With every vice his youth had cool’d; 
Difeafe his tainted blood affails ; 

His fpirits droop, his vigour fails ¢ 
With fecret ifls at home he pines, 
And, like infirm old age, declines, 

As, twing’d with pain, he penfive fits, 
And raves, and prays, and fwears, by fits, 
Aghaftly phantom, lean and wan, 

Before him rofe, and thus began : : 

‘ My name, perhaps, hath reach’d your ear ; 

_ Attend, and be advis'd by Care. 
Nor love, nor howour, wealth, nor power, 
Can give the heart a cheerful hour, 

xy When health is loft. Be timely wife = 

“Wich health all afte of pleafure flies.”* 
"Thus faid, the’ phantom difappears, 
The wary cownfel wak’d his fears, 





He now from all excefs abttains, 
With phyfic purifies his veins; 
And, to procure a fober life, © 
Refolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the fprite afcends, 
‘Where’er he walks, his ear attendé, 
Infinuates that beauty’s frail, © 
‘That perfeverence muft prevail ; 

With jealoufies his brain inflamesy 

And whifpers all her lovers’ names. 

In other hours fhe reprefents ‘ 
His houfehold charge, his anrtual rent$, 
Increafing debts, perplexing dung, 
And nothing for his younger fons. ~~ 

Straight all his thought to gain he turasy 

And with the thirft of lucre burns. 

But, wher poffefs'd of fortune’s ftore, 
The fpedtre haunts him more and more; 
Sets want and mifery in view, 

Bold thieves and all the murdering erew 
Alarms him with eternal frights," if 
Infeft his dreaia, or wakes his nights. 
How fhall he chafe this hidcous gueft ? 
Power may perhaps protect his reft. 

To power he rofe. Again the fprite 
Befets him morning, noon, and nights 
Yalks of ambition’s tottering feat, 

How envy perfecutes the great, * 

Of rival hate, of treacherous friends, 
And what difgrace his fall attends. 

The court he quits, to fly from Care, 
And feeks the peace of rural air: 

His groves, his fields, amus’d his hours; 

He prun’d bis trees, he rais’d his flowers, 

But care again his fteps purfues, 

Warns him of blafts, of blighting dews, 

Of plundering infedts, inails, and rains, : 
And droughts that ftarv'd the labour’d plains, 
Abroad, at home, the fpedtre’s there; 

In vain we feek to fly from Care. : 

At length he thus the ghoft addreft ¢ 
* Since thou muft be my conftant guelty 
Be kind, and follow me no more; 

For Care, by right, fhould go before.” 








FABLE XXxXtt. 
The two Owls and the Sparrows 


Two formal owls together fat, 
Conferring thus in folems chat + 

« How is the modern tafte decay’d f 
Where's the eefpect to wifdom paid? 
Our worth the Grecian fages knew ; 
They gave our fires the honour duc; 
They weigh'd the dignity of fowls, 
And pry’d into the depth of owls, 
Athens, the feat of learned fame, 
With general voice rever'd our name, 
On merit title was conferr'd, 7 
And all ador’d th’ Athenian bird.” 

“ Brother, you reafon well, replies 
The folemn mate with half-fhut eyes. 
Right. Athens was the feat of learningy 
And truly wifdom is difcerning.. 

Befides, on Pallas’ helm we fit, 
The type and eraament of wit ¢ 
Zz ij 
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But now, alas! we're quite negie@ed, 
And a pert fparrow’s more refpected.” 
A fparrow, who was lodg’d befide, 
O’erhears them footh each other’s pride; 
And thus he nimbly vents his heat : 
* Who meets a fool mutt find conceit, 
I grant you were at Athens grac’d ; 
And on Minerva’s helm were plac’d; 


Bot every -bird that wings the fky, ° 


Except an owl, can tell you why : 
From hence they taught their fchools to know 
low falfe we judge by vutward fhow; 
‘That we thould never looks efteem, 
Since fools as wife as you might feem. 
Would ye contempt and feorn avoid, 
et your vain-glory be deftroy’d; 
Humble your arrogance of thought, 
Parfue the ways by nature taught : 
So fhall you find delicious fare, 
And grateful farmers praife your cares 
So fhall fleek mice your chafe reward, 
And no keen cat find more regard.” 


* FABLE XXXII. 
Lhe Courtier dnd Proteus, 


a : ‘ 
WHENEVER a courtier's out of place, 
‘Fhe country fhelters his difgrace; 
Where, doom’d to exercife and health, 
His houfe and gardens own his wealth, 
He builds new fchemes, in hope to gain - 
‘The plunder of another reign ; 
Like Philip's fon, would fain be doing, 
And fighe for other realms te ruin. 
As one of thefe (without his wand) 
‘Penfive along the winding tlrand 
\Employ’d the folitary hour, 
Tn projects to regain his powrr, 
The waves in (preading circles ran, 
Proteus arofe, and thus began : . 
“ Came you from court ? for in your mien 
{A felimportant air is feen.” 
'. He frankly own'd his friends had trick'd him, 
And how he fell his parey’s victim: 
“ Know, fays the god, by matchlefs skill 
I change toevery Shape at will; 
But yet, Uh told,-et court you fee 
‘Thofe who prefume to rival me.” 
Thus faid : a fnake, with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends his {caly mail. 
“ Know, fays the man. though proud. in place, 
All courtiers are of reptile race = 
Like you, they take that dreailftl form, 
Balk in the fun, and fly the form; 
‘With malice hifs,-with envy glote, 
And for convenience change their coat ; 
With new-gat luftre rear their head, 
‘Though on a dunghill born and bied.”” 
Sudden’the god a lion ftands 
He fhakes his thane, he fpurns the fands. 
Now a fierce lynx, with fiery glare ; 
A wolf, an afe,a fox, a bear. . 
* Had I ne'er liv’d at court, he cries, 
Such transformations might furprife ; 


Bur there, in queft of daily game, 
Each able courtier ads the fame; 
Wolves, lions. lynxes, while in place 
Their fricnds and fellaws are their chafe. 
They play the bear’s and foxe’s part, 
Now rob by force, now fteal with art. 
They fometimes in the fenate bray, 
@r, chang'd again to beats of prey, 
Down from the lion to the ape, 5 
Pradtife the frauds of every fhape.”” 
So faid: upon the god he flies, 
In cords the ftruggling captive ties. 

“ Now, Proteus! now (to truth compell’d) 
Speak, and confefs thy are excell’d, 
Ufe ftrength, furprife, or what you will, 
The courtier finds evafions ftill; . 
Not to be bound by any ties, 
And never forc’d to-leave his lies.” 


FABLE xXxiv. 
The Mefiif 


Tose who in quarrels interpofe, 
Mutt often wipe a bloody nofe. 

A mattiff, of true Englith blood, 
Lov'd fighting better than his food, 
When dogs were fnarling for a bone, 
He long’d to make the war his own, 
And often found (when two contend) 
To interpofe obtain’d his end. 

He glory’d in his limping pace ; 

The {cars of honour feam’d his face; 
In every limb a gah appears, 

And frequent fights retrench'd his ears.” 

As on atime he heard from far 
Two dogs engag'd in noify war, 

Away he fcours, and lays about hitn, 
Refolv’d no fray fhould be without him. 
Forth from his yard a tanner flies, 

And to the buld intrader cries : 

“ A cudgel fhall corres your manners: 
Whence fprung this curfed hate-to tanners? 
While on my dog you vent your fpite, 
Sirrah! "tis me you dare not bite.” 

To fee the battle thus perplex’d, 

With equal rage a butcher, vex'd, 
Hoarfe-Icreaming from the circled crowd, 
To the curs'd maftiff cries aloud : 

Both Hockleyhole and Marybone 
The combats of my dog have known : 

He ne’er, like bullies, coward-hearted, 
Attacks in public, to be parted. 

Think not, rath fool, to fhare his fates 
Be his the honour, ot the fhame.” : 

Thus faid, they fwore, and rav’d like thunder, 
Then dragg’d their faften’d dogs afunder ; 
While clubs and kicks from every fide 
Rebounding from tlie maitiff’s hide. 

All reeking now with fweat and blood, 
A while the parted warriors ftood; 7 
Then pour’d upon the meddling foe, 
Who, worried howl'd and {prawl’d below. 
He rofe; and limping from the thy, . 
By both fides mangled, fheak’d away. 


“RABLES, 


FABLE XXxXV. 
he Lorley-mow and the Dungbill. . 


How many faucy airs we meet 
a, From Temple-bar to Aldgate-ftreet 
Proud rogues, who fhared the South-fea prey, 
And fprung like muthrooms in a day ! 
‘They think it mean to condefcend 
‘To know a brother or a friend; 
‘They bluf to hear their mother's name, 
And by their pride expofe their thame. 
As crofs his yard, at early day, 
A carefol farmer took his way, 
He ftopp’d , and, leaning on his fork, 
Obferv'd the fail’ ’s inceffant work. 
In thought he meafur’a all his ftore, 
His geefe, his hogs, he number'd o’er; 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces fhorn, 
And multiply'd the next year’s corn. 
A barley-mow, which ftood befide, 
‘Thus to its mufing matter cry’d : 
“ Say, good Sir, is it fit er right 
To treat me with neglect and flight ? 
¢, who contribute to your cheer, 
‘And raife your mirth with ale and beer? 
Why thus infulted, thus difgrac’d, 
And that vile dunghill near me plac'd? 
Are thole poor fweepings of a groom, 
‘That filthy fight, that naufeous fume, 
Meet objects here? Command it hence ; 
A thing fo mean muft give offence.” 
The humble dunghill thus reply’d: 
“ Thy maiter hears, and mocks thy pride 
Anfult not thus the meek and low ; 
In me thy benefaétor know ; 
My warm afliftance gave thee birth, 
Or thou hadft perifh’d low in earth ; 
But up-ftarts, to fupport their ‘Ration, 
Cancel at once all obligation.” 


FABLE XXXVI. 
Pythagoras and the Countryman. 


Pyruacoras rofe at early dawn, 

By foaring meditation drawn ; 

'To breathe the fragrance of the day, 

"Through flowery fields he took his way, 

In mofing contemplation warm, 

His feps mifled him to a farm, 

‘Where on a ladder’s topmoft round 

A peafant ftood ; the hammer’s found 

Shook the weak barn. “ Say, friend, what care 
Calls for thy honeft labour-there ?” 

The clown, with furly voice replies, 
© ‘Vengeance ‘aloud for juftice cries, 
This kite, by daily rapine fed, 

My hens’ annoy, my turkeys? dread, 
At length his forfeit life hath paid; - ” 
Sce on the wali his wings dilplay’d> 
Here nail’d, a terrcr to his kind, 

My fowls thall future fafety find; 
“¥y.yard the thriving poultry feed, 
And my barns’ refofe fat the breed.” 


at 


“ Friend, fays the fage, the doom is is wie; 

F.r public good the murderer dies: 

But, if thefe tyrants of the air 

Demand a fentence fo fevere, 

Think how the glutton, man, devours; 
What bloody feafts regale his hours! 

© impudence of power and might, 

Thus to condemn a hawk or kite. 

When thou, perhaps, carnivorous finner, 
Had& puilets yefterday for dinner” : 

“ Hold, cry’d the clown, with paflion heated, 
Shall kites and men alike be treated? . 
When Heaven the world with creatures ftor’d, 
Man was ordain’d their fovereign lord.” 

« Thus tyrants boaft, the fage reply’d, 
Whofe murders {pring from power and pride, 
Qwn then this manlike kite is fain, 

‘Thy greater luxury to fuitain ; 
For “ Petty rogues fubmit to fate, 
“ That great ones may enjoy their fate *!” 


FABLE XXXVIL 
The Farmer's Wife and the Ravens 


Wut are thofe tears? why droops your head ? 
is then your other hufband dead? 
Or does a worfe difgrace betide? 
Hath no one fince his death apply’d 3 
Alas! you know the caufe too well; 
The {alt is fpilt, to me it fell; 
Then, to contribute to my lofs, 
My knife and fork were laid acrofe; 
On Friday too! the day I dread! 
Would I were fafe at home in bed ! 
Laft night (1 vow to Heaven 'tis true} 
Bounce from the fire a coffin flew. 
Next poft fome fatal news fhall tell: 
God fend my Cornifh friends be well ! 
Unhappy widow, ceafe thy tears, 
Nor feel affliction in thy fears; 
Let not thy ftomach be fufpended ; 
Eat now, and weep when dinner's ended s 
And, when the butler clears the table, 
For thy defert I'll read my fable. 
Betwixt her (wagging panniers’ load 
A farmer's wife to market rode, 
And, jogging on, with thoughtful care, 
Summ'd up the profits of her ware; 
When ftarting from her filver dream, 
Thus far and wide was heard her feream, 
“| Chat raven on yon left hand oak 
(Curfe on his ill betiding croak !} 
Bodes me a0 good.” No more fhe faid, 
When poor blind Ball, with ftumbling tread, 
Fell prone; o’erturn’d the pannier lay, 
And her math'd eggs beftrow'd the way. 
She, fprawling in the yellow road, ~ 
Rail’d, wore, and curs’d. * Thou croaking toad, 
A murrain take thy whorefon threat + 
1 knew mi-forrune in the note." 2 
“ Dame, quoth the raven, fpare your eathe, 


-Enclench your Git, and wipe your cloaths, 
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But why on me thofe eurfes thrown? - 
Goody, the fault was all your own; 
For, had you laid this brittle ware 

On Dun, the old fure-footed mare, 
‘Though ali the ravens of the Hundred 


‘With croaking had your tongue out-thundered, 


Sure-footed Dun had kept her legs, 
And you, good woman, fav’d your eggs.” 


FABLE XXXVII 
The Turkey and the Ant, 


Jn other men we faults can Spy, 

And blame the mote that dims their eye, 
Bach little fpeck and blemith find; ‘ 
‘Lo our own ftronger errors blind, 

A turkey, tir'd of common foed, 
Forfook the barn, and fought the wood ; 
Behind her ran an infant train, : 
Colle&ting here and there a grain. 

‘« Draw near, my birds! the mother cries, 
This hill detieious fare fupplies; 
Behold the buly negro race, 

Sce millions blacken all the place ! 

Fear not; like me, with freedom eat ; 
An ant is moft delightful meat. 

How blefs'd, how envy’d, were our life, 
Could we but "fcape the poulterer’s knife ! 
But man, curs’d man, on turkeys preys, 
And Chriftmas fhortens alj our days. 
Sometimes with oyfters we combiue, 
Sometimes affift the favoury chine; 

Fiom the low peafant to the lord, 

‘The turkey fmokes on every board, 

Sure men for gluttony are curs’d, 

Of the feven deadly fins the worft."" 

An ant, who climb'd beyond his reach, 
‘Thug anfwer’d from the neighbouring beech : 
* Ere you remark another's fin, 

Bid thy own confcience look within ; 
Control thy more voracious bill, 
Nor for a breakfait nations kill,” 


"FABLE XXXIX. 
The Father and Jupiter, 


‘Tur man to Jove his fuit preferr'd ; 

He begg’d a wife his prayer was heard. 
Jeve wonder'd at his bold addrefling 5 - 
For how precarious is the bleffing ! 

A wife he takes: -and now for heirs 
Again he worries Heaven with prayers, 
Jove nods affene ; two hopeful boyr 
Anda fine girl reward his joys. 

Now more folicitous he grew, 

And fet their future lives in view; 
Ate faw that all refpest and duty 
Were paid to weaith, to power, and beauty, 

“ Once more, he cries, accept my prayer; 
Make my lov’d progeny thy care : s 
Let my firft hope, my favourite boy, 

Al! fortune’s richeft gifts enjoy. 
fy next with ftrong ambition fire ; 
fay favour teach bim to afpire, F 





‘Till he the ftep of power afcend, 

and courtiers to their idol bend! -- 

With every grace, with every charm, | 

My daughter’s perfect features arm. 

If Heaven approve, a father’s blefs'd.”” 

Jove fmiles, and grants his full requeft.. 
The firft, a mifer at the heart, 

Studious of every griping art, 2 

Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain, 

And all his life devotes to gain. ‘ 

He feels no joy, his cares incteafe, 

He neither wakes nor fleeps in peace 

in fancy’d want (a’ wretch complete) 

He ftarves, and yet he dares not eat, 

The next to fuddcn honours grew 5 

The thriving art of courtshe knews 

He reach’d the height of power and place, 

Then fell the victim of difgrace. Ps 
Beauty with early bloom fupplies 

His daughter's cheeks, and points her eyes, 

The vain coquette eath {uit difdaina, 

And glorics in her lovers’ pains. 

With age the fades, each lover flies; 

Contemn’d, forlorn, fhe pines, and dies, 
When Jove the father’s grief furvey’d, 

And heard him Heaven and Fate upbraid, 

Thus fpoke the god : ‘* By outward fhow 

Men judge of happinefs and woe.“ a 

Shall ignorance of goad and ill 

Dare to direé th’ eternal will? 

Seek virtue ; and, of that poffett, 

To Providence refign the reft.”* 


FABLE XL. 
‘The two Monkies, 


Tae learned, full of inward pride, 
The fops of outward thow deride ; 
The fop, with learning at defiance, 
Scotia at the pedant and the feience : 
The Don, a formal folemn ftrotter, 
Defpifes Monficur’s airs and flutter; 
While Monfieur mocks the formal fool, 
Who looks, and fpeaks, ard walks, by rule, 
Britain, a medley of the twain, ae 
As pert as France, as grave as Spain, 
In fancy wifer than the reft, 
Laughs at them both, of both the jeft. 
Is not the poet’s chiming clofe ~ 
Cenfur’d by all the fons of profe ? 
While bards of quick imagination 
Defpife the fleepy profe narration. 
Men laugh at apes: they men contemns 
For what aré we but apes to them ? 
Two monkies went te Southwark fairs 
No critics had a fourer air ; me 
‘They fore'd their way through draggled folks,” 
Who gap'd to catch Jack Pudding’s jokes; * 
Then took their tickets fer the fhow, * 
And got by chance the foremoft row; 
‘To fee their grave obferving face, 
Provok'd a laugh through all the place. 
“ Brother, fays Pug, and turn’d his head, 
The rabble’s monttroufly ifl-bred.” 3 
Now through the booth loud hiffes rap, 
Nor ended till the fhow began, <4 


The tumbler whirls the flip-flsp round, 


FAB. 


‘With fomerfets he fhakes the ground 5 
‘The cord beneath the dancer {prings; 
Aloft in air the vaulter fwings: 
Diftorted now, now prone depends, 
Now through his twifted arm afcends 5 
The crowd, in wonder and delight, 

“With clapping hands applaud the fight. 

With fmiles, qnoth pug, “If pranks like thefe 
‘The giant apes of reafon pleafe, 
How would they wonder at our arts! 
They muft adore us for cur parts. 
High on the twig I’ve feen you cling, - 
Play, twit, and turn in airy ring; 
‘How can thofe clumfy things, like me,. 
Fly with a bound from tree to tree? 
But yet, by this applaufe, we find 
‘Thefe emulators of our kind 
Difvern our worth, our parts regard, 
Who our mean mimics thus reward.” 
© Brother, the grinning mate replies, 
In this [ grant that man is wife + 
While good example they puriue, 
‘We mult allow fome praife is due; 
.? But, when they ftrain beyond their guide, 

1 laugh to feorn the mimic pride; 
For how fantaftic is the fight, 
‘To meet men always bolt upright, 
Becaule we fometimes walk on two! 
J hate the imitating crew.” 


FABLE XL." 
The Gwl and the Farmer, 


AN owl of grave deport and mien, 
Who (like the Turk) was feldem feen, 
Within a barn had chofe his tation, 
As fit for prey and contemplation : 


Upon a beam aloft he fits, 
And nods, and feems to think by fits. 
So have I feen a man of news 
Or poft-boy or gazette perufe, 
Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound, 
And fix the fate of Europe round. 
Sheaves pil’d on fheaves hid all the floor ; 
At dawn of morn to view his ftore 
The Farmer came. The hooting gueft 
His felf-importance thus exprelt : 

© Reafon in man is mere pretence ? 
How weak, how fhallevr, is his fenfe!” 
To tread with feorn the bird of night, 
Declares his folly or his fpite. 
Then, too, haw partial is his praife! 
The lark’s, the linnet’s, chirping lays 
To his ill-judging ears are fe 3 
And nightingales are all divine : 
But the more-knowing feather’d race 
See wifdom ftamp’d upon my face. 
Whene’er to vifit light J deign, 
‘Whar flocks of fowl compole my train! 
Like flaves, they crowd my flight behind, 
And own me of fuperior kind.” 

‘The Farmer laugh’d, and thus reply’d = 
“ Thon dull important lump of pride, 
Dar’ft thou with chat harfh grating congue- - 
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ate 


birds of warbling fong 2 
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Indulge thy fpleen: ktiow men and fowt 

‘Regard thee, as thou art, an owl. 

Befides, proud blockhead ! be not vain 

Of what thou cail’ft thy flaves and tains 

Few follow wifdem or her rales ; 5 

Fools in desifion follow fools.’” 


FABLE XLiL: 
The Fugglers. 


A svcoter long through all the town 
Had rais’d his fortune and renown ; 
You'd think (fo far his art tranfcends) 
The devil at his fingers ends. 

Vice heard his fame, fhe read his bill; 
Convine’d of his inferior fkill, . 
She fought his booth, and frown the crowd” 
Defy’d the man of art aloud 

“ Ts this then he fo fam’d for fleight ?: 

Can this flow bungler cheat your fight ? 
Dares he with me difpute the prize } 
T leave it to impartial eyes.” 

Provok’d, the Juggler cry’d, “ *Tis done; 
In feience 1 fubmit to none.” 4 % 
Thus faid, the cups and balls he play’d s 
By turns this here, that there, convey’ds 
The cards, obedient to his words, 

Are by a fillip turn’d to birds, 

His little boxes change the grain t 

Trick after trick deludes the train. -. 

He thakes his bag, he thows all fairs 

His fingers fpread, and norhing theres 

Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold ; 

And now his ivory eggs are told;, 

But, when from thence the hen he draws, 
Aniaz'd fpe@ators hum applaufe. 5 

Vice now ftept forth, and took the place, 
With all the forms of his grimace: 

“ This magic looking-glafs, fhe cries, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes." 
Each eager eye the fight defir’d, 

And every man himfelf admir'd, 

Next, to a fenator addreffing, ~*~ 
{* See this bank-note; obferve the bleffing, 
Beeathe on the bill. Heigh, pafs.! ‘dis gone.”, 
Upon his lips a padlock fhone. 

A fecond puff the magic broke} 
The padlock vanifh’d, and he fpoke. 

‘C'welve bottles rang’d upon the board: 

All full, with heady liquor ftor'd, 
By clean conveyance difappear, 
And now two bloody fwords are theres: « 

A purfe the to a thief expos’d s 
At once his ready fingers clos’d. 

He opes his fit, the treafure’s fed. 
He fees a halter in its ftead. ; 

She bids ambition hold a wand; 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand, 

A box of charity fhe thows, 

& Blow here ;”” anda church-warden blows. 
*Tis vanith’d with conveyance neat, . 
And on the table fmokes a treat. 2 

She fhakés the dice, the board the knocks, 
And from ail pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake addreft. 

© This pidhure fee; her thape, her breaf+. 
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‘What youth, and what inviting eyes! 
Hold her, and have her." With furprife, 
His hand expos'd’a box of pills, ‘ 
And a loud laugh proclaim’d his ills, 

A counter, in a mifer’s hand, 
Grew twenty guineas at command, 
She bids his heir the fum retain, , 
And "tis a counter now again. 

41 guinea with her touch yon fee 
Take every fhape but charity ; 
find not one thing you faw, or drew, 

But chang’d from what was fir in view, 

‘The Juggler now, in grief of heart, 
‘Wich this fubmifliuin own'd her art. 

“Can Ifuch matchlef: flcight withftand ! 
How pradtice hath improv’d your hand ! 
But now and then I' cheat the throng; 

You every day, and all day long.” 


FABLE XLUL 

; The Councit of Fiorfes, 
tron atime 2 neighing fteed, 
‘Who graz'd among a numerous breed, 
‘With mutiny had fir'’d the train, ’ 
And {pread diflenfion through the plain, 
On matters that concern’d the ftate, 
‘The council met in grand debate. 
A colt, whole eye-balis am’d with ire, 
Flate with ftrength and youthful fire, 
In hafte ftept forth before the reft, 
And thus the jittening throng addreft. 

“ Good gdh how abje ts cur race, 
Condemn'd to avery and difgrace ! 
Shall we our fervitude retain, 

Becaufe our fires haye borne the chain? 
Contider, friends! your ftrength and might ; 
"Tis conqueft to affert your right. : 
How cumbrdus is the gilded coach ! 

‘The pride of man is our reproach. 

Were we defign’d for daily toil, 

‘I'o drag the ploughfhare through the foil, 
‘To fweat it: harncfs through the road, 
‘Fo groan beneath the carrier’s load ? 
How feeble are the ewo-legg’d kind! 
‘What force isin our nerves combin’d ! 
Shall then our nobler jaws fubmic 

‘To foam and champ the galling bit ? 
Shall haughty man my back beftride? 
Shall the tharp fpur provoke my fide ¢ 
Forbid it, heavens ! acjea the rein 

Your fhame, your infamy, difdain, 

Let him the lion firft controul, 

And fill the tiger's famifh’d growl 
Letus, like them, our freedom claim,: 
ind make him tremble at.our name.” 

A general nod approv'd the caufe,- 
And all the circle neigh’d applaufe. 

‘hen, lo! with grave and folemn pace, 
A ftved advatie’d before the race, . 
With age and long experience wife ; 
‘round he caft his thoughttul eyea, 
Ard, ta the murmurs of the train, * 
Thus fpoke the Neftor of the plain. 

“ When [ had health and ftrength, like you, 
The tuily of. fervitude I knew ; , 








Now grateful man rewards my paing, -: 

And gives me all thefe wide domains. 

At will f crop the year’s increafe; 

My latrer life is relt and peace. 

1 grant, to man we lend our pains, 

And aid him to corre@ the plains; 

But doth not he divide the care, 

‘Through all the labours of the year 2+ 

How many thoufand ftrudtures rife, 

To fence us from inclement fkies} 

For us he bears the fultry day, 

And ftores up all our winter's hay. 

He fows, he reaps the harvelt's gain ; 

We fhare the toil, and fhare the grain. 

Since every creature was decreed 

To aid each other’s mutual need, 

Appeafe your difcontented mind, 

And ad the part by heaven affign'd.” 
The tumule'ceas’d. ‘Che colt fubmitted, 

And, like his anceftors, was bitted, 


FABLE XLIV. 
The Hound and the Hustfnan. 


IMPERTINENCE at firft is borne 


With heealefs light, or fmiles of feorn; 
Teaz’d into wrath, what patience bears 
The noify fool who perfeveres? 

The morning wakes, the huntfman founds, 
At once rafh forth the joyful hounds ; 

They feek the wood with eager pace, 5 
‘Through buth, through brier, explore the chafe ; 
Now featter'd wide they try the plain, 
And {nuff the dewy turf in vain, 
What care, what induftry, what pains! 
What univerfal filence reigns ; 
Ringwood, a dog of little fame, 
Young, pert, and ignorant of game, 
At once difplays his bubbling throat ; 
‘The pack, regardlefs of the note, 
Purfue the fcent; with Jouder ftrain 
He Qill perfilts to vex the train 
The huntfman to the clamour flies, 
The fmacking lath he fmartly plies. 
His ribs all welk’d, with howling tone 
The puppy thus exprefs’d his moan: 

“I know the mufic of my tongue 
Long fince the pack with envy ftung. 

‘What will not fpite ? Thefe bitter {marts 
Towe to my fuperior parts.” 

“* When puppies prate, the huntfman cry'd, 
‘They show both ignarance and pride : i 
Fools may our fcorn, not envy, raife; 

For envy is a ‘kind of praife. 

Had not thy forward noify tongue 
Proclaim’d thee always in the wrong, 
Thou might’{ have mingled with the reft, 
And ne’er thy foolifh nofe confeft ; 

But fools, to talking ever prone, 

Are fure to make their follies known.” 


FABLE XLV. 
Tbe Port and the Reft. . 


{ atx the man who builds his name 
On ruins of another’s fame. 


PARL Be 363, 


~ ‘Thus prudes, by charadters o’erthrown, 
“Imagine that they raife their own. 
Thus (cribblers, covctous of praife, 
Think lander can tranfplant the bays, 
\, Beauties and bards have equal pride, 
With both all rivals are decry'd. 
Who praifes Lefbia’s eyes and feature, 
Mot call her fifter aukward creature 5 
For the kind flattery’e fure to charm, 
- When we fome other nymph ditarm. 
As in the cool of early day 
: A poet fought the fwrets of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath afcends, 
And every ftalk with odour bends; 
A rofe he pluck’d, he gaz’d, admir’d, 
‘Thus finging, as the mufesinfpir’d: * 
* Go rote, my Chloe's bofom grace ; 
“ How happy fhall [ prove, 
* Might I fupply that envy’d place 
« Wich never-fading love ! 
* There, phaenix like, beneath her eye, 
* Involv’d in fragrance, burn and die. 
 Kuow, haplefs flower ! that thou fhalt find 
“ More fragrant rofes there, 
© I fee thy withering head reclin’d 
* With envy and defpair! 
* One common fate we both muft prove; 
i ™ You die with envy, J with love.”” 
“4 Spare your comparifons, reply’d 
'-An angry rofe, who grew befide. 
Of all mankind you fhould not flout us; 
‘What can a poet do without us? 
In every loye-fong rofes bloom ; 
‘We lend you colour and perfume : 
_ Does it to Chloe’s charms conduce, 
‘To found her praife on our abufe? 
Mutt we, to flatter her, be made 
To wither, envy, pine, and fade? 





FARLE XVI. 
‘The Cur, the Horfe, and the Shepherd's Dog. 


Tue lad of all-fufficient merit 

‘With modefty ne’er dampe his fpitit ; 
Prefthming on his own deferts, 

On all alike his tongue exerts; 

His noify jokes at random throws, 
And pertly fpatters friend and foes. 
In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own difgrace : 
Too late the forward youth fhall find 
‘That jokes are fometimes paid in kind; 
Or, if they canker in the breaft, 

He makea afoe who makes a jeft. 

A village cur, of fnappith race, 
The perceft puppy of the place, 
Tmagin’d that his treble throat 
‘Was bleft with mufic’s fweeteR notes 
In the mid road he bafking lay, 

The yelping nuifance of the way; 

For not a creature pais'd along, 

But had a fample of his fong. 

Soon as the trotting fteed he hears, 

He ‘farts, he cocks his dapper cars; 
f 


Away h- feowers, affauits his h 





With thrill impertinence attends, 
Nor leaves him till the village ends. 
It chanc’d, upon his evif day, 
A pad came pacing down the way3 
The cur, with never-ceafing tongue, 
Upon the pafling travéller fprung. | 
‘The horfe, from fcorn provok’d to ire, 
Flung backward ; rolling in the mire, 
The puppy howl’d, and bleeding lay ; 
‘The pad in peace purfu'd his way. 

A thepherd’s dog, who faw the deed, 
Derefting the vexatious breed, 
Befpoke him thus: * When coxcombs prate, 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate; 
Thy teazing tongue had judgment ty’d, 
hou hadft not like a puppy dy’d.”” 


FABLE XLVH. 
The Court of Death. 


Dearu, on a folemn night of ftate, 

In all his pomp of terror fate 2 

Th’ attendants of his gloomy reign, 
Difeafes dire, a ghaftly train ! 

Crowd the vaft court. With hollow tones 
& voice thus thunder’d from the throne ¢ 

“ This night our minifter we name, 

Let every fervant fpeak his claim ; 

Merit fhall bear this ebon wand.”* 

All, at the word, ftretch’d forth their hand.’ 

Fever, with burning heat poffett, 
Advanc’d, and for the wand addreft. 

“ I to the weekly bilis appeal, 

Let thofe exprefs my fervent zeal ; 
On every flight ogcafion near, 
With vielence I perfevere,”* 

Next Gout appears with limping pace, 
Pleads how he fhifts from place to place ; 
From head to foot how {wilt he flies, 
And every joint and finew plies; 

Still working when he feems fuppref, 
A moft tenacious flubborn gueft, ~~ 

A haggard fpectre from the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus afferts his due ¢ 
“Tis! who taint the fweetett joy, 

And in the fhape of love deftroy : 
My thanks, funk eyes, and nofelefs face, 
Prove my pretenfion to the place,” 

« Stone urg’d his ever-growing force ; 
And, next, Confumption’s meagre corfe, 
With iceble voice that farce was heard, 
Bioke with thort coughs, his fuit preferr’d.: 
“ Let none object my lingering way, 
I gain, like Fabius, by delay ; a 
Fatigue and weaken every foe . 

By long attack, fecure, though flow.? 

Plague reprefents his rapid power, 
Who thinn’d a nation in an hour. 

All {poke their claim, and hop’d the wand, 
Now cxpeétation hufh’d the band; 

When thus the monarch frain the throne + 

“ Merit was ever modeft known. 
What, no phyfician fpeak his right! 
None here ! but fees their toils requite. 
Let then Intemperance take the wand,: 
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You, Fever, Gout, and all the ref, 
(Whom wary men, as foes, deteft) 
Porego your claim ; no more pretend ; 
Incemperance is efteem’d a friend ; 

‘He shares their mirth, their focial joys, 
And as a courted gueft deftroys. 

‘The charge on him mutt juftly fall? 
‘Who finds employment for you all.”” 


FABLE XLVI. 
‘The Gardener and the Hog. 


A caxbener, of peculiar tafte, 

On a young hog his favour plac’d, 
‘Who fed not withthe common herd; 
His tray was to the halt preferr’d 

He wallow'd underneath the board, 
Or in his mafter’s chamber fnor’d, 
Who fondly ftroak’d him every day, 
And taught him all the puppy’s play. 
Where’cr he went, the grunting friend 
Ne’er fail'd his pleafure to attend." * 

As on 2 time the loving pair 
‘Walk'd forth to tend the garden’s caré, 
‘The mafter thus addgefs'd the fwine : 

« My houfe, my garden, all is thine, 

‘On turnips feaft whene'er you pleafe, 

And riot in my beans and peafe ; 

Uf the potatoe's tafte delights, © 

©r the red carrot’a fweet invites, 

Indulge thy morn end evening hours; 
"But let due cave regard my flowers : 

My tulips are my garden’s pride + 

‘What vaft expence thofe beds fupply’d!"* 

The hog by chance one morning roam’d, 
‘Where with new ale the veifels foam’d : 
Be munches now the ftcaming grains, 
Now with full {will the liquor drains, 
Entoxicating fumes arife ; 

‘He reels, he rolls his winking eyes; 

Then ftaggering through che garden fcours, 
Ard treads down painted ranks of flowers.” 
‘With delving fnout he turns the foil, 

And cools his palate with the fpoil. 

The mafter camé, the ruin fpy’d; 

“ Villain | fufpend thy rage (he cry’d.) 
Haft thon, thou moft ungrateful fot, 

My charge, my only-charge, forgat ? 
‘What, all my flowers!” No more he faid, 
But gaa’d, and figh’d, and hung his head. _ 

The hog with fluttering {peech returns: 
« Explain, Sir, why your anger burns. 

Sce there, untouch’d, your tulips ftrown, 
"For I devonr’d the roots alone.” 

At this the gardenes’s paflion grows ; 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows, 
‘The ftubborn brute. the blows fuftains, © 
Affauits his leg, arid tearé the veins. 

« Ah, foolith {wain’ cqo late you find 
"That ftyes were for fuch friends defign’d !* 
* Honeward he-limps with painful pace, 
Reflecting thus on paft difgrace : vie 

* © Who cherifhes a brutal mate, 
Shall mourn the folly foon or Jate.* 


’ 


FABLE. XLIX. 
The Man and the Flea. 


Wuetaer on earth, in air, or main, 
Sure every thing alive is vain! ‘ 

Does not the hawk ail fowls furvey, 
As deftin’d only for hié prey? 

And do not tyrants, prouder things, 
Think ten were born for flaves to kings 2 

When the crab views the pearly flranda, 

Or Tagus, bright with golden fanda, 
Or crawls befide the coral grove, 
And hears the ccean roll above, 

“ Nature is too prufufe (fayshe), 
Who gave all thefe to pleafure me !"” 

When bordering pinks and rofes bloamy 
And every garden breathes perfume; 
When peaches glow with funny dyes, : 
Like Laura’s cheek when bluthes rife ; 
When with huge figs the branches bend, 
When clufters from the vine depend ; 
‘The fnail looks round on flower and tree, 
And cries, “ all thefe were made for me!"" 

“ What dignity’s in human nature |” 
Says man, the moft conceited creature, 
As from a cliff he caft his eye, 

And view’d the fea and arched fky. 

The fun was funk beneath the main ; 
The moon and all the ftarry train 

Hung the vaft vault of heaven, The mag 
His contemplation thus began : 

“ When I behold this glorious fhow, 
And the wide watery world below, 

The fealy people of the main, * 
The beafts that range the wood or plain, 
The wing’d inhabitants of air, 

The day, the night, the various year; 
And know all thefe by heaven defign’d 
As gifts to pleafure human-kind ; 

T cannot raife my worth too high; 

Of what vaft confequence am 1!” 

“ Not of th’ importance you fuppofe, 
Replies a fiea upon his nofe. ioe 
Be humbtle, learn thyfelf to fean; 

Know, pride was never made fer man, 
“Lis vanity that fwells thy mind. 

What, heaven and earth for thee defign'd! 
For thee, made only for our need, 

That more important fleas might feed," 


FABLE L 


‘The Hare and Many Fritnds. 


Frienpsut?, like love, is but a name,. 
Unlefs to one you flint the flame. 

The child, whom many fathers share, 
Hath feldom known a father’s care. 
Tis thus in friendihips; who depend 
On many, rarely find. friend.” 

A hare who, ina civil way, 
Comply’d,with every thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beltial train 
Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain; 
Her care was never to offend ; 

And every ‘creature was her friends” 
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‘As forth the went at early dawn, 

To tafte the dew-belprinkled lawn, 

Behind fhe hears the hunter’s cries, 

And from the deep-mouth’d thunder flies, 

She ftarts, fhe flops, fhe pants for breath; 

* She hears the near advance of death ; 

She doubles to miflead the hound, 

And meafures back her mazy round ; 

Till, fainting in the public way, 

Half dead with fear the gafping lay. 

‘What tranfport in her bofom grew, 
_ When firft the horfe appear’d in view ! 
* Let me, faya fhe, your back afcend, 

And owe my fatety to a friend, 

You know my feet betray my flights 

To friendfhip every burden’s light.” « 

The horfe reply’d, “ Poor honeft pufs, 

It grieves my heart to fee thee thus: 

Be comforted, relief is near, 

Far all your friends are in the rear.” 

She nexe the Qately bull implor’d ; 

And thus reply’d the mighty lord: 

# Since every beaft alive can tell 

That I fincerely wifh you well, 

I may, without offence, pretend 

"Yo take the freedom of a friend. 

Love calls me hence; a favourite cow 

- Expeds me near yon barley-mow 5 

And, when a lady’sin the cafe, 

You know, alt other things give place. 

‘To leave you thus might fcem unkind ; 

But fee, the goat is juft behind.” 

" ‘The goat remark’d “ her pulfe was high, 

Her languid head, her heavy eye: 

My back, fays he, may do you harm; 

‘The fheep’s at hand, and wool is warm.” 

The fheep was feeble, and complain’d 

His fides a load of wool fuftain'd; 

Said, he was flow, confefe’d his fears 3 

For hounds eat fheep as well as hares.” 

She now the trotting calf addrefe’d, 

To fave from death a friend diftrefs’d. 

Shall I, fays he, of tender age, 

Jn this important care engage ? 

Older and abler pafs'd you by; 

How ftrong are thofe ! how weak amf! 
hould I prefume to bear you hence, 
‘hofe friends of mine may take offence. 

FExcufe me, then; you know my heart; 

But deareft friends, alas! muft part. 

How fhall we all lament! Adieu; 

For fee the hounds are juit in view.”* 








PART 


Advertifement. 

"Thefe Fables were finifhed by Mr. Gay, and in- 
tended for the prefs a short time before his 
death ; when they were left, with “his other 
papers, to the care of his noble friend and pa- 
tron the Cuke of Queenfberry. His Grace has 
accordingly permitted them to the prefs; and 
they are here printed from the originals in che 


author's own hand-writing, We hope 


will pleafe equally with his former Fables, 
though moftly on fubjects of a graver and more 
political turn, They will certainly fhow him te 
have been (what he eftecmed the bei chara¢ter} 
aman of atruly honeft heart, und a fincege loveg 


of his country. 


FABLEL 
The Dog and the Fox.—To  Laawyer, 


T xnow you lawyers can, with eafe, 
‘Twift words and meanings as you pleafe; 
That language, by your fill made plant, 
Will bend to favour every client; 

That ’tis the fee directs the fenfe, 

To make out either fide’s pretencds 
When you perufe the cleareft cafe, _ 
You fee tt with a double face: 

For fcepticifin’s your profeffion ; 

You hold there’s doubt in all expreffion. 

Hence is the bar with fees fupply’ds 
Hence eloquence t .kes either fide. 

Your hand would have but paltry gleaning, | 
Could every man exprefs his meaning, ~ 
Who dares prefume to pen a deed, 

Unlefs you preyiowily are fee’d? 

‘Tis drawn ; and, to augment the col, 

In dull prolixity engroft, 5 

And now we’re weil fecur'd by law, 

‘Till the next brother find a flaw. 

Read o’cr a will. Was't ever known 
But you could make the will your own? 
For, when you read, ’tis with intent 
To find out meanings never meant, 
Since things are thus, fe defendendog 
I bar fallacious inwende. 

Sagacious Porta’s ikill could trace 
Some beaft or bird in every face. 

The head, the eye, the nofe’s fhape, 
Prov’d this an owl, and that an ape, 
When, in the ‘fketches thus defign’d, 
Refemblance brings fome fricnd to min§, 
You thow the picce, and give the hint, 
And find each featire in the print; 

So monttrous-tike the portrait’s found, 
All know it, and the laugh gocs round, 
Like him I draw from general nature; 
Is't I or you then fix the fatire ? 

So, Sir, I beg you, {pare your pain 
In making comments on my frains, 

All private flander I deteft, 
I judge not of my neighbour's breaft = 
Party and prejudice J hate, 
And write no libelson the fate. 

Shall not my fable cenfare vice, 
Becaufe a knave is over-nice? 

And, left the guilty hear and dread, 
Shall not the decalogue be read? 

if Ulafh vice in general fidion, 

st T apply, or felf-convidtion * - 
Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame, 
if men and morale are the fame? 
I no man call or ape or afs3 


*Tis his own confcience holds the glaff. 


' x64 THE WORKS OF GAY. 


‘Thus void of all offence I write + 
‘Who claims the fable, knows his right, 

A thepherd’s dog unfkill’d in fports, 
Pick’d up acquaintance of all forte; 
Among the reft a fox he knew; 

By frequent chat their fricndhhip grew. 

Says Reynard, “ 'Tis a cruel cafe, 

"'Fhat man fhould ftigmatize our race. 
Wo doubt, among us rogues you find, 
As among dogs and human kind; 
snd yet (unkuown to me and you) 
‘There may be honeft men and truce. 
‘Thus flander tries whate'er it can 
Towpyt us on the foot with man. 

Let my own actions recommend ; 
No prejudice can blinda friend : 
You know me free from all difguife 5 
My horour as nuy life I prize.” 

By talk like this, from all miftruft 
"Fhe dog was cur’d, and thought him juft. 

As on atime the fox held forth 
On confcience, honefty, and worth, 

Sudden he ftopp’d; he cock’d his ear ; 

Low dropt his brufby tail with fear. 

" # Blefs ys: the hunters are abroad : 
‘What's all that clatter on the road :”* 

" & Hold, fays the dog, we're fafe from harm, 
*Twas nothing but a falfe alarm, 

At yonder town ’tis market-day 5 

Some farmer's wife is on the way 5 

?Tis fo (I know her pycbald mare), 

Dame Dobbins with her poultry-ware.” 

Reynard grew huff. Says he, “ This fneer 
From you | little thought to hear s 
Your meaning in your looks | fee, 

Pray, what’s Dame D- bbins, friend, to me? 
Did (e’er make her poultry thinner! 
Prove that | ewe the danie a dinner.” 

“ Friend, quoth the cur, [ meant no harm; 
Then why, fo captious? why fo warm? 
‘My words in common acceptation, 

~Could never give this provocation. 
No lamb (for aught I ever knew) 
May be more innocent than you.” 
At this, gall'd Reynard winc’d, and fwore 
Such language ne’er was given before. 

“© What’s lamb to me ? this faucy hint 
Shows me, bale knave, which way you fquint. 
¥E th’ other night your mafter loft 
‘Three lambs am J to pay the coft ? 

‘Your vile reflections would imply 
That I'm the thief, You dog, you lie.” 

* Thou knave. thop fool! (the dog reply’d) 
The name is jut, také cither fide; 

Thy guilt thefe applications fpeak : 

Sisrah, “tis confcience makes you fqueak,” 
So faying, on the fox he Ales: 

The felt-convigted felon dics. 


FABLE IL 
The Vulture, the Sparrow, and ther Birds, 


TO A FRIEND IN TEE COUNTRY, 


Enz I begin, I muft premife, 
Our miniiters are good and wile 


So, though malicious tongues apply. 
Pray what care they, or what care F? 

If Lam free with courts, be’t knowny 
I ne’er prefume to mean our own. 

Mf general morals feem to joke 

On minifters, and fuch-like folk, ©” 

A captious fool may take offence; 

What then? He knows his own pretencey 
I meddie with no ftate-affairs, pase 

But fpare my jeft to fave my ears, 

Our prefent fchemes are too profound, 
For Machiavel himfelf to found ; 

To cenfure them I ‘ave no pretenfion 

1 own they’re paft my comprehenfion. 

You fay your brother wants a place, 
(‘Tis many a younger brother’s cafe) 
And that he very foon intends 
T'o ply the court, and teaze his friends, , 
If there his merits chance to find 
A patriot of an epen mind, 

Whofe conflant actions prove him juft 
To both a king’s and people's truft, 
May he, with gratitude, attend, 

And owe his rife to fuch a friend! 

You praife his parts, for bufinefs fis, 
His learning, probity, and wit; 

But thofe alone will never do, : 
Unlefs his patron have them too. 

T'ave heard of times (pray God defend us 
‘We're not fo good but be can mend us) 
When wicked minifters have trod 
On kings and people, law and Gods 
With arrogance they girt the throne, 
And knew no intereft but their own. 
Then virtue, from preferment barr’d 
Gets nothing but its own reward, 

A gang of petty knaves attend ’em, 
With proper parts to recommend ‘em. 
Chen, if his patron burn with Luft, 
The firft in favour's pimp the firft. 
His ors are never clos'd to fpies, 
Who cheer his heart with double lies; 
They flatter him, his foes defame, 

So lull the pungs of guilt and fhame. 
If fchemes of tucre haunt his brain, 
Projectors {well his greedy train 5 

Vile brokers ply-his private ear 

With jobs of plunder for the year; 

All coniciences muft bend and ply? 
You mult vote on, and know not why: 
Through thick and thin you muft go op; 
One fcruple, and your place is gone. 

Since plagues like thefe have curs'd a land, 
And favourites cannot always ftand, 
Good courtiers fhoulg for change be ready, 
And not have princis tvo fteady;. : 
For, fhould a knave engrofs the power, 
(God Shield the realm from that fad hour!) 
He muft have rogues or flavith fools; . 
For what's a knave without his tools? 

Wherewer-thofe-a people drain, 

And ftrut wich infamy and gan, 
Tenvy not their guilt and ftate, 
And fcorn to thare the public hate. 
Let their own feryile creatures rife, . 
By fereening ‘fraud, and venting lice; 





Give me, kind Heaven, a private ftation *, 

A mind.ferene for contemplation : 

‘Title and profic I refign ; 

“The poft of honour fhall be mine. 

Ky fable read, their merits view, 

Then herd who will with fuch a crew. 
In days of yore (my cautious rhymes 

Always except the prefent times) 

A greedy vulture, fkill’d in game, 

Tnur'd to guilt, unaw'd by thame, 

Approach’d the throne in evil hour, 

And flep by isp Intrudes to power : 

‘When at the Toyal eagle’s car, 

He longs to eafe the monarch's care. 

‘The monarch grants. With pride elate, 

Behold him minifter of fate ! 

Around him throng the feather’d rout; 

Friends muft be ferv’d, and fame mutt out $ 

Each thinks his own the beft pretenfion ; 

This ufks a place, and that a penfion ; 

The nightingale was fet alide, 

‘A forward daw his room fupply'd. 

“ This bird (fays he) for bufinefs fit, 
Path both fagacity and wit : 

With all his.turns, and fhifts, and tricke, 
Re's docile, and at nothing fticks: 

‘Then with his neighbours one fo free 
Atall times will connive at me.”” 

The hawk had due diftinétion fhown, 
For parts and talents like his own. 
Thoufands of hireling cocks attend him, 
As bluftering bullies to defend him, 

At once the ravens were difcarded, 
And magpies with their pofts rewarded. 

Thofe fowls of omen I detett, 

‘That pry into another's neft. 
Btate-lies muft lofe all ood intent, 
For they forefee and croak th’ event. 
My friends ne’er think, but talk by rote, 
Speak what they're raught, and fo to vote. 
“ When rogues like thefe (a fparrow cries) 


"To honours and employments rife 
Tcourt no favour, afk no place ; 

- From fuch prefermeut is difgrace. 
» Within my thatch'd retreat 1 find 


: (What thete ne'er feel) truc peace of mind.” 


FABLE I 
The Baboon and the Poultry. 
TO A LEVEE-LLUNTER. 


We frequently mifplace cfteem, 
By judging men by what they feem. 
To birth, wealth, power, we fhould allow 
Precedence, and our loweft bow + 
In that is due diftin@ion fhown; 
Eftcem is virtue’s right alone. 
With partial eye we're apt to fee 
The man of noble pedigree : 
‘We're prepoffeft my lord inherits, 
In fome degreé his grandfire’s merits ; 





* —« When impious men bear fway, 
& The poft of honour is a private ftation.” 
ARRISON. 
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For thofe we find opon record, 
Bur find him nothing but my lord. 
When we, with fuperficial view, 
Gaze onthe rich, we're dazzled too. 
We know that wealth, well underftaod, 
Hath frequent power of doing goad ; 
Then fancy that the thing is done, 
As if the power and will were one. 
‘Thus oft the cheated crowd adore 
The thriving knaves that keep them poor. 

‘The cringing train of pawer furvey ; 

What creatures are {» poor as they ! 

With what obfequioufnefs they bend! 

To what vile a@ions condefcend ! 

Their rife is on their meannefs built, 

And flattery is their fmalleft guile. 

What homage, reverence, adoration, 

In every age, in every tation, 

Have fycophants to power addrefs’d! 

No matter who the power poffefs’d. 

Let minifters be what they wi 
You find their levees always fi! 
Ev’n thofe who have perplex'd a ftate, 

Whofe actions claim contempt and hate, 

Had wretches to applaud their {chemes, 
Though more abfurd than madmen’s dreams. 
When barbarous Moloch was invok’d, 

‘The blood of infants only fmok'd ! 

But here (unlefs all hiftory lies) 

Whole realms have been a facrifice. 

Look through all courts: "tis power we find 
The general idol of mankind; 
here worfhipp'd under every fhape, 
Alike the lion, fox, and ape, 

Are follow’d by time-ferving flaves 5 
Rich proftitutes and needy knaves. 

Who then {hall glory in his poft? 
How frail his pride, how vain his boaft ¢ 
The foliowers of his profperous hour 
Are as unttable as his power. 
Power, by the breath of Flattery nurft, 
Che more jit fwells is nearer burit; 
The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends, 
And in a dirty tear defcends. 

Once ona time an aacient maid, 
By withes and by time decay’d, 
Th cure the pangs of reftlefs thought, 
In birds and beafts amufcment fought + 
Dogs, parrots. apes, her hours employ'd; 
With thefe alone fhe talk'd and toy’d. 

A huge baboon her fancy took 
(Almoft a man in fize and look) 

He finger’d every thing he found, 
And mimick'd afl the fervants round; 
Then, too, his parts and ready wit 
Show’d him for every bufinefs fit. 
With all thefe talents "twas but juft 
Phat pug fhould bold a place of trufts 
So to her favourite was affign’d 

The charge of all her feather’d kind. 
Twas his tocend them eve and mern, 
And portion out thar daily corr 

Behold him now, with haughty ftride, 
Affe a mintlerial pride. 
fhe m-rning refe In hope of picking, 
Swaus, turkeys, peacocks, ducks, and chickea, 
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Fowls of all ranks furround his hut, 
To worhip his important ftrur. 
The minifer appears. The crowd, 
Now here, now there, obfequious bow'd. 
This prais’d his parts, and that his face, 
'Th’ other his dignity in place. 
From bill to bill the Battery ran: 
He hears and bears it like a man; 
For, when we fatter felf-conceit, 
We but his fenriments repeat. 
If we're too ferupulonily jutt, 
‘Whar profir’s in a place of trutt; 
"Fhe common pragtice of the great 
+ Isto fecure a fnug retreat. 
‘Go Pug began to turn his brain 
(Like other folks in place) on gain. 

An apple-woman’s ftall was near, 

‘Well ftock’d with fruits through all the year: 
Here every day he cramm’d his guts, 

Hence were his hordes of pears and nuts ; 
For ‘twas agreed (in way of tradc) 

His payments fhould in corn be made. 

‘The ftock of grain was quickly § 
And no account which way it went. 
‘Then, too, the poultry’s ftarv’d condition 
€auy’d {peculations of fufpicion. 

‘The fats were prov’d beyond difpute ; 
Pug muft refund his hordes of fruit; 
And, though then minifter in chic, 
‘Was branded as 2 public thief. 
Dilgrac’d, defpis’d, confin'd to chains, 
He nothing but his pride retains. 

A goofe pafs’d by ; he knew the face, 
Seen every levee while in place. 

“ What, no refpe& ! no reverence fhown ! 
How faucy are thefe creatures grown ! 
Not two days fince (fays he) you bow'd 
‘The loweft of my fawning crowd.” 

“ Proud fool! (replies the guofe) *tis rruz 
Thy corn a fluttering levee drew ; 

For that I join’d the hungry train, 
And fold thee flattery for thy grain. 
But then, as now, conceited ape, 
We faw thee in thy proper fhape.” 





FABLE Ivy. 
The Ant in Office—To a Friend. 


You tell me that you apprehend 
My verfe may touchy folks offend. 
In prudence, too, you think my rhymes 
Should never {qnint at courtiers crimes ; 
For though nor this nor that is meant, 
(an we another’s thoughts prevent ? 
You afk me if fever knew 
Court chaplains thus the lawn purfue ? 
I meddle not with gown or lawn ;! 
Poets, 1 grant, to rife muft fawn; 
They know great cars are over-nice, 
And never fhock their patron’s vice, 
But I this hackney-path defpife ; 
*Lis my ambition not to rife. 
MI mutt proftitute the mafe, 
‘The bafe conditions L refute. 
I neither flatter nor defame, 
‘Yee own € would bring guilt to thame. 





If i coruption’s hand expofe, 
i make corrupted men my foes; 
What then? 1 hate the paltry tribe ¢ 
Be virtue mine; be theirs the bribe. 
Ene man’s property invade; 
Corruption’s yet no lewful trade. 
Nor would it mighty ills produce, 
Could 1 fhame bribery out of ufe. 
I know ‘twould cramp moft politicians 
Were they ty’d down to thefe conditiona. 
’ fwould flint their power, their riches bound, 
And make their parts feem Jefs profouna, 
Were they deny’d their proper tools, 
How could they lead their knaves and fools ? 
Were this the cafe, let’s take a view 
What dreadful mifchiefs would enfue. 
Though it might aggrandize the ftate; 
Could private luxury dine on plate ?. 
Kings might indeed their friends reward, 
But minifters find lef regard. 
'nformers, fycophants, and fpies, 
Would not augment the year’s fupplics. 
Perhaps, too, take away this prop, 
Anannusl job or two might drop, 
Befides, if penfions were deny'd, 
Could avarice fupport its pride ? 
{t might cv’n minifters confound, 
And yet the ftate be fafe and found. 

I care not though ’tis underftoad ; 
! only mean my country’s good : 
And (let who will my freedom blame) 
I wifh all courtiers did the fame. 
Nay, though fome folks the lefs might get, 
(with the nation out of debt. 
I pat no private man’s ambition 
With public good in competition : 
Rather than haye our laws defac'd, 
Md vote a minifter difgrac’d, 

I trike at vice, be’t where it willy 
Aud what if great folks take it ill? 
I hope corruption, bribery, penfion, 
One may with deteftatioa mention ; : 
ilunk you the law (et who will take it} 
Con fra dali magnatum make it? 













| 
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! 
Yet dare agsinft all vice declaim, 
Shail I not cenfure breach of trutt, 
kunaves know themlelves unjuft ? 
ard, whofe account is clear, 
Demands his honour may appear : 
His ations never fhun the light ; 
He is, and would be prov’d, upright, 

But then you think my Fable bears 
Allufion, too, to fate affairs, 

T grant it does: and who’s fo great, 
That has the privilege to cheat ? 

If then in any future reign 

(€or miniflers may thirft for gain) 
Corrupted hands defraud the nation,, 
} bar no reader’s application. 

An anc there was, whofe forward prage 
Controui’d ail matters in debate ; 
Whether he knew the thing or ne, 

* His tongue eternally would go; 


he 


yor he had impudence at will, 

And boafted usiverfal fill 

Ambition was hiv peint in view: 
_sthus by degrees ca power he grew. 
#Lehold bim now his drift attain : 

He”: made chief treafurer of the grain. 

But as their arcient law: are juik, 

And punith breach of public truit, 

* Tis order’d (Jef wrong application 

Should itarve that wife induftrious nation) 
That all unts be flated clear, 

‘Their flock, and what defray’d the year; 
That auditors thall thefe infpect, 

And pubiic rapine thus be check’d. 

Por this the folemm day was fet ; 

The auditors in council met. 

‘The granary-keeper muft explain, 

And batance his account of grain. 

He brought {fince he could not refufe them) 
Seme fcraps of paper to amufe them. 
An honctt Pitmire, warm with zeal, 

Min ju’ ice to the public weal, 

"Thus {poke : “ The nation’s hoard is low; 
Front whence does this profufion flow ? 

I knew our annua! funds amount ; 

Why fuch expcucs ? and where's th’ account ?” 

With wonted arrogance and pride, 

The ant in office thus reply’d. 
© Confider, Sirs, w feerets told, 
How could the bet iehem’d projec. hold? 
Should we itate my‘terics difelofe, 
*T would lay us open to onr foes, 
My duty and my vell-known zeal 
, Bidine our prefent fchemes conceal : 
But, on my honour, all th’ expence 
(Though vat) was forthe fwarm’s defence.” 

‘They paft th’ account as fair and juft, 
And voted him implicit truft. 

Next year again. the granary drain’d, 

He thus his innocence maintain’d. 

“ Think how our picfent matters ftand, 
What dangers threat trom every hand ; 
What bofis of turkeys trot ed, 

No farmer’s wife bue hath be: brood. 

Confider, when invalion’s vx 

Intelligence muft colt us 

And. in this ticklith fi 

A feerct told betrays the nation ¢ 

But on my honour, all th’ expence 

(Though vatt) was for the fwarm’s defence.” 
Again, without examination, 

‘They thank’d his fage adminiftration, 

The year revolves. Their treafurc, fpent, 
Again in fecret fervice went. 

His honour, too, again was pledg'd, 
‘Fo fatisfy the charge alleg'd. 

When chus, with panic ihame poffefs'd, 
An auditor his friends addrefs’d. 

© What are we? minittecial tools? 

We listle knaves are greater fools. 

At laft this fecret is explor’d, 

*Tis our corruption thins the hoard. 

For every grain we touch'd, at leat 

A ‘houfand his own heaps increas’d. 
* Then for his win and favourite fpies, 
* Abundced hardly couid fuflice. 
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Thu:, fora paltry fneaking bribe, 
We cheat ourlelves and ail the tribe; 
For al! the magazine contains 
Grows fom our annual toil and pains.” 
They vote th’ account thall be infpedted 
The cunning plunderer is deteSted ; 
The fraud is fentenc’d; and his hoard, 
As due, to public ufe reftor’d. 









FABLE V. 


The Bear in a Boat.—To a Coxcomi. 


Tuat man moft daily wifer grow, 
Whiofe fearch is bent himfelf to know ; 
impartially he weighs his feope, 
And on firm reafon founds his hope ; 
Ee tries his ftec ngth before the race, 
And never fecks his own difgrace ; 
He knows the compafi, fail, and oar, 
Or never launches from the thore; 
Before he builds, computes the cof, 
And in no provd purfuit is loft : 
He learns the bounds of human feats, 
And fafely waiks within the fence. 
Thus, confcious of his own defect, 
Are pride and felf-importance check'd, 
If then, felf-knowledge to purfue, 
Direct our life in every view, 
Of all the fools that pride can boat, 
A coxcomb claims diftinction moft. 
Coxcombs are of all ranks and kind 3 
They're not to fex or age contin’d, 
Or rich, or poor, or great, or fmall, 
and vanity befots them all. 
By ignorance is pride increas’d : 
Thofe moit affume, who know the leaft; 
Their own fall bulance gives them weight, 
But every other finds them light. 
Not rhat all coxcombs’ follies ftrike, 
And draw our ridicule alike ; 
J'o different merits cach pretends : 
‘This in love vanity tranfeends 3 
his face aud fhape, 
3 the ape; 
aruing crams bis thelf. 
and all things but himfelé, 
All thele are fools of low condition, 
Compzar'd with coxcombs of ambition ¢ 
Fx thofe, puff’d up with flattery, dare 
Affume a nation’s variogs care. 
‘er the groffeft praife miftruft, 
ants feem hardly jut ; 
part alone, attelt 
The Hattery their own thoughts fuggeft, 
in this wide {phere a coxcomb’s fhow:i 
In other realms hefides his ow 
‘Che felfdeem’d Machiavel at large 
Ry turns controuls in every charge. 
Docs commerce fufftr in her rights? 
‘Tis he diredts the navi flights. 
What failor dares diipute his kill? 
I when he will, 
ia the foldier’s trade, 
‘Troops muft "d, and levies made, 
He gives ainbaitadors their cue, 
is cobbled treaties to renew; 
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An‘ annual taxes mirft fuffice 
The current blunders to difvuife: 
‘When his crude {chemes in air are loft, 
, And millions fearce delray the cott, 
Hes arrogance (nought andifmay'd) 
‘Trufting in felf-fufficient aids 
On other r cks mifguide- the realm, 
And thinks a pilot at the helm. 
He ne'er fafpeds his want of fkill, 
But blunders on from ill to ill; 
And, when he fails of all intent, 
Blames only unforefeen event. 
Left you miftake the application, 
The fable calls me to relation. 
A bear of fhag and manners rough, 
At climbing trees expert enough ; 
For dext’roully, and fafe from harm, 
Year after year he robb’d the fwarm, 
‘Thus thriving on induftrious toil, 
He glory'd in his pilfer'd {poil. 
This trick fo {well’d him with conceit, 
He thought no enterprize too great. 
Alike in {ciences and arts, 
He boafted univerfal parts: 
Pragmatic, bufy, buftling, bold, 
His arrogance was uncontroul’d : 
And thus he made his party good, 
And grew dictator of the wood. 
‘The beafts, with admiration, ftare, 
And think him a prodigious bear. 
‘Were any conimnn booty got, 
*}was his each portion to allot: 

For why ? he found there might be picking, 
Ev'n in the carving of a chicken, 
Yntruding thus, he by degrees 

Klaim’d, too, the butcher’s larger fees, 

_ And now his aver-weening pride 

In every province will prefide. 

No ‘tafk too difficulr was found : 

His blundcring nofe mifleads the hound. 
In ftratagem and fubtle arts 
Fie over. rules the fox’s parts, 

It chanc’d as, on a certain day, 
Along the bank he took his way, 

‘A boat, with rudder, fail, and oar, 
At anchor floated near the fhore. 

He ftopt, and, turning ro his train, 
Thus pertly vents his vaunting ftrain. 

« What bluadering puppies are mankind, 
In every {cicnce always blind : 
¥ mock the pedantry of {chools: 

What are their compiles and rules ? 
From me that helm fhall condut karn, 
And man hisignorance difcern.” 

So faying, with audacious pride, 

He gains the byat, and climbs the fide. 
The beafts, aftonifh’d, line the ftrand = 


The anchor’s weigh'd , he drives from land : 


"The flack fail thifts from fide to fide ; 
The boat untrinim’d admits che tide. 
Borne down, adrift, at random toft, 
His oar breaks hort, the rudder’s loft. 
The bear, prefuming in his fill, 

fs here and there officious fill ; 

‘Till, ftriking on the dangerous fands, 
Aground the thatter’d velfel fands. 


To fee the bungler thus diftreff, 
The very fithes {neer and jeft : 
Ev’n gudgeons join in ridicule, 
To mortily the meddling fool. 
The clamorous watermen appeat ; 
Threats, curfes, oaths, infuit his ear + 
Sciz’d, thrafh’d. and chain’d, he's dragg’d to land; 
Derifion fhouts along the ftrand. 


FABLE VI. 


The Squire and his Cur —To a country Gentleman, 


Tue man of pure and fimple heart 
‘Through life difdains a double part = 
He never necds the fcreen of hies, 
His inward bofom to difguife. 
in vain malicious tongues affail ; 
Let envy fnarl, let flander rail, 
From virtue’s fhield (fecure from wound) 
heir blunted venom’d fhafts rebound, 
So fhines his light before mankind, 
His adtions prove his honeft mind. 
If in his country’s caufe he rife, 
Debating fenates to adv.fe, 
Unbrib’d, unaw’d. he dares impart 
‘The honeft di®ates of his heart, 
No mini terial frown he fears, 
But in his virtue perfeveres. 
But would you play the politician, 
Whofe heart's averfe to intuition, 
Your lips at all times, nay, your reafon, 
Mutt be controul’d by place and feafon. 
What ttatefman could his power fupport, 
Were lying tongues forbid the court ? 
Did princely ears to truth attend, 
What minifter could gain his end ? 
How cauld he raife his tools to place, 
And how his honeik foes difgrace ? 
That politician cops his part, 
Who readily can lie with art 
The man’s proficient in his trade ; 
His power is ftrong, his fortune’s made. 
By that che interett of the throne 
is made fubfervient to his own : 
By that, have kings of old, deluded, 
all their own friends for his excluded : 
By that, his feifith fchemes purfuing, 
He thrives upon the public ruin. 
Antiochus *, with hardy pace, 
Prevok’d the dangers of the chafe 5 
And, Jott from all his menial train, 
Vravers’d the wood and pathlefs plain. 
A cottage lodg’d the royal gueft ; 
se Parthian clown brought forth his beft. 
‘The k-ag unknown his feaft enjoy’d, 
And various chat the hours employ’d. 
From wine what fadden friendfhip {prings! 
Frarkly they talk’d of courts and kings. 
“ We country folks (the clown replies) 
Could ope our gracious monarch’s cyes. 
ihe king, (as all our neighbours fay) 
Might he (God blefs him!) have his way, 
1; found at heart, and means our good, 
And he would doit if he could. 
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if tfath in courts were not forbid, 

Wor kings nor fubjedts would be rid. 

Were he in power, we need not doubt him ; 

But, that transferr‘d to thofe about him, 

On them he throws the regal cares; 

And what mind they? Their own affairs: 

If fuch rapacious harids he tru, 

The beft of meri may feem unjutt. 

From kings to coblers ’tts the fame; 

Bad fervants wound their mafter’s fame, 

In this our neighbours all agree : 

Would the king knew as much as we?” 

Here he ftopt thott. Pepefe they fought, 

The peafant fept, the monarch chought. 
The courtiers learn’d at carly dawn, 

Where their loft fovereiga was withdrawn. 

The guards’ approach our hoft alarms; 

With gaudy coats the cottage fwarms. 

The crown and purple robes they bring, 

And proftrate fall before the king, 

‘The clown was cail’d; the royal gueft 

By due reward his thanks expreft. 

‘The king then, turning to the crowd, 

Who fawningly before him bow’'d, 

Thus fpoke. “ Since, ent on private gain, 

Your counfels fieft mifled my reign, 

Taught and inform'd by you alone, 

No truth the royal ear hath known, 

"Till here converting : hence, ye crew; 

For now t know myfelf aid you.” 
Whene’er the royal car's engroft, 

State-lies but little genius coft. 

The favourite then fecurely robs, 

Aud gleans a nation by his jobs. 

Franker and bolder grown in ill, 

He daily poifons dares infil ; 

And, as his prefent views fuggeft, 

Inflames and fooths the royal breaft, 

Thus wicked minifters opprefs, 

When oft the monarch means redrefs. 
Would kings their private Mbjels heer, 

A minifter nuk talk wich fear ; 









*Twould keep him 
He could not right end wrong confound, 
Happy were kings, could they difclofe 
‘Their real friends and real ‘ocs! 

‘Were both themfelves and fubjedts known, 
A monarch’s will might be his own, 

Had he the ufe of ears and eyes, 

Knavex would no more be counted wile, 
But then a miniiter might fof 

(Hard cafe!) his own ambitious views. 
When fuch as thefe have vex’d a fate, 
Porfued by univerfal hate, 

Their fale {upport at once hath fail’d, 
And perfevering truth prevail’d. 

Expos’d, their train of fraud is feen 5 
Truch will at laft remove the fereen. 

A country {quire; by whim directed, 
The true ftaunch dogs of chafe neglected. 
Beneath his board no hound was fed: . 
His hand ne'er ftroak’d the fpaniel’s head. 
A fnapsith cur, alone careft, 

By lies had banifh’d ali the reff, 
Vor, VIS. 
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Yap had his ear; and deta: 
Gave him full {cope of converfation- 

His fycephants muft be preferr’d; 

Room nuit be made for all his herd : 

Wherciore, to bring his fchemes about, 

Oid faithful fervants all mut out. 

‘The cur on every creature flew 

(As other great men’s puppies do} 

Unlefs duc court to him were fhown, 

And both their face and bufinefs known : 

No honeft tongue an audience found; 

He worried all the tenants round; 

For why ? he liv'd in conftant fear, 

Lett creth by chance fhould interfere. 

if any ttranger dar’d intrude, 

‘The aoily cur his heels purfued. =. 
Now fierce with rage, now @ruck with dread, 
At once he fnarl'd, bit, and fled. 

Aloof he bays, with briftling hair, 

And thus in fecret growls his fear : 

«© Who knows but truth, in this difguile, 

May fruftrate my belt-guarded lies? 

Should fhe (thus matk’d) admittance find, 
That very hour my ruin’s fign’d.” 

Now, in his how!’s continued found, ae 
Their words were loft, the voice was drown'd 
Ever in awe of honeft tongues, 

‘Thus every day he ftrain’d his lungs. 

It happen’d, in ill-omen'd hour, 

That Yap, unmindful of his power, 
Forfook his poft, to love inclin’d ; 

A favourite bitch was in the wind. 
By her feduc’d in amorous play, , 
‘They frifk’d the joyous hours away, 
‘Thus by untimely love purfuing, 
Like Antony he fought his rain. 

For now the fquire, unvex'd with noifé, 
An honeft neighbour's chat enjoys. 

“ Be free, (fzys he;) your mind impart 3] 
I love a friendly open hearts 

Methinks my tenants fhun my gate; 
Why fuch a itranger grown of late ? 

Pray tell me what offence they find + 

’ [is plain they’re not fo well inclin’d.”” 

“ Turn off your cur (the farmer cries) 

Who feeds your car with daily lies. 

His fnarling infolence offends; i 

*Yis he that keeps you from your friends, 

Were but that faucy puppy checkt, 

You'd find again the fame refpe@. 

Hear only him, he'll {wear it too, 

That all cur hatred is to you. a: 

But learn from us your true eftate; 

* Tis that curs’d cur alone we hate.” Rey 

‘The {quire heard truth, Now Yap ruth’d ing 
The wide hall echoes with his din; 

Yet truth prevail’d; and, with difgrace, 
The dog was cudgel’d out of place. 


FABLE VI. 
‘The Countryman and Jupiter. 
TO MYSELF. 
Have you a friend (look round and fpy) 


Su fond, tv prepoffefe'd as 1? 
Ae 


He 
Your faults, fo obvious to mankind, 
i My partial eyes could never find. 
“When by the breath of fortune blown, 
Your airy caftles were o’erthrown, 
, Have | been ever prone to blame, 
Or mortify’d your hours with fhame ? 
‘Was I e’er known to damp your fpirit, 
Or twit you with the want of merit? 
°Tis not fo ftrange that fortune’s frown 
Still perfeveres to keep you down. 
Look round, and {ee what others do. 
‘Would you be rich and honeft too? 
Have you (like thofe the rais’d to place) 
cen opportunely mean and bafe ? 
‘Have you (as times requir’d) refign’d 
‘Truth, honour, virtue, peace of mind? 
If thefe are {cruples, give her o’er ; 
“Write, practife morals, and be poor. 
The gifts of fortune truly rate, 
“Then tell me what would mend your ftate. 
‘¥ happinefs on wealth were built, 
Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt. 
As grows the mifer’s hoarded Nore, 
is fears, his wants, increafe the more. 
‘Think, Gay, (what ne’er may be the cafe) 
Should fortune take you into grace, 
‘Would that your happinefs augment ? 
‘What can fhe give beyond content ? 
Suppole yourlelf a wealthy heir, 
‘With a vaft annual income clear ! 
do all the Muence you poflets, 
You miight not feel one care the lefs. 
Might you not then (dike ofhers) find 
With change of fortune change of mind ; 
erhaps, profufe beyond all rule, 
You might flart out a glaring fool; 
Your Juxury might break all bounds: 
Plate, table, horfes, ftewards, hounds, 
Might twell your debts: then, lutt of play 
rae regal income can defray. 
uk is all credit, writs affail, 
And doom your future life to jail. 
Or, were you dignify’d with power, 
‘Would that avert one penfive hour ? 
You might give avarice its fwing, 
Defraud a nation, blind a king: 
‘Then, {rom the hirelings in your caufe 
Though daily fed with falfe applaufe, 
Could ita real joy impart ? 
Great guilt knew never joy at heart. 
Is happinefs your port in view ? 
(1 mean th’ intmufic and the true) 
She nor in camps or courts refides, 
Nor in the humbie cottage hides; 
Vet found alike in every iphere; 
‘Who finds content, will find her there. 
Overtpent with toil, beneath the thade, 
A peafant reited on his fpade 
Good gods! (he cries) ’tis hard to Hear 
This load ct life from yeer to year! 
Soon as the moruing ftzeaks the fkies, 
Induftrious Iabour bids me rife . 
‘With fweat [ earn my homely sure, 
And every day renews my care.” 
Jove heard the difcontented thrain, 
And chur sobuk’d the muzmaring fwain, 
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“* Speak out your wants, then, honeft friend ¢ 

Unjutt coniplaints the gods offend, 

[f you repine at partial fate, 

Inftrut me what could mend your ftate. 
Mankind in every flation fee, 

What with you? tell me what you'd be; 

So faid, upborne upon a cloud, 

The clown furvey’d the anxious crowd. 

“ Yon’ face of care, (fays Jove,) behold,’ 
His bulky bags are fill'd with gold, 

See with what joy he counts it o'er ! 
That {um to-day hath fweil’d his ftore.” 
“* Were I that man, (the peafant cry’d) 
What bleffing could ¥ afk befide ?” 

“ Hold, (fays the god;) firft learn to know, 
True happinefs from outward fhow. 

This optic glafs of intuition— 
Here, take it, view his true condition.” 

He look’d, and faw the mifer’s breaft 
A troubled ocean, ne’er at reft; 

Want ever ftares him in the face, 

And fear anticipates difgrace: 

With confcious guile he faw him ftart 5 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart; 
And never, or in thought or dream, 
His breaft admits one happy gleam. 

“« May Jove, (he cries,) reje@ my prayer, 
And guard my life from guilt and care! 
My foul abhors that wretch’s fate. 

O keep me in my humble ftate! 

But fee, amidft a gawdy crowd, 

Yon’ minifter fo gay and proud; 

On him what happinefs attends, 

Who thus rewards his grateful friends!” 

“ Firft take the glafs, (the god replies ;} 
Man views the world with partial eyes.” 

“ Good gods: (exclaims the ftartled wight,) 
Defend me from this hideous fight! 
Corruption with corrofive fmart 
Lies cankering on his guilty heart : 

1 fee him with polluted hand 

Spread the contugion o'er the land. 
Now avarice with infatiate jaws, 

Now rapine with her harpy claws, 
His bofom tears. His confcious breaft 
Groans with a load of crimes oppreft. 
See him, mad and drunk with power, 
Stand tottering on ambition’s tower. 
Sometimes, in {peeches vain and proud, 
His boafts infult the nether crowd ; 
Now, feiz’d with giddinefs and fear, 
He trembles left his fall is near.”* 

“ Was ever wretch like this! (he cries ;} 
Such mifery in fuch difguile : 
fhe change, O Jove! I difavow; 

Still be my lot the fpade and plongh.”* 

He next, confirm’d by fpeculation, 
Rejc&s the lawyer’s occupation ; 
or ke the flatefman feemi’d in part, 

And bore timilitude of heart. « 
Nor did the foldier’s trade inftame 
His hopes with thirti of fpoil and fame. 
‘The miferies of war he mourn’d ; 
Whole nations into deferts turn'd, 

© By chefe have laws and rights been bray’d; 

de was free-bera may endlay’d 5 
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_ When battles and invafion teafe, 
vhy fwarm they in the lands of peace ? 
Sachi change (lays he) may I decline ; 
"Phe fcythe and civil arms be mine !” 
‘Thus, weighing life in each condition, 
‘The clown withdrew his rath. petition. 
When thus the god; “ How mortals err! 
YF you true happinels prefer, 
*Tis to no rank of life contin’d, 
Bur dwells in every honett mind. 
Be juftice, then, your fole purfuit : 
Plane virtue, and conteut’s the fruit.” 
So Jove, to gratify the clown, 
Where fir he found him, fet him down. 


FABLE VI. 
The Man, the Cat, the Dog, and the Flyu 


TO MY NATIVES COUNTRY, 


afait, happy land! whofe fertile grounds 

The liquid fence of Neptune bounds; 

By bounteous nature fet apart, 

‘The feat of induftry and art! 

© Britain! chofen port of trade, 

May luxury ne’er thy fons invade ! 

May never minifter (intent 

His private treafures to augment) 

Corrupt thy ftate! If jealous foes 

"hy rights of commerce dare oppole, 

Shall not thy ficets their rapine awe? 

_ Who is’t prefcribes the ocean law? 

Whenever neighbouring ftates contend, 

*Tis thine to be the general friend, 

‘What is’t who rulestin other lands? 

On trade alone thy glory ftande; 

'Lhat benefit is unconfin'd, 

Diffufing good among mankind : 

‘That fitit gave luftre to thy reigns, 

And featter’d plenty o’er thy plains: 

“Lis that alone thy wealth fupplies, 

And draws all Europe's envious eyes. 

Be commerce, then, thy fole defign; 

Xeep that, and all the world is thine. 
When naval traflic ploughs the main, 

Who thares not ia the merchant's gain? 

°Tis that fupports the regal ftate, 

And makes the farmer’s heart elave: 

The numerous flocks that clothe the land 

©an {care fupply the loom’s demand; 

Prolific caleure glads the fields, 

And the bare heath a harveit yields. 
Nature expeéts mankind fhouid {hare 

‘The duties of the public care. 

Who's born for floth? * ‘lo fome we find 

The ploughfhare’s annual toil affign’d : 

Some at the founding anvil glow ; 

Some the (wift-fliding fhutele throw ; 

Some, ftudious of the wind and tide; 

From pole to pole our commerce guide : 

Some (taught by induftry) impart 

With hands and feet the works of art; 

While forge, of genius more refin’d, 

‘With head and tongue affik mankind. 
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Each, aiming at ohe common end, - 
Proves to the whole a needful friend. 
This, borp cach othér’s ufeful aid, 
By turns are obligations paid. Sth 
The monarch, when his tablets fpread; 
Isto the clown oblig’d for bread 5 
And, when in all his glory dreft, 
Owes to the loom his royal veft. 
Do not the mafon’s toil and care 
Frotect him from th’ inclemenc air? 
Does not the cutler’s art fupply 
The crnament thac guards bis thigh ? 
All thefe, in duty, to the throne, 
Their common obligations own. 
*Tis he (his own and people’s caufe) 
Protects their.properties and laws. 
Thus they their honeft toil employ, 
And with content the fruits enjoy. - 
In every rank, or great or fmall, 
*Tis induftry fupports us all. 
The animals, by want opprefs’dy 
To man their fervices addrefs’'d: 
While each purfu'd their felfith good, 
‘They hunger'd for precarious food : : 
‘Their hours with anxious cares were wext $ 
One day they fed, and ftarv'd the next + 
hey faw that plenty, fure and rife, 
Was found glane in focial lifes 
‘That mutuel induftry profefs'd, 
The various wants of man redrefs'd? 
‘The cat, half famith’d, lean and weak, 
Demands the priviiege to {peak. ae 
“ Well, puis, (fays man) and what can you 
To benefit the public do?” . : 
The cat repli¢s, “ Thefe teeth, thefe claws; 
With vigilance shall ferve the caufe, 
The moufe deftroy’d by my purfuit, 
No longer fhall your feafts pollute ; 
Nor rats, from nightly ambyfcade, 
With wafteful teeth your fteres invade.” 
“ T grant, fays man, to general ufe 
Your parts and talents may conduce 5 
For rats and mice purloin our grain, 
And threfhers whirl the flail in vain = 
Thus fhall the cat, a foe to {poil, 
Protect *he farmer’s honeft toil.” 
“Phen turning to the dog, he cry’d, 
“ Wall, fir, be next your merits try’d.”? 
“ ir, (fays the dog,) by felf-applault 
We feem to own a friendlefs caufé, 
Aik thofe who know me, if diftruft 
Ker found me treacherous or unjuft 2 
Did I e’er faith or friendthip break ? 
Afk all thofe creatures; let them {peaks 
My vigilance and trufty zeal 
Perhaps might {-rve the public weal. 
Might not your flocks in fafety feed, 
Were I to guard the fleecy breed ? 
Did { the nightly watches keep, x 
Could thieves invade you while you fleep? 
‘The man replies. © ? js jult and right § 
Rewards fuch fervice should requite. 
So rare, in property, we find 
Truft uncorrupt among mankind, 
That, taken in a public view, 
The Gr ditin@ion is your due. 
Aasij 
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“Gach mecits al! reward tranfcend : 
Be then my comrade and my friend.” 
Addrefling now the fly : “ From you 
What public fervice can accrue?” 
™ From me! (tht fluttering infect faid) 
_F thought you knew me better bred. 
Wir, Pm a gentleman. Is’t fit 
That {to induftry fubmit? 
et mean mechanics, ta be fed, 
By bufinels earn ignoble bread; 
Mott in excefs af daily joys, 
©No thought, no care, my life annoys. 
WAt noon (the lady’s matin hour) 
fip the tea’s delicious flower. 
in cates luxurioufly 1 dine, 
»@und drink the fragrance of the vine. 
‘ Studious of elegance and eafe, 
‘Mryfelf alone I feek to pleafe.” 
The man his pert conceit derides,' 
“And thus the ufelefs coxcomb chides : 
_ Hence, from that peach, that downy feat ; 
fa idle fool deferves to eat. 
“Could you have fapp’d the blufhing rind, 
And on that pulp ambrofial din’d ; 
VHad not fume hand, with kill and toil, 
¥Yo raife the tree, prepar’d the foil ? 
Confider, fot, what would enfuc, 
{Were all fuch worthlefs things as you, 
- You'd foon be fore’d (by hunger ftung) 
:¥o make your dirty meals on dung, 
“On which fuch defpicuble need, 
», Unpitied, is reduc’d to feed. 
? Belides, vain felfith infect, learn, 
» (If you can right and wrong difcern) 
‘That he who, with induftrious zeal, 
+ Contributes to the public weal, 
By adding to the common gaod, 
His own hath rightly underftood.” 
So faying, with a faudden blow 
He Jaid the noxious vagrant low. 
Cruft’d in his luxury and pride, 
The fpunger on the public dy'd. 



















FABLE IX. 
The Fackall, Leopard, and other Resins 


TO A MODERN POLITICIAN, 


1 oRant corruption {waya mankind ; 
‘That intereft, too, perverts the mind ; 
That bribes have blinded common fenf:, 
Foil'd reafon, truth, arid eloquence: 
Y grant you, too, our pretent crimes 
Can equal thofe of former times. 
Againt plain fads fhall | engage, 
"Yo vindicate our righteons age? 
Tknow that in a modern tift 
Bribes in full energy febfitt. 
Since, then, thefe arguments prevail, 
And itchi g palms are ftill {o frail, 
Hence politicisns. you figgeft, 
Shovld drive the nail that goes the b 
That it thows parts and penetration, 
To ply men with the right temptation. 
To his Lhumbly muft diffenz, 
Premifing no refleCtion’s meant 
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Does juftice or the client's fenfe 

Teach lawyers either fide’s defence? 
The fee gives eloquence and {pirits 
That only is the client's merit. 

Does art, wit, wifdom, or addrefs, 
Obrain the proftitute’s carefs ? 

nea (as in other trades) 

From every hand alike perfnades. 

Man, feripture fays, is prone to evil ; 
But dees that vindicate the devil 
Befides, the more mankind are prone, 
the lefs the devil’s parts are fhown. 
Corruption’s not of modern date ; 

It hath been try’d in every flate ; 

Great knaves of old their power have fenc'd5 
By places, penfions. bribes difpens'd; 
By thefe they plory'’d in fucceis, 

And impudently dar’d opprefs; 

By thefe defpoticly they fway'd, 

And flaves extoll’d the hand that pay’d 5 
Nor parts nor genius were employ’d, 
By thefe alone were realms deftroy'd. 

Now {ce thefe wretches in difgrace, 
Stript of their treafures, power, and place ; 
View them abandon'd and forlorn, 

Expos’d to fiich reproach and feorn. 
What now is all your pride, your boaft ? 
Whcere are your flaves, your flattering hoft ! 
What tongues now feed you with applaufe ? 
Where are the champions of your caufe ? 
Now ev’n that very fawning train, 
Which fhar’d the gleanings of your gain, 
Prefs foremoft who fhall firft accufe 
Your felfith j.bs, your paltry views, 
Your narrow fchemes, your breach of truft, 
And want of talents to be jutt. 

What fools were thefe amidft their power t 
How thouglitlefs of their -  -erfe hour ! 
What friends were made? A hireling herd, 

} For temporary votes preferr’d, 

| Was it thefe fycophants to get, 

! Your bounty iwell’d a nation’s debt ? 
You're bit: for thefe, like Swifs, attends 

| No longer pay, no longer friend, 

| ‘The lion is (boyond difpute) 

' Allow'd the moft majettic brute ; 
His valour and his generous mind 


| Prove him fuperior of his kind : 
Yet to jackals (as ’tis averr’d) 

i 

{ 

i 











Some lions have their power transferr'’d ; 
As if the pavts of pimps and fpies 
‘To govern forefts could fuffice. 

Gnce, ftudious of his private good, 
A proud jackal opprefe’d the wood ; 
Ye cram his own infatiate jaws, 
property and laws. 
rcans with difcontent, 
gs the genera) hate foment. 
murmurs reach’d his car; 
t hours were vex'd with fear. 
cr night he weighs the cafe, 
ne terrors cf dilgrace, 
ds (days he) I'll guard my. ‘feat, 
ious tongues defeat ; 
trengthen power by new allies, 
And all my clamorous foes delpife.” 
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> To make the generous beafts his friends, 
He cringes, fawns, and condefcends ; 

But thofe repuls'd his abje@ court, 

‘And fcorn’d oppreffion to fupport, 
Friends mut be had. He can’t fubfift, 
Bribes fhall new profelytes inlift : 

But thefe nought weigh'd in honeft paws; 
For bribes confefsa wicked caufe ; 

Yet think not every paw withftands 
‘What hath prevail’d in human hands. 

A tempting turnip’s filver fin 
Drew a bafe hog through thick and thin : 
Bought with a ftag’s delicious haunch, 
"Nhe mercenary wolf was ftaunch : 

‘The convert fox grew warm and hearty, 
A pullet gain’d him to the party : 

The golden-pippin in his fitt, 

A chattering monkey join’d the lit. 

But foon expos'd to public hate, 
‘The favourite’s fall redrefs the ftate. 
‘The leopard, vindicating right, 

Had brought his fecret frauds to light. 
As rats, before the manfion falls, 
Defert late hufpitable walls, 

In fhoals the fervile creatures run, 

"Vo bow before the rifing fan. 

‘The hog with warmth exprefs'd his zeal, 
And was for hanging thofe that fteal ; 
But hop’d though low, the public hoard 
Might half a turnip ftill afford. 

Since faving meafures were profett, 

A lambs head was the wolt’s requeft. 
The fox fubmitted, if to touch 

A polling would be deem'd too much, 
‘The monkey thought his grin and chatter 
Mighc afk a nut, or fome fuch matter. 

“ Ye hirelings! hence: (the leopard cries) 

Your venal confcience L defpife. 

He, who the public good intends, 

By bribes needs never purchafe friends, 
Who acts this juft, this honeft part, 

Js propt by cvery honeft heart. 

Corruption now too late has how'd, 

That bribes are always ill-beftow’d ; 

By you your bubbled mafter’s taught, 
Time-ferving tools, not friends, are beught.”* 


FABLE X. 
The degenerate Bees. 


TO THE REV. DR. SWIFT, DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S, 


Tuoucs courts the practife difailow, 

A friend at all times Pll avow. 

in politics L know ’tis wrong ; 

A friendthip may be kept too long ; 

And what they callthe pradent parr, 

Is to wear intereft next the heart. 

As the times take a different facz, 

Olid friendfhips fhould to new give place, 
{ know, tvo, you have many foes, 

That owning you is tharing thofe ; 

‘That every knave in every ftation, 

Of high and low denomination. 

For what you {peak, and what you write, 

Dread you a: once, and bear yeu fpice, 








Sach freedoms in your works ate fhown, 
‘They can’t enjoy what’s not their own. 
All dunces, too, in church and fate, 

In frothy nonfenfe fhow their hate ; 
With all the petty {cribbling crew 

(And thofe pert fots are not a few), 
*Gainft you and Pope their envy {purt, 
‘The bookfellers alone are‘hurt. 

Good Gods! by what a powerful race 
(For blockheads may have power and place) 
Are fcandals rais’d, and libels writ ! 

To prove your honefty and wit ! 

Think with yourfclé: thofe worthy men, 
You know, have fuffered by your pen. 
From them you've nothing but your duc, 
From hence, ’tis plain, your friends are few. 
Except myfelf, I know of none, 

Befides the wife and good alone. 

‘Yo fet the cafe in fairer light, 

My fable thall the reft recite, 

Which (though unlike our prefent flate) 
I for the moral’s fake relate. 

A bee of cunning, not of parts, 

Luxurious, negligent of arts, 

Rapacious arrogant, and vain, 

Greedy of power, but more of gain, 
Corruption fow'd throughout the hive: 
By petty rogues the great ones thrive. 

As power and wealth his views fupply’d, 
*T was feen in overbearing’ pride. 
With him loud impudence fad merit 5 
The bee of confcience wanted fpirit ; 
And thofe who fillow’d honour’s rules 
Were laugh’d to fcern for fqueamifh fools. 
Wealth claim’d diftinGtion, favour, grace, 
And poverty alone was bafe. 

He treated induftry with flight, 
Unlefs he found his profit by’t. 
Rights, laws, and liberties, give way, 
To bring his felftfh fchemes in play. 
The fwarm fergot the common toil, 
To fhare the gleanings of hia fpoil. 

While vulgar fouls, of narrow parts, 
Watte life in low mechanic arts, 

Jet us (fays he) to genius born, 

‘The drudgery of our fathers feorn. 
The wafp and drone, you muft agree, 
Live with more elegance than we. 
Like gentlemen they fport and play 5 
No bufinefs ix:terrupts the day : 
‘Their heurs to luxury they give, 

And nobly on their neighbours live. 
A ftubborn bee, among the fwarm, 
With honeft indignation warm, 


' 9 hus irom his cell with zeal reply’d: 


“ | flight thy frowns, and hate thy pride. 
The laws our native rights protect; 
Offending thee, I thofe refpect 5 
Shall luxury corrupt the hive, 

And none againft the torrent ftrive 2 
Exert the honour of your race ; 

butids hig rife on your difgrace. 
induftry our fate maintains ; 
Dwas honeit toil and honeft gains 

That rais’d our fires to power and fame. 







+ Be virtuous; fave yourfelves from shams. 
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was 
Know that; in felfith ends purfuing, 
s¥ou fcramble for the public ruin.” 
ie -He fpoke; and, from his cell difmifs'd, 
Was injolently {coff’d and hifs’d. . 
With him a friend or two refign’d, 

daining the degenerate kind. 
# ™ Thefe drones (fays he), thefe infeds vile, 
‘GL treat them in their proper ityle) 
Day for atime opprefs the fate : 

ey Own our virtue by their hate; 
Sy that our merits they reveal, 
And recommend our public zeal ; 

ifgrac’d’by this corrupted crew, 

We're honour’d by the virtuous few. 


FABLE x1, 
Lhe Packeborfe and the Carriers 


TO A YOUNG NOBLEMAN, 


Fram, my Lord, in early youth, 
‘o fulfer, nay, encourage truth ; 

And blame me not for difrepect, 

HI the flattercr’s ftyle rejed ; 

With that, by menial tongues fupply'd, 

You're daily cocker'd up in pride, 

” The tree’s diftinguith’d by the frait. 

es virtue, then, your firft purfuit ; 

jet yo} eat anceftors in view, 

ike them deferve the Mtle too ; 

ike them ignoble adions {corn ; 

et virtue prove you greatly born. 
i Though with lefs plate their fideboard thone, 
“Their confcience always was their own; 
“They ne'er at levees meanly fawn'd, 
Nor was their honour yearly pawn’d ; 
MVheir hands, by no corruption tlain 
The minifterial bribe difdain’d ; 
hey ferv'd the crown with loyal zeal, 
EYet, jealous of the publie wael, 
UPhey flood the bulwark of evr laws, 
And wore at heart their ccuntry’s caufe 5 
y neither place or penfion bought, 
‘They fpoke and voted as they thought, 
LThus did your fires adorn their feat; 
fAnd {uch alone are truly great. 

Hf you the-paths of learning flight, 

Mou’re buta dunce in ftronger light. 
‘Xn foremott rank the coward piac’d, 
‘Bs more con(picuouily difgrac'd. 
“YE you, to ferve a paiiry end, 

To knavith jobs cdi condcicend, 

‘We pay you the contenipt that’s due; 
¥n that you have p 
‘Whence had you this ilisitrioua name ? 
From-virtuc and unblemish’d fame, 
By birth the name alone defeenc: : 
‘Your honuur on yourfelf depen 
Think not your corunet can bh 
Affuming ignorance and pride. 
Learning by ftudy muft be wens 
°Twas ne'er entail’d fron: fon to fon. 
Superior worth your rack require 
For that mankind reveres your tires: 
¥f you degenerate from your race, 
Sheis qaccits heighten your aiiersc. 


Seok 
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A carrier, every night and morn, 
Would fee his horfes eat their corn: 
This funk the hoftler’s vails, ’tis true ; 
But then his horfes had their due. 
Were we fo cautious in all cafes, 
Small gains would rife from greater places. 
The manger now had ail its meafure; 
He heard their grinding teeth with pleafure x 
When ail at once confujion rung ; 
They fnorted, joiticd, bit, and flung. 
A pack-horfe turn’d his head afide, 
Foaming, bis eye-balls fwell’d with pride. 
Good gods! (fays he) how hard’s my jot? 
Is then my high defcent forgot ? 
Redne’d ta drudgery and difgrecs 
(A life unworthy of my race), 
Mutt I, too, hea the vile attacks 
Of ragged fcrubs and vulgar hacks ? 
See feurvy Roan, shat brute ill-bred, 
Dares from the manger thruft my head? ° 
Shall I, who boatt of noble linc, 
On offals of thefe creatures dine? 
Kick'd by old Ball! fo mean a foe? 
My honcur fuffers by the blow. 
Newmarket {peaks my grandfire’s fame 3 
All jockeys ftill revere his name : 
‘There, yearly, are his triumphs told, 
‘There a!} his raafly plates inroli’d. 
Whene'er led forth upon the plain, 
You faw him with a livery train ; 
Returning, t90, with laurels crown'd, 
You heard the drums aod trumpets found. 
Let it then, Sir, be underftood, 
Refpedt’s my due, for I have blood.” 
“ Vain-glorious fool ! (the carrier cry'd} 
Refpec& was never paid to pride. 
Know ’twas thy giddy wilful heart 
Reduc’d thee to this lavifh part, 
Did not thy headftrong youth difdain 
To learn the conduét of the rein? 
‘Thus coxcombs, blind to real merit, 
In vicious frolics fancy {pirit. 
What is’t to me by whem begot, 
Thou reftive, pert, conceited fot ? 
Your fizes, | reverence; ’tis their due ; 
But, worthlefs fool, what's that to you 2, 
Afk al} the carriers on the road, 
‘They'll fay, thy keeping’s ill bettow’d ; 
‘Khen vaunt no more thy noble zace, 
That neither mends thy flrength or pace, 
What profits me thy buaft of blood ? 
An afs has more intrinfic good. 
By outward fhow let’s act be cheated; 
An ais (hould like an afs be treated,” 









FABLE 


Pan and Fortune. 


XIL 





7O A YOUNG HEIR, 


Soon as sour father’s h was known, 
(As if th? eitate had bn their own) 
‘The ganiefiers ouewaidiy ex ret 
‘fhe cecect joy within your breaft. 
§ your praife they grew, 

efcain Lepes in you. 
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@ne counts your income of the year, 
‘How much in ready money clear. 

“ No houfe (fays he) is more complete ; 
‘The garden’s elegant and great. 

How fine the park around it lies! 
The timber’s of a noble fize. 

"Fhen count his jewels and his plale. 
Befides, ’tis no entail’d eftate. 

If cafh run low, his lands in fee 
Ace, or for fale or mortgage free.”” 

‘Thus they, before you threw the main, 
Seem to anticipate their gain. 

Woold you, when thieves are knownjabroad, 
Bring forth your treafures in the road? 
Would not the fool abet the fteaich, 

‘Who rathly thus expos’d his wealth? 
Yet this you do, whene’er you play 
Among the gentlemen of prey. 

Could fools to keep their own contrive, 
On what, on whom could gametters thrive? 
Is it in charity you game, 

To fave your worthy gang from fhame? 
Unlefs you furnith’d daily bread, 

Which way could idlenefs be fed? 
Could thefe profeffors of deceit 

Within the law no longer cheat, 

They muft run bolder rifts for prey, 
Aad frip the traveller on the way. 
‘Thus in your annual rents they thare, 
And "feape the noofe from year to year. 

Confider, ere you take the ket, 

That fum might crofs your crilor’s debt. 
‘When you the pilfering rattle thake, 

Is not your honour, too, at Rake ? 

Mut you not by mean lies evate 

‘To morrow’s duns fran every trade; 
By promifcs fo often paid, 

Js yet your tailor’s bill defray'd ? 

Mutt you not pitifully fawn 

To have your butcher’s writ withdrawn? 
This muft be done. In debts of play, 
Your honotr fuffers no delay ; 

And not chis year’s and next year’s rent 
‘The fons of rapine can content. 

Look round, the wrecks of play behold, 
Eftates difmember’d, mortyag’d, fold ! 
Their owners now, to goals confin’d, 
Show cqual poverty of mind. 

Some, who the fpoil of knaves were made, 
‘Too late attempt to learn their trade. 
Some, for the folly of one hour, 

Become the dirty tools of power ; 

And, with the mercenary lift, 

Upon court-charity fubfiit. 

You’li find at laft this maxim true, 
Fools are the game which knaves purfue. 

The foreft (a whole century’s fhade) 
Mauft be one wafteful ruin made : 

No mercy’s fhown to age or kind ; 

‘The general maffacre is fign’d. 

The park, too, thares the dreadful fate, 
For duns. grow louder at the gate. 

Stern clowns, obedient to the "fquire, 
(What will not barbarous hands for hire ?) 
With brawny arms repeat the ftroke; 
Fels are the elm and reverend oak, 


Thfough the long wood loud axes fourld, 
isd echo groans with every wound. 

Wo fee the defolation fpread,  _ 
Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head: 
His bofom now with fury burnsy 
Beueath his haof the dice he fpurns. 
Cards, too, in peevith paffion torn, 

The fport of whirling winds are borne. 

“ To fnails inveterate hate | bear,” 
Who fpoil the verdure of the year; 
‘The ¢aterpillar I deteft, 

The blooming {pring’s voracious peft 
The locuft, too, whofe ravenous band 
Spreads fudden famine o’er the land. 
But what are thefe? the dice’s throw 
At once hath laid a foreft low. 

The cards are dealt, the bert is made, 
And the wide park hath loft its thade, 
Thus is my kingdom’s pride defac'd, 
And all its ancient gleries wate. 

‘All this (he cries) is fortune’s doing + 
°Tis thus fhe meditates my ruin, 

By fortune, that falfe, fickle jade, 
More havock in one hour is made, 
Than all the hongry infect race, 
Combin’d, can in an age deface.” 

Fortune, by chance, who near him paft, 
O'erheard the vile afperfion caft. 

“ Why, Pan, (fays fhe) what’s all this rant§ 
’Tis every country-bubble’s cant, : 
Am [ the patronefs of vice ? 

{s’t | who cog or palm the dice? 

Did { the fhuffling art reveal, 

‘Lo mark the cards, or range the deal ? 
In ail th’ employments men purfue, 
I mind the leat what gamcfters do. 
There may (if computation’s juft) 
One now and then my conduct truft. 
I blame the fool, for what can 1, 
When ninety-nine my power defy 2 
Uhefe truft alone their fingers’ enda, 
And not one itake on me depends, 
Whene’er the gaming-board is fer, 
Two claffes of mankind are met ; 
But, if we count the greedy race, 
The knaves fill up the greater pace, 
* Tis a grofs error held in fchools, 
‘That fortune always favours fools. 

In play it never bears dilpute ; 

That dottrine thefe fell’d oaks confute. 
Then why to me fuch rancour fhow ? 
’Tis folly, Pan, that is thy foc. 

By me his lare eftate he wor 

But he by folly was undone.” 


FABLE XUt 
Plutus, Cupid, and Time. 


OF all the burdens man muft bear, 
Time feems moit gatling and fevere 3 
Beneath this grievous load opprefs’d. 
We daily mect fome friend diftrefa’d. 
“ What can one do? IF rofe at nine? 


*Tis full fix hours before we dine: 


; As iii 
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Pir hours! no earthly thing ta do! 
‘Would I had doz'd in bed till two”? 
* _A pamphlet is before him fpread, 
And almoft half a page is read ; 
‘Tir'd with the ftudy of the day, 
“The fluttering theets are tofs’d away. 
"He opes his fnuff-hox, hums an air, 
‘Then yawns, and ftretches in his chair. 
+* Not twenty, by the minute-hand! 
d gods, faya he, my watch muft ftand! 
Flow muddling ’tis on books to pore! 
‘thought ['d read an hour or more. 
‘whe morning, of all hours I hate. 
@Pne can't contrive to rife too late." 
“To make the minutes fafter run, 
hen, too, his tirefome felf to fhun, 
'o the next coffec-houle he fpeeds, 
‘akes up the news, fome {craps he reads, 
Wauntering, from chair to chair he trails; 
Now drinks his tea, now bites his nails, 
i&te fpies a partner of his woe ; 
SBy chat afflictions lighter. grow ; 
"Bach other's grievances they fhare, 
And thus their dreadful hours compare. 
S Says Tom, “ Since all men mutt conlefe, 
aha time lies heavy, more or lefs, 
Why thould it be fo hard to Bets 
ll two, a party at piquet ? 
yy might relieve the lagging morn : 
By cards lorig wintery nights are borne. 
Docs not quadrille amufe the fair, 
Wight after night, throughout the year ? 
‘Wapours and {pleen forgot, at play 
Shey cheat uncounted hours away.” 
“ My cafe, (fays Will), then muft be hard, 
‘By want of skill from play debarr’d, 
Courtiers kill time by various ways; 
Dependence wears out half their days. 
How happy thefe, whofe time ne'er {tands ! 
Attendance takes it off their hands, 
‘Were it not for this surfed fhower, 
"Phe park had will’d away. an hour. 
At court, without or placé or view, 
¥ daily Jofe an hour or two: 
4¢ fully anfwers my defign, 
When I have pick’d up friends to dine 3 
Phe tavern makes our burden light; 
Wine puts cur time and care to flight. 
At fix (hard cafe!) they call to pay. 
Where can one go? I-hate the play. 
From fix ti}! ten! unlefs in fleep, 
One cannot fpend the hours fo cheap. 
The comedy’s no fooner done, 
But fome affembly is-begun ; 
Loitering from room to room I flray, 
Converfe, but nothing hear or fay : 
_ Quite tir'd, from fair to fair | roam. 
So foon! i dread the thoughts of home. 
From thence, to quicken flow-pac’d night, 
‘Again my tavern-friends invite : 
Here, too, our early mornings pafs, 
‘Till drowfy fleep retard the glafs.” 
Thus they their wretched life bemoan, 
And make each other’s cafe their own. 
Confider, friends, no hour rolls on 
But fomething of your grief is gone, 









Wee you to fchemes of bufinefs bred, 
Did yeu the paths of f:arning tread, 

Your hours, your days, would fly too fatt 
You'd then regret the minute paft, . 
Yime's fagitive and light as. wind : 

’Tis indolence that clogs your mind : 

That load from off your {pirits thake, 
You'll own, and grieve for—your mittake, 
A while your thoughtlefs fpleen fulpend, 
Then read, and, if you can, attend. 

As Plutus, to divert his care, 

Watk’d forth one morn to take the air, 
Cupid o’ertock his ftrutting pace. 

Each ftar’d upon the ftranger’s face, 

Till recolle@ion fet them right, 

For each knew th’ other but by fight. 

After fome complimental talk, 

Time met them, bow’d, and join'd their walk, 
Their chat on vapious fubjeds ran, y 
But moft, what each had dene for man. 
Plutus affomes a haughty air, 

Juft like our purfe-proud fellows here, 

“ Let kings, (fays he), let cobblers tell, 
Whofe gifts among mankind excel, 
Confider courts; what draws their train? 
Think you ‘tis loyalty or gain? 

‘That flatefman hath the ftrongeft hold, 
Whofe tool of politics is gold; 

By that, in former reigns, ’tis faid, 

The knave in power hath fenates led ; 
By that alone he fway'd debates, 
Enrich'd himfelf, and beggar’d ftates. 
Forego yonr boaft. You muft conclude, 
That's moft efteem’d that’s moft purtued. 
Think, too, in what a woeful) plight 

That wretch muft live whofe pocket’s light. 
Are not his hours by want depreft ? 
Penurious care corrodes his breaft. 
Without refpeé, or love, or friends, 

His folitary day defcends.” 

“ You might, (fays Cupid), doubt my parts, 
My knowledge, too, in human hearts, 
Should! the power of gold difpute, 
Which great examples might confute. 

1 know, when nothing elfe prevails, 
Perfuafive money feldom fails; 

That beauty, too, (like other wares) 
Its price, as well as confcience, bears. 
Then marriage (as of late profett) 

Is but a moncy-job at bett. 

Confent, compliance, may be fold; 
But love’s beyond the price of gold, 
Smugglers there are, who, by retail, 
Expofe what they call love to fale ; 
Such bargains are an arrant cheat : 
You purchafe flattery and deceit. 
Thofe who true love have ever try’d 
(The common cares of life fupply’d) 
No wants endure, no wifhes make, 
But every real joy partake. 

All comfort on themfelves depends ; 
‘They want nor power, nor wealth, nor friends, 
Love, then, hath every blifs in ftore; 
*Tis friendthip, and ‘tis fomething more. 
Each other every with they give: 
Net to know love, is not to live.” 
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-* Or Jove, or money, (Time reply’d) 

Were.men the queftion to decide, 

Would bear the prize: om both intent, ° 

My booen’s neglected or mif-fpent. 

"Tis I who mealure vigal fpace, 

And deal out years to human race. 

Though little priz’d, and feldom fought, 

Without me love and gold are nought, 
‘ow does the miler time employ ? 

Did ( e’erfee him life enjoy? 

By me forfook, the hoards he won 

Are {catter’d by his lavith fon. 

By me all ufeful arts are gain'd ; 

Wealth, learning, wifdom, is attain’d. 

‘Who then would think (fince fuch my power) 

That e’er 1 knew an idle hour ? 

So fubtle and fo fwift I fly, 

Love’s not more fugitive than 1. 

Who hath not heard coquettes complain 

Of days, months, years, mif-fpent in vain ? 

For time mifus’d they pine and wafte, 

And love’s fweet pleatures never tafte. 

Thofe who direct their time aright, 

Vf love or wealth their hopes excite, 

In each purfuit fit hours employ’d, 

And both by time have been enjoy'd. 

How heedlefs then are mortals grown ! 

How little is their intereft known ! 

Tn every view they ought to mind me, 

For, when once loft, they never find me,” 
He fpoke. The gnds no more conteft, 

And his fuperior gift confefs'd, 

That time (when truly underftood) 

Is the mofl precious earthly good, 


FABLE XIV. 


The Owl, the Swan, the Cock, the Spider, the Afs, aud 
the Farmer —To a Mother, 


Conversine with your fprightly hoys, 
Your cyes have fpoke the mother’s joys 
‘With what delight I’ve heard you quore 
Their fayings in imperfe@ note! 

{ grant, in body and in mind 
Nature appears profufely kipd. 
Truft not to that. Adt'you your part; 
Imprint jut morals oni their heart ; 
Joypartially their talents fean : 
Jutt education forms the man, 

Perhaps (their genius yet unknown) 
Each lot of life’s already thrown; 
That this fhall plead, the next fhall fight, 
The laft affert the church’s right, 
I cenfure not the fond intent; 
But how precarious is th’ event! 
By talents mifapply’d and croft, 
Confider, all your fons are loft. 

One day (the tale’s by Martial penn’d) 
A father thus addrefe’d his friend : 
* To train my boy, and call forth fenfe, 
You know I've ftuck at no expence ; 
Te try’d-him in the feveral arts; 
(The lad, no doubt, hath latent parts) 
Yet, trying all, he nothing knows, 
But, crab-Jike, rather backward Bors. 


ay 
Teach me what yet remains undone; 
*Tis your advice fhall fix my fon? 

“ Sir, (faysthe friend), I've weigh'd the matteg 
Excufe me, for I {corn to flatter: : 
Make him (nor think his genius check’d} 
A herald or an archite&t.”” ae 

Perhaps (as commonly "tis known) 
He heard th’ advice, and took his own, 

‘The boy wants wit ; ke’s fent to {ch 
Where karning but improves the fool. 
The college next muft give him parts, 
And cram bim with the liberal arts. 
Whether he blunders at the bar, 

Or owes his infamy to war; 

Or if by licence or degree 

The fexton fhare the doctor's fee ; 
Or from the pulpit by the hour 

He weekly floods of nonfenfe pours 
We find (th’ intent of nature foil’d) 
A tailor or a butcher fpoil’d. 

Thus minifters have royal boons |, 
Conferr’d on blockheads and buffoons; 
In fpite of nature, merit, wit, 

Their friends for every poft were fit. 

But now let every mufe confefs 
‘That merit finds its due fuccefs. 

Th’ examples of our days regard ; 
Where's virtue feen without reward? 
Dittinguifh’d and in place you find 
Defert and worth of every kind, 
Survey the reverend bench, and fee 
Religion, learning, piety : 

The patron, ere he recommends, . 
Sees his own image in his friend’s, 
Ishonefty difgrac’d and poor? 

What is’t to us what was before? 

We of all tinges corrupt have heard, 
When paltry minions were preferr’d; 
When all great offices, by dozens, 
Were fill’d by brothers, fons, and coufing, 
What matter ignorance and pride ? 
The man was happily ally’d. 

Provided that his clerk was good, 
What though he nothing underftood? 
In church and ftate the forry race 
Grew more confpicuous fools in place. 
Such heads, as then a treaty made, 
Had bungled in the cobler’s trade. 

Confider, patrons, that fuch elves 

Expofe your folly with themfelves. 
‘Tis yours, as *tis the parent’s care, 
To fix each genius in its {phere. 
Your partial hand can wealth diff 

But never give a blockhead fenfe, 

An owl of magifterial air, 

Of foleran voice, of brow auftere, 
Affum’d the pride of human race, 
And bore his wifdom in his face ; 
Not to depreciate learned eyes, | 
I’ve feen a pedant look as wife. 

Within a barn, from noife retir'd, 
He fcorn’d the world, himielf admir'ds 
And, like an ancient fage, conceal’d 
The follies public life reveal’d. 

Philofophers of old, he read, 

Their country's youth to fcience bred, 
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‘Their manners form’d for every ftation, 
And deftin'd each his occupation. 

‘When Xenophon, by numbers brav’d, 
Retreated, and 2 people fav'd, 

‘That laure! was not all his own ; 

‘The plant by Socrates was fown. 

To Ariftotle’s greater name 

‘The Macedonian ow’d his fame. 

Th’ Athenian bird, with pride replete; 

Their talents equall’d in conceit. 
And, copying the Socratic rule, 
Set up for mafter of a {ehool, 
Dogmatic jargon learnt by heart, 
‘Trite fentences, hard terms of art, 
To vulgar ears feem’d fo profound, 

‘They faney’d learning in the found. 

The {chool had fame ; the crowded place 
‘With pupils fwarm'd of every race, 
‘With thefe the fwan’s maternal care . 
Had fent her fearce-fledg’d cygent heir : 
"The hen (though fond and loath to part) 

“Here lodg’d the darling of her heart : 
‘The {pider, ef mechanic kind, 
Afpir'd to fcience more refin'd: 

‘The afs learnt metaphors and tropes, 
But moft on mufic fix’d his hopes. 

The pupils row, advanc'd in age, 
‘Were call'd to tread life's buly ftage y 
And to the mafter twas fubmitted, 
That-each might to his part be fitted. 

“ The fwan, (fays he), in arms fhall thine ; 
The foldier’s glorious toil be thine. 

“The cock fhall mighty wealth attain : 
Go, feek it on the ftormy main. 

The court fhall be the fpider’s fphere ¢ 
Power, fortune, fhall reward himphere, 

In mufic’s art, the afs’s fame 
Shall emulate Corelli’s name.” 

Each took the part that he advis’d, 
And all were equally defpis'd. 

A farmer, at his folly mov’d, 
The dull preceptor thus reprov’d. 

© Blockhead, (fays he), by what you’ve done, 
Onc would have thought them each your fon; 
For parents, to their offspring blind, 
Confult nor parts nor turn of mind, 

But ev'n in infancy decree 

‘What this, what th’ other fon thall be. 
Had you with judgment weigh’d the cafe, 
‘Their genius thus had fix’d their place : 
‘The {wan had learn’d the failor’s art ; 
‘The cock had play'd the foldier’s part ; 
‘The fpider in the weaser’s trade 

‘With credit had a fortune made ; 

But for the foal, in every clafs, 

Whe blockhead liad appear’a an afs.”. 


FABLE XV. 
The Cook-maid, the Turn fpit, and the Ox, 
TO A POOR MAN. 


CSxsioer man in every fphere, 

‘Then tell me, is your lot fevere? 

"Tie murmur, difcontent, diftruft, 
‘That makes you wretched, God is jut, 





T grant, the hungry mutt be fed, 
That toil, too, earns thy daily bread. 
What then? Thy wants are feen and known 
But every mortal feels hisown. ° * 
We're born a refilefs, needy cfew ¢ 
Show me the happier man than yous 

Adam, though bleft above bis kind, 
For want of focial woman pin’d. 

Eve's wants the fubtie ferpent faw, 
Her fickle tafte tranfgrefs’d the law ¢ 
‘Thus fell our fire; and their difgrace 
‘The curfe entail’d on human race. 

When Philip’s fon, by glory led, 
Had o’er the globe bis empire {pread ; 
When altars to his name were drefs'd; 
‘That he was man, his tears confels’d. 

The hopes of avarice are check'd : 
The proud man always wants refpe. 
What various wants on power attend! 
Ambition never gains its end. 

Who hath not heard the rich complain 
Of furfeits and corporeal pain ? 

He, barr'd from every ufe of wealth, 
Envies the ploughman’s ftrength and healthe 
Another, in a beauteous wife 

Finds all the miferies of life : 
Domettic jars and jealous fear 

Imbitter all his days with care. 

This wants an heir; the Jine is loft: 
Why was that vain entail engroft? 
Canft thou difcern another’s mind ? 
What is’t you envy? Envy’s blind. 
‘Tell Envy, when the would annoy, 
That thoufands want what you enjoy. 

“ The dinner mutt be difh’d at one. 
Where's this vexatious turn{pit gone 2 
Unlefs the fkulking cur is caught, 

The furloin’s fpoilt, and Pm in fault.” 

Thus faid, (for fure you'll think it fit 
That I the cook-maid’s oaths omit) 
With all the fury of a cook, 

Her cooler kitchen Nam forfook: 

The broom-ftick o'er her head the waves; 
She fweats, the ftamps, fhe puffs, the raves 
The fneaking cur before her flies ; 

She whiftles, calls? fair {peech fhe tries, 
Thefe nought avail. Her choler burns; 
The fift and cudgel threat by turns, 

With hafty ftride the preffes near; 

He flinks aloof, and howls with fear. 

“ Was ever cur fo curs’d' (he cry’d} 
What ftar did at my birth prefide ! 
Am I for life by compadt bound 
To tread the wheel’s eternal round 2 
Inglorious tafk ' of all our race 
No flave is half fo mean and bafe. 

Had fate a kinder lot affign’d, 

And form’d me of the lap-dog kind, 

J then, in higher life employ’d, 

Had indolence and eafe enjoy’d; 

And, like a gentleman, careft, 

Had been the lady’s favourite gueft 

Or were I fprung from fpaniel line, 

Was his fagacious noftril mine, 

By me, their never-erring guide, 

From wood and plain their featts fupply’d, 
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tights, ‘fquires, attendant on my pace, 
“Wiad fhiar'd the pleafures of the chafe. 
“Endued with native ftrength and fire, 
Why call’d I rfot the lion fire ? 
A lien ! fuch mean views I {corn + 
Why was | not of woman born? 
‘Who dares with reafon’s power contend? 
On man we brutal flayes depend : 
"To him all creatures tribute pay, 
And Inxury employs his day.” 
An ox by chance o’erheard his moag, 
And thus rebuk’d the lazy drone. 

4 Dare you at partial fate repine? 
How kind’s your lot compar’d with mine! 
Decreed to toil, the barbarous knife 
Hath fever’d me from focial life; 

Urg'd by the Limplating goad, 

J drag the cumb'rous waggon’s load : 
Tis mine to tame the ftubborn plain, 
Break the ftiff foil, and houfe the grain: 
Yet { without a murmor bear 

‘The various labours of the year. 

But then, confider, that one day 
(Perhaps the hour's not far away) 
You, by the duties of your pot, 

Shall tarn the fpit when ('m the roaft; 
And for reward fhaJl fhare the feaft, ~ 
I mean, fhall pick my bones at leaft.” 

“ Till now, (th’ aftonifh’d cur replics), 
T look'd on all with envious eyes, 

How falfe we judge by what appears! 
All creatures feel their feveral cares, 
Tf thus yon mighty beaft complains ; 
Perhaps man knows fuperior pains, 
Let envy then no more torment + 
Think on the ox, and Searn content.”* 

Thus faid, clofe following at her heel, 

‘With cheertul heart he mounts the wheel. 
FABLE XVI. 

‘The Raven, the Sexton, and the Earthworm 
‘TO LAURA. 

Lavra, methinks you're over-nice. 

‘True; flattery is a fhocking vice: 

Yet fure, whene’er the praife is juft, 

One may commend without difguft. 

Am I a privilege deny’d, 

Indulg'd by every tongue befide ? 

How fingular are all your ways! 

A woman, and averfe to praife ! 

Jf ’tis offence fuch truths to tell, 

‘Why do your merits thus excel ? P 

Since, then, I dare not {peak my mind, 

A wuth confpicuous to mankind ; 
‘Though in full luftre every grace 
Diftinguith your celeftial face; 
‘Though beauties of inferior ray 
(Like ftars before the orb of day) 
‘Torn pale and fade; { check my lays, 
Admiring what I dare not praife. 

If you the tribute due difdain, 

The mufe’s mortifying ftrain 
Shall, like a woman in mere fpite, 
Set-bearty in a moral light. 

Though fuch revenge might shock the cat 

Of many a celebrated fair, 


I mean that fuperficial race 

Whole thoughts ne'er reach beyond their face 3 
What's that to you? I but difpleafe 
Such ever-girlith cars as thefe. 

Virtue can brook the thoughts of age, 
That lafts the fame through every ftages 
Though you by time muft fuffer more 
Than ever woman iott before, 

To age is fuch indifference thown, 

‘Asif your face were not your own. 
Were you by Antoninus taught ? 

Or is it native flrength of thought 

That thas, without concern or fright, 
You view yourfelf by reafon’s light? 

Thofe eyes, of fo divine a ray, 

What are they ? Mouldering, mortal clay, 
Thofe features, caft in heavenly mould, 
Shall, like my coarfer earth, grow olds 
Like common grafs, the faireft ower 
Mutt feel the hoary feafon's power. 

How weak, how vain, is human pride! 
Dares man upon himfelf confide ? 

The wretch, who glories in his gain, 
Amaffes heaps on heaps in vain. 

Why lofe we life in anxious cares, 

‘To lay-in hoards for future years? 

Can thofe (when tortur’d by difeafe) 
Cheer our fick heart, or purchafe eafe ? 
Can thofe prolong one gafp of breath, 
Or calm the troubled hour of death? 

What's beauty ? Call ye that your own 
A flower that fades as foon as blown, 
What's man in all his boaft of fway? 
Perhaps the tyrant of a day. 

Alike the laws of life take place 
Through every branch of human race 
‘The monarch of long regal line 
Was rais’d from duft as frail as mine. 
Can he pour health into his veins, 

Or cool the fever’s reftlefs pains ? 

Can he (worn down in nature’s courfe) 
New-brace his feeble nerves with force? 
Can he (how vain is mortal power ') 
Stretch life beyond the deftin’d hour? 

Confider, man; weigh well thy frame; 
The king, the beggar, is the fame. 

Duft form’d us all. Each breathes his day,- 
Then finks into his native clay. ‘ 

Beneath a venerable yew, 

That in the lonely church-yard grew, 
Two ravens fate. In folemn croak 
Thus one his hungry friend befpoke. 

“ Methinks ! {cent fome rich repaft s 
The favour ftrengthens with the blaft ; 
Snuff then, the promis’d feaft inhale z 
I talte the carcafe in the gale. 

Near yonder trees, the farmer’s fteedy 
From toil and every drudgery freed, 
Hath groan’d his laft, A dainty treat! 
To birds of tafte, delicious meat!” 

A fexton, bufy ac his trade, 

To hear their chat t:{pends his fpade. 
Death ftruck him wich no farther thought, 
Than merely as the fees he brought. 

“ Was ever two fuch blundering fowls, 


In byains and manners lefs than owls: 
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Blockheads, (fays he), testn'mote refped 
Know ye on whom ye thus reflect ? 
Jn this fame grave (who does me right, 
Mut own the work is ftrong and tight) 
‘The ’fquire, that yon fair hall poflett, 
"To-night hall lay his bonee at reft. 
‘Whence could the grofs miftake proceed? 
‘The "fquire was fomewhat fat indeed. 
‘What then? the meanctt bird of prey 
Such want of fenfe could ne’er betray ; 
For fare fome difference muft be found 
4Suppofe the fmelling organ found) 
In carcafes (fay what we can), 
Or where’s the dignity of man ?” 

With due refpect to human race, 
‘The ravens undertook the cafe. 
In fuch fimilitude of feent, 
‘Man ne’er could think refleQione meant, 
As epicures cxtol a treat, ' 
And feem their favoury words to eat, 
They prais’d dead horfe, luxurious food ! 
‘The venifon of the prefcient brood. 

‘The fexton’s indignation, mov’d, 
‘The mean comparilon reprov'd; 

‘Their undifcerning palate blam’d, 
Which two-legg’d carrion thus defam’d. 
Reproachful {peech from cither fide 

‘The want of argument fupply’d : 
‘They rail, revilc; as often ends 
‘The conteft of difputing friends. 
“ Bold, (fays the fowl); fince human pride 
With confuration ne’er comply’d, 
Uct's tate the cafe, and then refer 
‘The knotty point, for tafte may err.’* 
As thus he Spoke, from out the mould 
An earth-worm, huge of fize, unroll’d 
His monftrous length: they ftrait agree 
To choofe him as their referce ¢ 
So to th’ experience of his jaws 
Each ftates the merits of the caufe. 
He paus’d; and, with a folemn tone, 
‘Thus made his fage opinion known ; 
“ On carcafes of every kind 
‘This maw hath elegantly din’d; 
Provok'd by tuxury or need, 
Qn beatt, or fowl, or man, } feed + 
Such fmall diftinction ’s in the favour, 
. By turns I choofe the fartcy’d flavour = 
Yet I muft own (that human beait :) 
A glutton is the rankeft feaft. 
Man, ceafe this boaft ; for human pride 
‘Hath various tracts to range befide. 
"The prince who kept the world in awe, 
The julige whofe diGate fix'd the law, 
‘The rich, the poor, the great, the fmall, 
Are levell’d; death confounds them all. 
"Then think not that we reptiles thare 
Such cates, fuch elegance of fare ; 
‘The only true and real good 
Of man was never vermins food ; 
Tis feated in th’ immortal mind; 
Virtue diftinguifhes mankind, 
And that (as yet ne’er harbour’d here) 
Mounts with the foul we know not where. 
So, Good-man, fexton, fince the cafe 
‘ats with fuch a dubious face, 





To neither I the caufe determine, 
For different taftes pleafe different vermin.” 


AYE AND NO, 
A TABLE *, 
tw Fable all things hold difcourfe, 
Then words, no doubt, muft talk of courfe, 
Once on a time, near Cannon-row, 
Two hoftile adverbs, Aye and No, 
Were haftening to the field of fight, 
And front to front ftood oppofite ; 
Before each general join’d the van,. 
Aye, the more courteous knight, began, 
“ Stop, peevith Particle! beware! 
Vm told you are not fuch a bear, 
But fometimes yield when offer'd fair, 
Suffer yon folks awhile to tattle; 
’Tis we who muft decide the battle, 
Whene’er we war on yonder ftage, 
With various fate and equa} sage, 
The nation trembles at each blow 
That No gives Aye, and Aye gives No 
Yet, in expenfive long contention, 
We gain nor office, grant, or penfion. 
Why then fhould kinsfolks quarrel thus? 
(For two of you make one of us.) . 
To fome wife ftatefman let us go, 
Where each his proper ufe may know + 
He may admit two fach commanders, 
And make thofe wait who ferv’d in Flanders, 
Let’s quarter on a great man’s tongue, ; 
A treafury lord, not Maifter Young. 
Obfequious at his high command, 
Aye fhall march forth to tax the land ; 
In:peachments No can beft refiit, 
And Aye {upport the Civil lift: 
Aye, quick as Czfar, wins the day, 
And No, like Fabius, by delay, 
Sometimes in mutual fly difguife, 
Let Aye’s feem No’s, and No’s feem Aye’s; 
Aye’s be in courts denials meant, 
And No’s in bifhops give confent.”” 
Thus Aye propos’d—and, for reply, 
No, for the firft time, anfwer'’d Aye. 
They parted with a thoufand kiffes, 
And fight e’er fince for pay, like Swiffes, 


—————— ey 
DUKE UPON DUKE}: 


AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD.—TO THE TUNE QI 
-. ' CHEVY-CRACE. "} 

To lordlings proud I tune my lay, 

Who feait in bower or hall: 
‘Though dukes they be, to dukes I fay, 

That pride will have a fall. 
Now that this fame it is right footh, 

Full plainly doth appear, 

* Taken from the Mifcellanies publifoed by Sroif. 
and Pope. “ ce 

+ This Bumorou: Ballad is oferibed to Gay on com- 
je@ture only. Tt is among the Mifcellanies publifoed by 
Swift and Pope ; is there mavked as not the Dean's 
and bas never been confdered as.Pope'ss 


DUKE UPON DUKE: A BALLAD. st 


From what befel John Duke of Gnife#, But mark, how midit of vidory 
And Nic of Lancaitere ¢. : Fate plays her old dog trick ! 

When Richard Cocur-de-Lion reign’d, Up leap’d Duke John, and knock’d him dowa, 
(Which means a lion’s heart) And fo down fell Duke Nic. 

Like him his barons rag’d and roar’d ; Alas, oh Nic! oh Nic, alas! 
Each play’d a lion’s part. Right did thy goflip call thee: 

A word and blow was then enough + As who fhould fay, alas the day 
Such honour did them prick, When John of Guife fhail maul thee! 

Uf you bur turn'd your cheek, a cuff; For on thee did he clap his chair, 

. And, if your a—fe, a kick, And on that chair did fit ; 

Look in their face, they tweak’d your nofe, Aud look as if he meant thereitt 
Atevery turn fell to’t; To do ——-~ what was not fit. 

Come near, they trod upon your toes; Up didft thou look, oh woful duke !- 
They fought from head to foot. Thy mouth yet durft not ope, 

Of thefe the Duke of Lancaftere Certes for fear of finding there 
Stoed paramount in pride: A t—d inftead of trope. 

He kick’d and cuff’d, and tweak’d and trod “ Lie there, thou caitiff yile !’* quoth Guile, 
His foes, and friends befide. “ No fhect is here to fave thee + 


“ The cafement it is fhut likewife ; 


Firm on his front his beaver fate; « Beneath my feet I have thee 


Sn broad, it hid his chin ; 


For why? he decm’d no man his mate, “ If thou haft aught to fpeak, {peak out,"” 
And fear’d to tan his ékin. Then Lancaftere did cry, 

With Spanith wool he dy'd his cheek, ° * Know’ft thou not me, nor yet thyfelf? 
With effence oid hishairg “ Who thon, and whp am I? 

No vixen civet-cat fo {weet, « Know’tt thou not me, who (God be prais'd) 
Nor could fo feratch and teat, “ Have brawl’d and quarrell’d more, 

Right tall he made himfelf to show, ; * Than all the line of Lancaftere, 
Though made full thort by God : “ That battled heretofore ? 

And, when all other aukes did bow, “ In fenates fam’d for many 2 fpeech, 
This dake did onty nod, “ And (what fome awe mutt give ye, 

oon : Though laid thus low beneath thy breach) 

ee coarceons, blithe, and Sebopualt, * Still of the council privy ; 

‘Was ever fuch a loving pair? . “ Still of the duchy chancellor 
How could they difagree ? | Durante life | have it ; 


Se ore icepesiet chat * eMne se oem hat gre 

And having no iriend left but this, But now the fervants they ruih'd in; 

Rilerghpiory iron = Sear 
‘And thus he did endite + But, Guile! i'll fight with thee 3, 

Bei eet Boren 

* Ahno! ah no ” is nee « No, not to-morrow, but to-night" a 
Demurely did reply ; (Quoth Guile) +1 i fight with thee.’ 


defperate quill, 






“ I cannot go, nor yee can ftand, And now the fan declining low 
“ Sv fore the gout have {.”” Beftreak’d with blood the fkies ; 

The duke in wrath cail’d for his fteeds, When, with his fword * faddle-Bow, 
And fiercely drove them on ; i Rode forth the valignt Guile. 

Lord lord! how rattled then thy ftones, Full gently prane’d he o’er the lawa, 
O kingly Kenfington } ! Oft roll’d his eyes around, 

Ali ina trice he ruth’d on Guife, And from the ftirrup ftretch’d to find 
‘Thrutt out his lady dear; Who was not to be found. 

He tweak'd his nole, trod on his toes, Long brandifh’d he the blade in air, 
And fmote him on chy ear. Long look’d the field all o’er: 


At length he fpy'd the merry-men brown,’ 
A Aud eke the coach and four. 
Sir Joba Guife. : 
t Nicbolus /ard Lechmere, Chancellor of the Dusby | Prom out the boot bold Nicholas. . . 
of Lare sf Did wave his wand fo white, 


iy , a _ | As puinung our the gloomy glads 
fon oe estan Trae a amie Pees meat he Wherein he meant to Fight, 
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All in that dreadful hour fo calm 
‘Was Lancaftere to fee, 

As if he meant to take the air, 
Or only take a fee : 

And fo he did—for to New Court 
His rolling wheels did run : 

Not that he thunn’d the doubtful ftrife ; 
But bufinefs muft be done, 

Back in the dark, by Brampton-park, 
He turn’d up through the Gore ! 

Go flunk to Camden-houfe fo high, 
All in his coach and four. 

Mean while Duke Guife did fret and fume, 
A fight it was to fee, 
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Benumb’d beneath the everiing dew 
Under the green-wood tree. 
Then, wet and weary, home he far’d: 
Sore muttering all the way, . 
The day I meet him, Nic fhall ree” 
“ The cudgel of that day. 
Mean time on every pifling poft 
“ Pafte we this recreant’s name, 
So that each piffer-by thall read 
“ And pifs againft the fame.” 
Now Ged preferve our gracious king, 
And grant his nobles all 
May learn this leffon from Duke Nic, 
That pride will bave o fall f 


er nr 


DIONE. 


A PASTORAL TRAGEDY: 


“ Sunt numina amanti. 
“ Szvit et injuta lege relida Venus.” 


Traut. Eleg. v, Lib. t. 


DRAMATIS PERSONZ. 


MEN, 
‘Bvanner under the name of Lycipas, 
CLeanTHeEs, 
Saxeazrns,| 


WOMEN. 


Dione under the name of ALEXIbe 
PARTHENIA, 
Lavra. 


Scene, Arcadia. 


ro ARR Th 


ACT I. SCENE 1, 


EPlain, at the Foot of a fleep craggy Mountain. 
Dione, Lavra. 


Laura. 
‘Way doft thon fly me? Stay, unhappy fair, 
Seek not thefe horrid caverns of defpair ; 
"Fo trace thy fteps, the midnight air I bore, 
‘Trod the brown defert, and unfhelter’d moor: 
‘Three times the lark has fung his matin lay, 
And rofe on dewy wing to meet the day, 
Since firft I found thee, ftretch’d in penfive mood, 
Where laurels border Ladon's filver flood. 

Dione. 
Gilet my foul with grateful thanks o'erflow ! 
Tis to thy hand my daily life lowe, ‘ 
Like the weak lamb, you rais’d me from the plain, 
‘Xoo faint to bear bleak winds and beating rain 5 


& 


Fach day 1 fhare thy bowl and clean repaft, 

Each night thy roof defends the chilly blaft. 

But vain is all thy friendthip, vain thy care; 
Forget a wretch abandon’d to defpair. 

Laura, 

Defpair will fly thee, when thou fhalt imparé 
The fatal fecret that torments thy heart ; 

Difciofe thy forrows to my faithful ear, 

Inftruct thefe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 
Love, love’s the caufe; our forefts fpeak thy flatheg 
‘Lhe rocks have learnt to figh Evandér’s name. .. 
‘Uf faultering fhame thy bafhful tongue reftrain, 
“if thou hait look’d, and blufh’d, and figh’d in vaing 
Say, in what grove thy lovely shepherd ftrays, 
‘Tell me what mountains warble with his lays; 
Thithee Pll {peed mc, and with moving art 
Draw foft confeflions from his melting "heart, 

Disne, ae 

Thy generous care has touch’d my fecret woe, 
Love bids thefe {calding tears inceffant flows 


Hlitated love! O.fay, ye fylvan maids, 
‘Who tange wide foreits and fequefter’d fhades, 
tay where Evander bled, point out the ground 
That yet is purple with the favage wound. 
Yonder he lies; I hear the bird of prey ; 
High o'er thofe cliffs the raven wings his way ; 
Hask how he croaks ! he fcents the murder pear. 
O may no grecdy beak his vifage tear: 
Shield him, ye Cupids; ftrip the Paphiaa grove, 
And ftrow unfading myrtle o'er my love ¢ 
Down, heaving heart. 
. Laura, 
w~The mournful tale difclofe, 
Dione. 
Let not my tears intrude on thy repofe. 
Yet if thy friencthip ftill the caufe requeft; 
Tl {peak, though forrow rend my labouring breaft. 
Know then, fair fhepherdefs, no honeft fwaiu 
‘Taught me the duties of the peaceful plain ; 
‘Unus'd to fweet content, no flocks t keep, 
Nor browzing goats that overhang the fteep. 
Jorn where, Orchomenos’ proud turrets thine, 
Ttrace my birth from long illuttrious line, 
‘Why was I train’d amid Arcadia’s court ? 
Love ever revels in that gay refort. 
‘Whene’er Evander paft, my {mitten heart 
Heav’d frequent fighs, and felt unufual fmart. 
Ah! hadi thou feen with what fweet grace he 
mov'd ! 
Yet why that with? for Laura then had lov'd. 
Laura, 
Diftruft me not; thy fecret wrongs impart, 
jione, 
Forgive the fallies of a breaking heart. 
Evander’s fighs his mutual fame confeft, 
"The growing paffion labour'd in his breatt 5 
‘To.me he came ; my heart with rapture fprung. 
To fee the bluthes, when his faultering tongue 
Firft faid, I love. My eyes confent reveal, 
And plighted vows our faithful paffion feal : 
‘Where's now the lovely youth ; he’s loft, he’s lain, 
And the pale corfe lies breathlefs on the plain: 
Laura, 
Are thus the hopes of conftant lovers paid ? 
Jf thus—ye powers, from love defend the maid. 
Dione. 
‘Now have twelve morningswarm'dthe purple eaft, | 


Since my dear hunter rous’d the tufky beait , | 
Swift flew the foaming monfter through the wood, | 
Swift as the wind, his eager fteps purfued : j 
> Twas theit the favage turn’d ; then fell the youth, | 
“And his dear blood diftain’d the barbarous tooth. 
Laura, 
‘Was there none near? no ready fuccour found ? 
Nor healing herb to ftaunch the fpouting wound? 
Dione. 
Jn vain through pathleis woods the hunters croft, 
And fought witn anxious eye their mafter lott; 
Tn vain their frequent hollows eche’d fhrill, 
and his lov’d vam was fent front hiil to hill; 
Evander hears you not. He's lott, he’s ilain, 
And the pale corfe lies breathlefs on the plain. 
: Laura, 
Has yet no clown (who, wandering from the way, 
Beats evyyy buth to raile the lamb aftray) 
@biecv'd che fatal fpot 2 


By 
Dion. : 
—— 0, if ye pafs 
Where purple murder dyes the wither’d grafs,__ 
With pious finger gently clofe his eyes, 
And let his grave with decent verdure rife. 
[Weepaz 
Laura. i 
Behold the turtle who has loft her mate; 
Awhile with drooping wing fhe mourns his fate ¢ 
Sullen, awhile the fecks the darkeft grove, 
And cooing meditates the murder’d dove; 
But time the raeful image wearsaway,  - 
Again the’s cheer’d, again the feeks the dayy 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine. 
Dione. 
Yet fure fome turtle’s love has equal'd mine, 
Who, when the hawk has {natch’d her mate away} 
Hath never known the glad return of day. 
When my fond father faw my faded eye, 
And on my livid cheek the rofesdie; 
When catching fighs my wafted bofom mov’d, 
My looks, my fighs, confirm’d him that I lov'd, 
He knew not that Evander was my flame, 
Levander dead! my paffion ftill the fame! 
He came, he threaten’d ; with paternal fway, 
Cleanthes nam’d, and fix’d the nuptial day: 
O cruel kindnefs! too feverely prett! 
TH {corn his honours, and his wealth deteit. 
Laura. 
How vain is force! Love ne'er can be compell’@ 
Dione, 
Though bound my duty, yet my heart rebell’d. 
One night, when fleep had hufh’d all bufy fpics, 
And the pale moon had journey’d half the tkies, 
Softly 1 rofe and drefs’d; with filent tread, 
Unbarr’d the gates, and to thefe mountains fled. 
Here let me foothe the melancholy hours ! 
Clofe me, ye woods, within your twilight bowers 
Where my calm foal may fettled forrow know, 
And no Cleanthes interrupt my woe 
With importuning love— . 
{Melancholy Mufic is beard at a dpancey 
On yonder plain 
Advances flow a melancholy train ; 
Black cyprefs boughs their drooping heads adorn. 
Laura, 
Alas! Menalcas to his grave is borne. 
Behold the victim of Parthenia’s pride! 
He faw, he figh’d, he lov’d, was icorn’d, and dy'd. 
Dione. 
‘Where dwells this beautcous tyrant of the plains # 
Where may I fee het? 
Laura. : 
—— Ak the fighing fwains, 
They beft can {peak the conquetts of hee eyes; 
Whoever fees her, loves; who loves her, dies. 
Dione. 
Perhaps untimely fate her flame hath crofs’dy 
And the, like me, hath her Evander lof. 
How my foul pities her‘ 


d aura. 





If pity move 
Your generous hofom, pity thofe who love, 
‘There late arriv'd among our fytvan race 


A Mtranger thepherd, whe with loncly pace 
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ifits thofe mountain-pines at dawn of day, 
Where oft Parthenia takes her early way 

‘To roule the chafe ; mad with his amorous pain, 
He flops and raves; then fullen walks again.~ - 
Parthenia’s name is borne by paffing gales, 
sind talking hills repeat it to the dales, 

Come, let us from this vale of forrow go, 

Nor let the mournful fcene prolong thy woe.. 


: [Beeunt. 
_. SCENE, 
Skipherch and Shipberdeffis (crowned with garlands of 
atest and yew) bearing the body of Menalcas. 
oat If Shepherd. 
Here gently reft the corfe—With faultering breath 
: Thus fpake Menalcas on the verge of death, : 
“ Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend ; 
™ See, where yon hills with craggy brows afcend, 
™ Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
“ There firtt I faw her, there began my woes, 
“ When [ am cold, may there this clay be laid! 
There often ftrays the dear, the cruel maid =. 
“ here as the walks, perhaps you'll hear her fay, 
4 (While a kind guhing tear hall force its way) 
“ How could my ftubborn heart relentlefs prove ? 
$ Aby poor Menalcas—all thy fault was love ‘* 
: ad Shepherd, 
‘When pitying Kon's o'er a carcafe groan, 
+ And hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan; 
When the lean wolf lameitts the mangled theep; 
“Fen fhall Parthenia o'er Menalcas weep, 
ree Shepherd, 
‘When famith’t panthers feek their morning food, 
And montters roar along the defert wood ; 
‘Wher hifling vipers ruftle through the brake, 
Or in the path-way rears the fpeckled fnake ; ~ 
The wary {wain th’ approaching peril fpies, 
And through fome diftant road fecurely flies, 
ily chen, ye fwains, from beauty's furer wound. 
Such was the fate our poor Menalcas found. 
a : ad Shepherd, 
‘What thepherd does not mourn Menalcat flain ! 
3.ui’'d bya barbarous woman’s proud difdain ! 
‘Whue’er attempts to bend her fcornful mind, 
Cries to the deferts, and purfues the wind. 
If Shepherd, 
With every grace Menalcas was endow'd, 
His merits dazzled all the fylvan crowd. 
H vou would know his pipe’s melodious found, 
Aik all the echoes of thefe hills around, - 
For they have learnt his {trains ; who thal rehearfe 
‘The firength, the cadence of his tuneful verfe? 
Go, read thofé lofty poplars; there you'll find 
Some tender fonnet grow on every rind, 
ee ad Shepherd, 
‘Yet what avails his {kill ?° Parthenia flies. 
Can merit hope fuccefsin woman's eyes? ‘ 
Aft Shepherd, 
Why was Parthenia form’d of foftet mould ? 
‘Why does her heart fuch favage nature hold? 
O ye kind gods! or all her charms efface, 
Or tame her heart—fo {pare the fhcpherd race. 


: "8d Shepherd. 
As fade the flewers which on the grave ¥ eafk; 
So may Parthenis’s tranficnt beauty wafte 
(Aff Shepherd, 
What womian ever counts the fleettity Years, 
Or fees the wrinkle which her forchead wears 
Thinking her features never fhall decas, 
This fwain fhe fcortis, from that fhe turns away: 
But know, as when the rofe her bud anfolds, : 
Awhile each breaft the fhort-liv'd fragranec holds ra 
When the dry ftalk lets drop her thrivell'é pride, . 
The lovely ruin’s ever thrown afide, 
So fhall Parthenia be. 

: : ad Shepbsrd, + 

"= See, the appears, ; 
To boaft her {poils, and triumph in our tears. 


SCENE Itt. 7 
Parthenia appears from the mauntaine 







*  ParTuenia. Suepurrns. 
Aff Shepherd, 
Why this way doft thou turn thy baneful eyes, 
Pernicious bafilifk ? Lo! there he lies. 
‘There lies the youth thy curfed beauty flew ; 
See, at thy prefence, how he bleeds anew ! 
Look down, enjey thy murder, 
Parthenia. 
—Spare my fame; 
I come to clear a virgin’s injur’d name, 
If I'm a bafilifk, the danger fly, 
Shun the fwift glances of my, venom'd eyes 
If ’'m a murderer, why approach ye near, 
And te the dagger lay your bofom bare? 
If Shepherd, ‘ 
What heart is proof agaiuét that face divine ? 
Love isnot in our power, 
Parthenia. : 
—isfove in mine? 
If c’er I trifled with a thepherd’s pain, 
Or with falfe hope his patfion ftrove to gain; 
Then might you juftly curfe my favage mind, 
Then might you rank me with the ferpent kind 
But Une'er trifted with a thepherd’s pain, 
Nor with falfe hope his paffion flrove to gain: 
*Tis to his rath purfuic he owes his fate; 
I was not cruel; he was obftinate. 
If Shepherd, 
Hear this, ye fighing dhepherds, and defpair. : 
Unhappy Lycidas, thy hour is near ! [doom,’ 
Since the fame barbarous hand hath fign'd thy 
We'll lay thee in our lov’d Menalcas’ tomb, 
Parthenia. : 
Why will intruding man my peace deftroy } 
Let me content and folitude enjoy ; ay, 
Free was { hora; my freedom to maintain,’ 
Early 1 fought the unambitious plain. | 
Mot women’s weak refolves, like reeds, will ply’ 
Shake with each breath, and bend with every figh ; 
Mine, like an oak, whofe firm roots deep defcend, 
Nor breath of Jove can fhake, nor figh cau ptad. 
If ye unhappy Lycidas wou!d fave; 
Go feek him, lead him to Menalcas* graves « 
Forbid his eyés with flowing grief to fain, 
‘| Like hina Menalcas wepe, but wept i vaipi’s’ 





* © This and the Sallowing feere are formed upon the 
wove of Marcella in Dow Dui.cote, 
tet 6 
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id him his heart-confuming groans give o'er: 
‘ell him, t heard fuch piercing groans before, 
nd heard unmov’d. O Lycidas, be wife, 
Prevent thy fate.--Lo! there Menalcas lies 
: If Shepherd. 
Noortitae melancholy rites are paid, 
And o’er hi} grave the weeping marble laid; 
Let’s feek {ur charge; the docks, difperfing wide, 
Whiten with moving fleece the mountain’s fide. _ 
Truft not, ye fwains, the lightning of her eye, — 
Left ye, like him, thould love, defpair, and die. 
[Breunt Shepherds, Sc. Parthenia remains in a mes 
Lancholy poflure, looking on the grave of Menalcas. 


SCENE {V. 
Lycipas, PARTHENIA. 
Lysidas. 
‘When fhall my fteps have reft? through all the 
wood 
And by the winding banks of Ladon’s flood, 
1 fought my love... O fay, ye fkipping fawns 
(Who range entangled fhades and daify’d lawns) 
Tf ye have {een her! fay, ye warbling race 
(Who meafare on fwift wing th’ acrial fpace, 
And view below hills, dales, and diftant fhotes) 
Where thall I find her whom my foul adores ! 


SCENE V. 
Lrcinas, ParTHENta, Drone, Laura. 
[Dione and Laura at a diftance, 


: Lycidas, 
‘What do ¥ fee? no. , Fancy mocks my eyes, 
And bids the dear deluding vifion rife. 
*Tis the. My fpringing heart her prefence feels. 
See, proftrate Lycidas before thee kneels. 
: é [Knecling to Partbania. 
Why will Parthenia turn her face away ? 
Parthenia, 
Who calls Parthenia? hah! 
[She flarts from ler melancholy + and, feeing Lycidas, 
‘flies iago the wood. 
Lycidas. 

Stay, virgin, fay. 
© wing my feet, kind love. See, fee, the bounds, 
Fleet as the mountain roe, when preft by hounds. 

(He purfues ber, Dione faints in the arms of Laura. 

Laura. 
‘What means this trembling? All her colour flies, 
And life is quite unftrung, Ah! lift thy eyes, 
And anfwer me; fpeak, fpeak, ’tis Laura calls. 
Speech has forfook her lips.—.she taints, fhe fails, 
Fan her, yo zephyrs, with your balmy breath, 
And bring her quickly from the fhades of death + 
Blow, ye cool gales. Sec, fee, the foreft thakes 
With coming winds! fhe breathes, the moves, the 
wakes, 


Ah, Sle Evander ! 





Dione. 


Laura. 
Calm thy fobbing breaft. 
“Say, what gew forrow has thy heart oppreft ? 
Dione. 
Didft-thow not hear his fighs and fuppliart tone ? 
Didft thou not hear the pitying mountain groan? 
Vou. VIL, 
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Didé@ thov rot fee him bend his fupplisnt knee? 

‘Thus in my happy days he knelt to me, 

And pour’d forth ail his foul! “see how he ftrains, 

And leffens to the fight o’er yonder plains, : 

To keep the in view! Run, virgin run, 

Hear not his vows; I heard, and was undone! 

aie Laura . 

Let not imaginary terror fright; 

Some dark delufion fwims before thy fight, 

I faw Parthenia from the mountain’s brow, 

And Lycidas with proftrate duty bow; 

Swift, as the falcon’s wing, I faw her fly, 

And heard the cavern to his groans reply, 

Why ftream thy tears for forrows not thy own? 
Dione. 

Oh! where are honour, faith, and juftice flown ?: 

Perjur’d Evander { iat 








Laura. 
——Death has laid him low. 
Touch not thé mournful ftrigg that wakes thy 
wor, 
. Dione. 
That amorous fwain, whom Lycidas you name, 
(Whofe faithlefs bofom feels another fame) 
Is my once kind Evander—yvs—'twas he. 
He lives—but lives, alas! no more for me, 
Laura. ; 
Let not thy frantic words confefs defpair, 
Dione. ‘ : 
What, know I not his voice, his mien, his air? 
Yes, I that treacherous voice with joy believ'd, 
Vhat voice, that mien, that air, my foul de- 
ceiv'd. i 
If my dear thepherd love the lawns, and glades, 
With him I'll range the lawns, and feek the fhades, 
With him through folitary deferts rove. 
But could he leave me for another love? 
O bafe ingratitude: 
Laura, 
~-—Sufpend thy grief, 
And let my friendly coupfel bring relief 
To thy defponding foul. Parthenia’s ear 
Is bare’d for ever to the lover's prayer ; 
Evander courts difdain, he follows {corn, 
And in the pafling winds his vows are borne, 
Soon will he find that all in vain he ftrave 
To tame her bofom; then his former love 2 
Shall wake his foul; then will he fighing blame 
His heart inconftant, and his perjur’d fame ; 
Then hall he, at Dione’s fect implore, 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more, 
Dicne. 
Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 
Forbidding {peech, coy looks, and cold difdain, 
fo raile his paflion, Such are female arts, 
‘Yo hold in fafer {nares inconttant hearts! 
Laura. 
Parthenia’s breaft is fteel’d with real feorm, 
Dione. 2 
And doft thou think Evander will return 2? 
i aura. 
Forego thy fex, lay all thy robes alide, 
Sur_p off thefe ornaments of fimale pride; 
The thepherd’s vett mult hide thy graceful aixy 
With the bold manly ftcp a fwain appear; 
Bb 
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Then with Evander may’ft thou rove unknown, 
‘Then let thy tendar elegance be fhown ; 
"Then the new fury of his heart controul, 
And with Dione’s fufferings touch his foul. 
Dione. 
Sweet 4s refrething dews, or fummer showers, 
To the long parching thirft of drooping flowers; 
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting fwains, 
And foft as trickling balm to bleeding pains; 
Such are thy words. The fex thall be refign’d, 
No more fhall braided gold thefe treffes bind ; 
The thepherd’s garb the woman fhall difguife. 
Tf he has loft all love, may friendfhip’s tics 
‘Unite me to his heart! 
Laura. 
Go, profperous maid, 
May finiling love thy faithful wifhes aid! 
Be now Alexis call’d. With thee I'll rove, 
And watch thy wanderer through the mazy grove: 
Let me be honvur'd with a fifter’s name; 
For thee, I feel a more than fifter’s fame. 
Dione. 
Perkaps my fhepkerd has outftript her hafte. 
Think’ft thou, when out of fight, the flew fo falt ? 
One {adden glance might turn her favage mind; 
May fhe like Daphne fly, nor look behind, 
Maintain her fcorn, his eager flame defpife, 
Nor view Evander with Diote’s eyes! 





Cn Sa 
ACT Il, SCENE L 


Lycipas lying om the grave of MExatcas. 
Lycidas, 

Wun thall thefe fcalding fountains ceafe to flow? 
How long will life fuftain this load of woe? 

Why slows the mora? Roll back, thou fource of 

ight, 

And feed’ my forrows with eternal night. 

Come, fable Death! give, give the welcome ftroke ; 
‘The raven calls thee from yon blafted oak, 

‘What pious care my ghaftfal lid thall clofe? 
‘What decent hand my frozen limbs compofe? 

O happy fhepherd, free from anxions pains, 

‘Who now art wandcring in the fighing plains 

Of bleft Elyfium; where in myrtle groves 
-Enamour’d ghofts bemoan their former loves. 
Open, thou filent grave; for lo! I come 

‘To meet Menaleas in the fragrant gloom 3 

‘There fhall my bofom burn with friendthip’s flame, 
‘The fame our paflion, and our fate the same; 
There, like two nightingales on neighbouriog 

boughs, 

Alternate ftrains fhall mourn our fruftrate yows. 
But if cold- death should clofe Parthenia’s eye, 
‘And thould her beauteous form come gliding by; 
Friendfhip would foon in jealous fear be loft, 
And kindling hate purfue thy rival ghoft. 


, SCENE IL. 


Lyciwas, Dions ina Shepberd’s babit. 


Lyeidas. 
Hah! who comes here f turn hence, be timely wife; 
‘Yraft not thy fafety to Parthenia’s eyes. 
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As from the bearing falcon flies the deve, * 
So, wing’d with fear, Parthenia flies from love. 
Dione, 
If in thefe vales the fatal beauty ftray, 
From the cold marble rife! Jet’s haite away. 
Why lie you panting, like the fmittepefeer ? 
Truit not the dangers which you bid ‘me fear. 
Lycidas.* t 
Bid the lur’d lark, whom tangling néts furprife, 
On foaring pinion rove the [pacious fkies; 
Bid the cag’d linnet range the leafy grove ; 
Then bid my captive heart get loofe from love. 
The fnares of death are o'er me. Hence! beware; 
Left you fhould fee her, and like me defpair. 
Dione. 
No. Let her come; and feck this vale’s recefs, 
In all the beauteous negligence of drefs; 
‘Though Cupid fend a thaft in every glance, 
Though all the Graces in her ftep advance, 
My heart can itand it all. Be firm, my breaft; 
‘Th' enfnaring oath, the broken vow deteft : 
That flame, which other charms have power te 
move, ss 
O give it not the facred name of Jove! 
‘Vis perjury, fraud, and meditated lies, 
Lovr’s {cated in the foul, and never dies, 
What then avail her charms? My conftant heart 
Shall gaze fecure, and mock a fecond dart. 
idas. 
But you perhaps a happier fate have found, 
And the famehand that gave, now heals the wound. 
Or art thou left abandon’d and forlorn, 
A wretch, like me, the fport of pride and feorn ? 
Dione, 
O tell me, fhepherd, hath thy faithlefs maid, 
Falfe to her vow, thy flateer’d hope betray’d? 
Did her fmooth fpeech engage thee to believe? 
Did he proteft and fwear, and then deceive? 
Such are the pangs I feel! 
Lycidas. 
The haughty fair 
Contemns my fuflerings, and difdains t¥ hears 
Let meaner beauties, learn’d,in female fnares, 
Entice the fwain with half-confenting airs; 
Such vulgar arts ne’er aid her conquering eyes, 
And yet, where’er fhe turns, a lover fighs. 
Vain ts the fteady conftancy you hoatt ; 
All other love at fight of her is loft. 
Dione. 
True conftancy no time, no power, can move. 
He that hath known to change, ne’er knew to love, 
‘Though the dear author of my haplefs flame 
Purfue another; ftill*ny heart’s the fame. 
Am I for ever left? (excufe thefe tears) 
May your kind friendfhip feften all my cares! 
Lyeidas. 
What comfort can a wretch, like me, beftow ? 
Dione. 
He beft can pity who hath felt the woe. 
Lycidas. 
Since different objects have our fouls poffett, 
No rival fears our friendfhip fhall mole, 
Dione. 
Come, let us leave the fhade of thefe brown hills, 
And drive our flocks befide the ftreaming rill. 





DIGNE 


Efguld the fair tyrant | to thefe vales return, 
How would thy breait’ with double fary bura! 
“Oe hénce, and feck thy peace. 


SCENE Ill. ; 
§rciwas, Dione, Lava, 


_ Lavra. 
-o~—Fly, fly this place ; 

Peware of love ; the proudeft of her race 
‘This way approaches; from among the pines, 
‘Where from the fteep the winding path declines, 
I faw the nymph defcend. 

Lycidas. 

——She comes, fhe comes; 

From her the pafling zephyrs fteal perfumes; 
As from the violet’s bank with odours fweet . 
Breathes every gale; {pring blooms beneath her 


feet. 
Yes, ‘tis my faireft; hete fhe’s wont to rove. 
Laura, 
Say, hy what figne I might have known thy love? 
Lycidas. 


My love is fairer than the fnowy breaft r 
Of the ral fwan, whofe proudly fwelling cheft 
Divides the waves her treffes, loofe behind, 
Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind; 
The rifing bluthes, which her check o'erfpread, 
Are opening rofes in the Wily’s bed, 
Know’ thou Parthenia? 
Laura, 
—— Wretched is the flave 
Who ferves fuch pride! Behold Menalcas’ grave ! 
Yet if Alexis and this ighing fwain 
‘With to behold the tyrant of the plain, 
Let us behind thefe myrtles twining arms 
Retire unfeen ; from thence furvey her charms, 
‘Wild as the chaunting thruth upen the fpray, 
At man’s approach, fhe {wiftly flies away. 
Like the young hare, I've {een the panting maid 
Stop, liten, run ; of every wind afraid, 
‘ _ bycidas. ’ 
And wilt Rou never irom thy vows depart ? 
Shepherd, beware—now fortify thy heart. 
[Yo Dione. 
{Lycidas, Dione, and Laura, retires bebind the boughs. 


. SCENE IV. 
Partaznra, Lycrbas, Dione, Lauga. 


Parthenia 

‘This melanchcly feene demands a groan. 

Hah ! what infcription marks the weeping ftone ? 
“ @ power of beauty! here Menaleas lies, 
* Gaze not, ye thepherds, on Parthenia’s eyes.” 
‘Why did Heaven form me with fuch polith'd care? 
‘Why gait my features in a mould fo fair? 

Vf blooming beauty was a blefling meant, 
Why are my fighing hours deny’d content? 
The ny peach, that glows with funny dyes, 
Feed the black {nails, and lures voracious flies; 
: juicy pear invites the feather'd kind, 

nd pecking finches fcoop the golden rind ; 

But beauty fuffers moré pernicious wrongs, 
2 Bialted bfe nvy, and cenforious tongucs. 
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How happ} lived the nfmipti whofe comely face 
And pleafing glances boaft fufficient grace 
To wound the fwain fhe toves! No jealous feart 
Shali vex her nuptial {tate with nightly tears; 
Nor amorous youths, to puth their foul pretence; 
tnfeit her days. with dutlimpertinences. = 
But why talk I of love? My guarded heart 
Difowns his power, and turns afide the dart. 
Hark! from his.hoflow.tomb Menalcas cries; . 
“ Gaze not, ye fhepherds, on Parthenia’s eyes,’? 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay perufe, 
Left thou, like him, Parthenia’s eyes accufe. : 
[She lands in a melancholy pofture, leaking on the tomb, 
Lycidas. 
Call'd the not Lycidas!—~1 come, my fair 5 
See generous pity melts into a tear, 
And her heart foftens. Now's the tender Hout ¢ 
Affift me, Love! exert thy foveteign power 
To tamic the fcornful maid. 
Dione. 
é Rath fwain, be wifes . 

Tis not from thee or him; from Love the flies. 
Leave her, forget her. { They bold Lycidaa, 
Laura. 

——Why this furious hafte # 
Lycidare 
Unhand mic; loofe me. 
Dione, 
——Sifter, hold hiin fat 
To follow her, is, to prolong defpait. 
Shepherd, you mutt net go. 
Lycidat. 
Bald youth, forbeds, 
Hear me, Partheriia. 
Parthenia. 
--—From behind the fhade 
Mathought a voice fomie liftening {py betray’d. 
Yes, I'm obferv’d, [She runs ent. 





Lycidas. 
——Stay, nymph ; thy flight fofpend. 
She hears me not—when will my forrows etid ! 
As over-[pent with toil, my heaving breaft 
Beats quick. “Lis death alone can give me reft. 
[He remains in afixt melancholy, 


_ SCENE V. 
Lyctpas, Dione, Laos. 
Laure. 


Recall thy featter’d fenfe, bid reafort wake, 
Subdue thy paffion, 
Lycidai. 

——Shall'I never fpeak ? 
She's gone, fhe’s gone—Kind thepherd, let me ref 
My troubled head upon thy friendly breaft. 
The foreft feems to move—O curfed ftate ! 
1 dodm’d to love, and the condemn‘d to hate! 
Tell me, Alexis, art thou ftilf the fame? 4 
Did aot her brighter eyes put out the fame 
Of thy firft love? did not thy fluttering heart, 
Whene’er fhe rais’d her look, confefs the dars? 

Dione. 
Town, the nymph i is faireft of her race, 
Yet 1 unmov’d can on this beauty gaze, 
Mindful of former promife ; all that’s dear, 
My thoughts, my dreams, my every with ig thatee . = 
Bhi 


‘ges 
Sinoe then our hopos are loft ; let friendthip’s tie 
Caim our diftrefy, and flighted love fupply; ” 
Let us together drive our fleecy ftore, 
And of yograteful woman think no more. 
ay ea Lycidas. 
“Tis death alone can ’rafe her from my breatt. 
Leura. 
‘Why fhines thy love fo far above the reft? 
Nature, "tis true, in every outward grace, 
Her niceft hand employ’d; her lovely face 
‘With beauteous feature flampt ; with rofy dyes 
‘Warm’d her fair cheek; with lightning arm'd her 
eyes: 
-But, if thou fearch the fecrets of her mind, 
‘Where tha}l thy cheated foul a virtue find ? 
Sure hell with cruelty her breaft {upply’d 
How did fhe glory-when Menalcas dy’c! 
Pride in her bofom reigns ; fhe’s falfe, the’s vain; 
She firht entices, thea infults the fwain. 
Shall female cunning lead thy heart aftray ? 
Shepherd, be free; and fcorn for {corn Tgpay. 
Lycidas. © 
‘Mow woman talks of woman : 
Diane. 
. —Hence depart; 
Let a long abfence eure thy love-fick heart. 
‘To fome far grove retire, her fight difelaim, 
Nor with ber charms awake the dying flame, 
Let nat an hour thy happy flight fufpend; 
But go not, Lycidas, without thy friend. 
. Together let us feek the cheerful plains, 
And iead the dance among the {portive fwains, 
* Devoid of care. 
: Laura. 
—— Or elfe the proves difdain, 
Nor with the fyivan walk indulge thy pain, 
Hafte to the town; there (I have oft been told) 
‘The courtly nymph her treffes binds with gold, 
To captivate the youths; the youths appear 
In fine array ; in ringlets waves their hair 
Rich with ambrofial (cents, the fair to move, 
And all the bufinefs of the day is love. 
‘There from the gaudy train fele@ a dame, 
. Her willing glance fhall catch an equal fame. 
Lycidas. 
Nanie not the court.—The thought my foul con- 
founds, 
And with Dione’s wrongs my bof-m wounds. 
Heaven juftly vindicates the faithful maid; 
And now are all my broken vows repaid. 
Perhaps fhe now laments my fancy’d death 
‘With tears unfeign’d; and thinks my gafping 
ri breath 
Sigh'd forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid | 
J¥es. I fond innocence and truth betray’d. [4/idee 


Dronz and Lavra apart. 
Dione, 

Hark! how reflection wakes his confcious heart. 
From my pale lids the trickling forfows ftart. 
How thail my breaft the fweiling fighs confine ! 

. : Laura. 
O-fmooth thy brow, concel our juft defign : 
Be yet awhile unknown, HM grief arife, 


Avad force 2 paifage through thy gushing eyes, 
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Quickly retire, chy fortows to conipote + 
Or with a look ferene difguife thy woea. 
[Dione is going out. Laura walks at a diftan 
Lycidas. 
Canf thou, Alexis, leave me thus diftreft ? Pi 
Where's now the boafted friendthip of te7-treah 
Hiatt thou uot oft furvey’d the dappl;d deer 
In fociat herds o’erfpread the paftures fair? 
When opening hounds the warmer f-ent purfue, © 
And force the deftin'd vi€lim from the crew,” 
Oft he returns, and fain would join the band, 
While all their hornsthe panting wretch withftand. 
Such is thy friendfhip; thus might I confide, 
Dione. 
Why wilt thou cenfure what thou ne’er haft try"d? 
Sooner fhatl fwallows leave their callow brood, 
Who with their plaintive chirpings cry for food; 
Sooner fhali hens expofe their infant care, 
When the fpread kite fails wheeling in the air ; 
Than I forfake thee when by danger pref. 
Wrong not by jealous fears a faithful breaft, 
Lycidas. 
If thy fair-fpoken tongue thy bofom thows, 
There let the fecrets of my foul repofe. 
Dione. 
Far be fufpicion ; in my truth confide. 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide! 
Lycidas. 
Know then, Alexis, that in vain I ftrove 
Yo break het chain, and free my foul from love ¢ 
On the him’d twig thus finches beat theit wings, 
Still more entangled in their clammy ilrings, 
The flow-pae’d days have witnefe’d my defpair, 
Upon my weary couch fits wakeful care ; : 
Down my finth'd cheek the flowing forrows run, 
As dews defcend to weep the abfent fun. 
O loft Parthenia! 


Dime. 
‘Thefe wild thoughts fufpend ; 
And in thy kind commands inftrugt thy friend. 
Lycitat. 
Whene’er my faultering tongue would urge my 
Deaf is her ear, and fuilem the withdraws. [caufey 
Go then, Alexis; feck the fcornful maid, 
In tender eloquence my fufferings plead ; 
Of flighted psfiion you the pangs have knowns 
O judge my fecret anguith by your own! 
Dione. 
Had { the skillinconftant hearts to move, 
My longi g foul had never loft my love. 
My feeble tongue, in thefe foft arts untry'd, 
Can ill {upport the thander of ber prides 
When he {hall bid me to thy bower repair, 
How thall my trembling tips her threats declare! 
How hall 1 tell thee that the could behold, 
With brow ferene, thy corfe al! pale and cold 
Beat on the dathing billow ? Should’ft thou go 
Where the tall hill o erhangs the rocks below, 
Near thee the tyrant could unpitying dtan 
Nor call thee back, nor firetch a faving han& 
Wilt thou then till perfift to tempt thy fates 
To fed her pride, and gratify her hate? 
Lycidas. 3 
Know, unexperienc’d youth, that womagyg ming 


Oft fhifts her paffiors, like th’ inconftant wind 5 
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fae fhe rages, like the troubled main, 
Jow finks the ftorm, and all is calm again. 
‘atch the“kind moment, then my wrongs impart, 
Rad the {oft tale fall glide into her heart. 
‘ Dione. 
: Me ast her wander in the lonely grove, 
id nevethear the tender voice ‘of love. 

Let her'awfile, neglected by the fwain, 
Pafs by, nov fighs moleft the cheerful plain : 
‘Thus fhall the fury of her pride be laid; 
‘Thus humble into love the haughty maid. 

Lycidas. 
Vain are attempts my pailion to controul. 
Is this the balm to, cure my fainting foul? 

Dione. 
Deep then among the green-wood fhades I'll rove, 
‘And feck with weary'd pace thy wander’d love; 
Proftrate PH fall, and with inceffant prayers 
Hang on hcr knees, and bathe her feet with tears. 
Hf fighs of pity can her ear incline, 
(O Lycidas, my life 1s wrapt in chine)! [Afide. 
Pi charge her from thy voice to hear the tale, 
‘Thy voice more fweet than notes along the vale 
Breath’d from the warbling pipe: the moving 
firain 
Ghall ftay her flight, and conquer her difdain, 

Yee if the hear, fheuld love the meffage fpeed, 
"Then dies all hope—then muft Dione bleed. [ fide. 
Lycidas. 

Hiatte then,dear faithful fwain. Bencath thofe yews, 
‘Whofe fable arms the browneft thade diffufe, 
Where all around, to flate the fervent fky, 
The panting flocks in ferny thickets lie; 
There with impatience fhall [ wait my friend, 
Over the wide profpest frequent glances fend 
To fpy thy with’d return. As thou fhalt find 
A tender welcome, may thy love be kind! 

[Exit Lycidas. 





SCENE VI. 


Dione, Laura. 


Dione. 
Methinks ?’'m now furrounded by defpair, 
‘And all my withering hopesare loft in air. 
"Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 
Hears through long woods autumnal tempett blow, 
‘With hallow blafts the clathing branches bend ; 
And yellow showers of ruftling leaves defend ; 
She fees the friendly fhelter from her fly; 
Nor dare her little piniowts truft the fky 5 
But on the naked (pray in wintery air, 
‘All fhivering, hopelefs, mourns the dying year. 
‘What have I promis'd? rath, unthinking maid! 
‘By thy own tongue thy withes are betray'd! 
[Laura advences. 
Laura, 

‘Why walk'ft thou thus diiturb’d with frantic air? 
Whyzoll thy eyes with madnefs and defpair? 

' Dione. (Mofing. 
yew wilt thou bear to fee her pride give way? 
Shen thus the yielding nymph shall bid thee fay, 
® Let not the fhepherd feck the filent grave, 
Say, thet I bid him liye—if hope can fave 


r¥gbo 


4 Lowa. 
Hath he difcern’d thee through thefwain’sdifguie, 
And now alike thy love and friendthip fice 3 
Dione. aes 
faithful to the promife made, 
hill, each lawn and glade< 
Laura. 
’Tis Laura fpeaks. O calm your troubled mind. 
Dions. . 9 
Where fhall my fearch this envy*d beauty find 
Pil go, my faichtets fhepherd’s caufe to plead, * 
And with my tears accrfe the rival maid, . 
Yet thould her foften'd heart to love incline § 
Laurt. 
If thofe axe all thy feats, Evander’s thingy 
Dione, tS 
Why fhould we both in forroy wafte our days? 
If love unfeign’d my conftant bofom fways, 
His happinefs alone is all { prize, 
‘And that is center’d in Parthenia’s eyes. 
Hatte then, with carneft zeal her love implore, « 
Yo blefs his houn—when thou halt breathe n¢ 
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Fil range each funny 





ACY ll. SCENE f. 
Dions. fying on the ground by. the fide of 4 Fauttaine 


Dione. 
Hene let me reft; and in the tiquid glats 
View with impartial look my fading face. 
Why are Parthenia’s Qtriking beauties priz’d? 
And why Dione’s weaker glance defpis'd? 
Nature in varions moulds has beauty caft, 
‘And form’d the feature for each different tak 
This fighs for golden Jocks and azure eyes; 
That, for the glofs of fable treffes, dies. 
Let all mankind thefe locks, thefe eyes deteft, = 
So I were lovely in Evander’s breait + ‘ 
When o’er the garden's knot we caft our view, 
While fummer paints the ground with various hugs 
Some praife the gaudy tulip’s Areaky red, 
‘And fome the filver lily’s bending head 5 
Some the jonquil in fhining yellow dreft, 
‘And fome the fring’d carnation’s varied vets 
Some love the fober violet’s purple dyes, 
‘Thus beauty fares in different jovers’ eyes 
But bright Parthenia like the rofe appears, 
She in all cyes tuperior luftre bears, - 


SCENE If. 
Dione, Lavra. 


3 


ii Laura. 
Why thug beneath the filver willow laid, 
Wreeps fair Dione in the penfive thade? 
Haft thou yet found the over-arching bower, 
Which guards Parthenia from the fulery hour } 
Dione. 
With weary ftep in paths unknown | ftray’d, 
And fought in vain the folitary maid. 
Laura. 
Seeft thou the waving tops of yonder woods, 
‘Whofe aged arms imbrown the cooling floods %. 
The cooling floods o'er breaking pebbles Rowy 
‘And wath the foil from the big roots belows 
Bil 


~ $9e 
From the tall rock the dathing waters bound. 

, Hark, o'er the fields the rufhing billows found! 

' There, joft in thought, and leaning on her creek, 
Stood the fad nytph, nor rais’d her penfive look; 
‘With fettled eye the bubbling waves furvey’d, ~ 

‘ad watch the whirling eddies as they play'd. 
ie Diane.’ 
Thither to know my certain doom 1 fpeed, 
For by this fentence lite or death’s decreed. [Exii. 


SCENE Ml. 


Lavra, Crranturs, 


Laura. 
But fee! fome hatty ftranger bends this way; 
» His broider’d' vet reflects the fanny ray: 
Now through the thinner boughs {mark his mien, 
Now ¢eil’d, ‘in thicker fhades.he moves unfeen. 
Hither he turns; I hear a muttering found ; 
Behind this reverend oak with ivy hound, 
Quick V'll retire; with bufy thaught poffett, 
His toneue bet¥ays the fecrets of his breait. 
: [Sbe Lides berfelf. 
Cleanthes. : 
The ficilful hunter with experienc’d care 
‘Traces the dotibles of the circling hare; 
fe fibelé fox (who breathes the weary hound 
Oer hills and plain) in diftant brakes is found ; 
‘With eafe we track fwife hinds and fkipping roes. 
But who th’ ineonfant ways of woman Enos? : 
‘They fay, the wanders with the fylvan train,’ 
And courts the native fteedoms of the plait; 
Shepherds explain their with Without offence, 
Nor bloth the nymphsi-for love is innocence. 
© lead me Where thé rural yisuth retfeat, 
Where the flope hills the warbling voice repeat. 
p ferhipron @aify’d' turf reclines the maid, °° ~~ 
nd near her fide foie rival clown is laid. 
Vet, yee I léve her. foft nymph return, 
et not thy firé with tears incéffant mourns 
Return; loft nymph; bid fortow ceafe to flow, 
And let Dione glad the houfe of woe: : 
* * Laura, 
Call'd he not loft Dione ? hence Pil fart, 
Crofs his flow fteps, ‘and fife his opening heart. 
: : "Cafe. 
Cleanthes. 
Tell me, fair nymph, direé& my wandering way? 
Where, in clofe bowers, to fhun the fultry ray, 
Repofe the fwains; whofe flock. with bleating fill 
The bordering fMreft and the thymy bill. : 
But if thou frequent join thofe fylvan hands, 
‘Vhyfelf cah anfwer what my foul demands. 
. Lauva. 
Seven years I trod thete: fields, thefe howers, and 
Ot lgtadesy feds 
And by the leffening and the lengthening thades 
Have waka ‘the hours; what tine my flock to 
; ead * pie 
‘To funny mountains, or the watery mead: 
‘Train’d in the lahours of the fylvah crew, 
Their fports, retreats, their cares and loves I knew. 
eel Cleanthes. : 
Inftruct me, then, if late among your’race 
A ftranger nymph is found, of noble grace, 
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Tn tural arts unfkill'd, no charge the tends; . 
Nor when the morn and evening dew defcends 
Milks the big-udder’d ewe. Her miei and dgefy 
The polith'’d manners of the court confels. “ 
; Laura. 
Each day arrive the neighbouring nymphs and 
fwaine, : , 
To thare the paftime of our jovial plajngs 
How gan \ there thy roving beauty pace, 
Where not one nymph is bred of vulgar race} 
Cleanthes. 
If yet fhe breathes, what tortures muft fhe find i 
The curfe of difobedience tears her mind, 
Ife’er your breaft with filial duty bura’d, 
If e’er you forrow’d when a parent mourn’d; 
Tell her, 1 charge you, with inceffant groana 
Her drooping fire his abfent child bemoans. © 
: Leura. 
Unhappy man! 
Cleanthes. 
——With ftorms of paffion tof, 
When firft he learn'd his vagrant child was loft, 
On the cold floor his trembling limbs he flung, © 
And with thick blows his hollow bofom rung; 
‘Then up he ftarted, and with fix'd furprife, 
Upon her picture threw his frantic eyes, 
While thus he cry’d: In her my life was bound, 
“« Warm ip each feature is her mother found } 
“ Perhaps defpair has been her fatal guide, 
* And now fhe floats upon the weeping tide; 
“ Or on the willow hung, with head reclin’d, 
“All pale and cold the wavers in the wind. 
* Did I not force her hence by harfh coramands ? 
“ Did not her foul abhor the nuptial bands ?”* 
i Laura, 
Teach not, ye fires, your daughters to rebel. 
By counfel rein their wills, but ne'er compel, 
Cleanthes, 
Ye dutcous daughters, truft thefe tender guides ; 
Nor think a parent’s breaft the tyrant hides, © 
Laura. 
From either lid the {calding forrows roll; 
The moving tale runs thrilling to my foul, 
Cleanthes, 
Perhaps the wanders in the lonely woods, 
Or en the fedgy borders of the floods ; 
Thoti know’ft each cottage, foreft, hill, and vale, 
And pebbled brook that winds along the dale, 
Search each fequefter’d dell to find the fair ; 
And juft reward fhall gratify thy care, 
Laura. 
O ye kind boughs, proteét the virgin’s flight, 
And guatd Dione from his prying ight! [Afide, 
: Cleantbes. 
Mean while, ('ll feck the thepherd’s coo! abodes, 
Point me, fair nymph, along thefe doubtful roads. 
mee at Laura. *! - 
Seeft thou yon mountain rear his fhaggy brow. 
In the green valley graze the flocks below : 
There every gale with warbling-mufic fleats 
Shade anfwers fuade, and breathes alternate notes, 
: SoS a sie Cleanthe 
He’s gone; and to the diftant vale is fent, 
Nor fhall his force Dione’s love prevent.” - 
But fee, fre comes again with hafty pats, 
And conlcious pleafure dimples on her facts, 





‘ SCENE IV, 


Lavra, Dione. 


s 


Dione. 
{found her laid befide the cryftal brook, 


fhe from the ftream her fettled look, 

‘Till near Rr fide I ftodd ; her head the rears, 
Starts fudden, and her fhricks confefs her fears. 

Laura. 
‘Di not thy words her thoughtful foul furprife, 
‘And kindle fparkling anger in her eyes? 

Dione. 
"Thus fhe reply’d, with rage and feorn poffeft : 
Will importuning love ne’er give me reft? 
\ « Why am I thus in deferts wild purfu’d, 
; & Like guilty confciences when ftain’d with blood? 
* Sure boding ravens, from the blafted oak, 
Shall learn the name of Lycidas to croak, 
To found it in my ears! As fwains pafs by, 










































ery, 
Lo! this is the for whom the fhepherd dy’d! 
Soon Lycidas, a victim to her pride, 


« 
‘ 


With look all pale, thall glide the reftlefs thade 


And briftled hair the, fleeting phantom fly.” 

Still let their curfes innocence upbraid : 

‘Heaven never will forfake the virtuous maid, 
Laura. 

Didft thou perfift to touch her haughty breaft? 
Dione. 

She fill the more difdain’d, the more I preft. 
Laura, 

When you were gene, thefe walks a ftranger croft, 

He turn’d through every path, and wander’d loft ; 
To me he came; with courteous fpeech demands 

Beneath what bowers repos'd the fhepherd bands ; 
‘Then further afke me, if among that race 
A thepherdefs was found of courtly grace; 

With proffer'd bribes my faithful tongue effays ; 

But for no bribe the faithful tongue betrays. 

In me Dione’s fafe. Far hence he fpeeds, 

Where other hills refound with other reeds. 

Dione. 

Should he come back ; fufpicion’s jealous eyes 

‘Might trace my feature through the fwain’s difguile. 

Now every noife and whiftling wind I dread, 

‘And in each found approaches human tread, 

Laura. 

He faid, he left your houfe involv’d in cares, 

Sighs {well’d each breaft, each eye o’erflow'd with 

tears; 

For his loft child thy penfive father mourns, 

+ And, funk in forrow, to the duft returns, 

Go back, obedient daughter ; hence depart, 

And fill the fighs that tear his anxious heart. 
Soon fhall Evander, wearied with difdain, 
Foreggthele fields, and feek the town again. 
Dionz. 
ink, Laura, what thy hafty thoughts perfuade. 
if { return, to love a victim made, 

My wraffful fire will force his herfh command, 
dad vygbe Cleanthes join my trembling hand, 


With look afkance, they fhake their heads and 


[glade, 
Shall {eek the grave; and in the glimmering 


Of the poor fwain; while we with haggard eye 

































NE at 
. Leura. 
"Truft a fond father ; raife him from defpair. » 
Dione. é 


I fly not him; I fly a life of care. 
On the high nuptials of the court look round; «=~ 
Where fhall, alas, one happy pair be found! 
"There marriage is for fervile intereft fought = 
Is love for wealth, or power, or title bought? 
°Tis hence domeftic jars their peace deftroy, ~~ 
‘And loofe adultery fteals the thameful joy. 
But fearch we wide o'er all the blifsful plains, 
Where love alone, devoid of intereft, reigns. 
What concord in each happy pair appears ! 
How fondnefs ftrengthens with the rolling years’ 
Superior power ne’er thwarts their foft delights, 
Nor jealous accufations wake their nights. 


Leura. 
May all thofe bleffings on Dione fall. 
Dione. = 
Grant me Evander, and I fhare them all. 
Shall a fond parent give perpetual ftrife, thee 
‘And doom his child to be a wretch for life? 
Though he bequeath’d me all thefe woods ang 
lains, - 
And all the flocks the ruffet down contains; 
With all the golden harvetts of the year, 
Far as where yonder purple mountains rear 5 
Can thefe the broils of nuptial life prevent? 
Can thefe, without Evander, give content 2 
But fee, he comes. 
Laura. 
—— I'll to the vales repair, 
Where wanders by the ftream my fleecy care. = 
May'ft thou the rage of this new flame controul, ” 
‘And wake Dione in his tender foul! [Zxit Latiray 





SCENE V. 


Dione, Lyeiwas. 

T ycidase 
Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart 
Kind rays of hope to clear a doubtful heart ? 
How didft thou firft my pangs of love difclofe 2 
Did her difdainful brow confirm my woes? t 
Or did foft pity in her bofom rife, * 
Heave on her breaft, and languih in her eyes? 

Dione. 4 
How fhall my tongue the faultering tale explaint ” 
My heart drops blood to give the fhepherd pain. 

Lycidas. ; 
Pronounce her utmoft {corn ; 1 come prepar’d 
‘To meet my doom. Say, is my death declar’d ? 

Dione. 
Why fhould thy fate depend on woman’s will! 
Forget this tyrant, and be happy fill. 

cidas, 

Didft thou befeech her not to fpeed her flight, 
Nor thun with wrathful glance my hated fight 2 
Will the confent my fighing plaint to hear, 
Nor let my piercing cries be loft in air? 

Dione. 
Can mariners appeafe the toffing ftorm, F 
When foaming waves the yawning deep deform 2 
When o’er the fable cloud the thunder flies, 
Say, who shall calm the terror Of the fkies? 

Bb iy 
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Who fhall the lion's famiffi'd roar affuage ? 
“And can we ftill ‘proud woman's flronger rage? 
Soon as my faithfal tongue pronoune’d thy name, 
Sudden her glances thot refenefull fame: 
Be damb, the cries. this whining love give o'er, 
And vex me with the teazing theme no more. 
: Fycidas, 
*Tis‘pride alone that keeps alive her feorn. 
Can the mean fwain, in humble cottage born, 
Can poverty that havghty-hear obtain, 
Where avarice and flrong ambition reign ? 
Tf poverty pats by in tatter'd coat, 
Cars vex his heels,and ftretch their barking throat; 
Vchance he mingle in the female crowd, . 
Pride toffeé high her head, {corn Jaughs aloud; © 
Each nymph tusns from him to her gay gallant, 
And wonders at the impudence of want. 
*Tis vanity that rules all womankind, 
dave is the weskeft paffion of their mind. 
: Dione, 
‘Though one is by thole fervile views poffett, 
O Lycidas, condemn not all the reft. — - 
: » Lgtidas. 
‘Though 1 were bent beneath a load of years, 
And feventy winters thin'd my hoary hairs; 
‘Yet, if my olive brayches dropt with oil, 
And crooked thares were brighten’d in my foil, 
Af lowing herds my ‘fattening meads poffelt, 
-And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreft ; 
‘Then would the lure me with jove-darting glance, 
‘Then with fond mercenary fmiles advance. 
‘Though hell with every vice my foul had ftain’d, 
And froward arger in my bofom reign’d, 
Though avarice my coffers clorh'd in ruft, 
And my joints trembied with enfeebled Jutt ; 
‘Yet, were my ancient name with titles great, 
‘How would the languith for the gaudy bait! 
Vf to her love all-tempting wealth pretend, 
‘What virtuous woman can her heart defend? 
: Diane. 
Conquefts, thus meanly beught, men {oon defpife, 
And juftly flight the muercenary prize. 
; A ycidus. + . 
T know thefe frailties in her breaft refide, 
Dire& her ylance, and every action guide. 
Still let Alexis’ faithful ftiendthip aid, 
Once more attempt to bend the ftubborn maid. 
‘Tell her, no bafe-bora fwain provokes her fern, 
No clown, beneath the fedgy cottage horn; 
“Fell ber, for her thi- fylvan drefs E cook, 
For her my name and pomp of courts forfook ; 
My lolty rocfs with golden: feulpture thine, 
And my high birth defcends from ancient line. 
nase Z ions. : 
Love is a facred volur tary fire, 
Gold never bunght tha; pare, that chafte defire. 
‘Who thinks true love for Jucre to poflets; 
Shall grafp falfe flattery and the feign'd carefs ; 
van we believe that mean, that forvile wite, 
Who vil: ly fells her dear-bougbt love for life, 
“Would net her virtue for an wbour refign, 
3fin her Sight the preffer’d treafure fhine. 
a Lgcidas 
Can reafon (when, by winds fwift fires are borne | 
O'ex waving harvelts of autumnal corn) 
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The driving fury of the fame reprove? 
Who thea thail reafon with a heart in love ? 
¢ . Dione. 
Yet let me Speak ; © may my words perfuade 
Vhe noble youth to quit this Tylvan maid ! 
Refign thy crook, no more ¢9 plains refort, 
Look round on all the beauties of che coxt¥ 
‘here thall thy merit find a worthy fyme, 
Some nymph of equal wealth and equal name, 
Think, if thefe offers fhould thy with obtain 
And fhould the ruitic beauty toop to gain ; 
Thy heart coul.i ne’er prolong th’ unequal fire, 
The fudden blaze would in one year expire; 
‘Uhen thy rath folly thou too late fhalt chide, 
To poverty and bafe-born blood ally’d : 
Her vulgar tongue fhall animate the ftrife, 
And hourly difcord vex thy future life. 
Lyéidas. 
Such is the force thy faithful words impart, 
‘That like the galling goad they pierce my heart, 
You think fair virtue in my ‘breaft refides, 
‘That honeft truth my lips and-adtions guides, 
Deluded fhepherd, could you view my foul, 
You'd fee it-with deceit and treachery font ; 
I'm bafe, perfidious; “Ere from court I came, 
Love fingled from the train a beauteous dame; 
The tender maid my fervent vows believ'’d, 
My fervent vows the tender maid deceiv'd. 
Why doit’ thou tremble? why thus heave thy 
hs? : 
Why fea thy filent forrows from thy eyes? 





Dione. 
Sure the foft lamb hides rage within his breaft, 
And cooing turtles are with hate poflet ; 
When from fo fweer a tongue flow fraud and ica, 
And thofe meek looks a perjur’d heart difguife, 
Ah! who hall now on faitllefs man depend ? 
The treacherous lover proves as falle a friend, 
Lycidas. 
When with Dione’s love my bofom glow’d, 
Firm conttancy and truth fincere I vow'd; 
But fince Parthenia’s brighter charms were known, 
My love, my conitancy and truth are flown. 
Dione. 
Are not thy hours with confcious anguith ftung? 
Swift vengeance muft o'ertake the perjur’d tongue, - 
The gods the caufe of injur’d love affert, 
And arm with ftubborn pride Parthenia’s heart, 
Lycidas. 
Go, try her; tempt her with my birth and 
Stronger ambition will Subdue her bate. 
Dione, 
© rather turn thy thoughts on that loft maid, 
Whote hurrly fighs thy faithlefs oath upbraid! 
Think you behold her at the dead of night, 
Pia’ by the glimmering taper’s paly light, 
With all your letters Spread before-her view, 
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew ; 
Sobbing the reads the perjuries o'er and o'er, 
And her long nights know peaceful fleep narstores 
Lycidas, 


ftatey 


Let me forget her. 
Dione. ie 
O falfe youth, relent ; 

Think fhould Parthenia to thy hopes comvat; 


DIONE 


“hen Hymen joins your hands, and mufic’s voice 
_sakes the glad echoes of thy domes rejoice, 
Shen fhall Dione force the crowded hall, 
wel at thy feet, and loud for juftice call : 
zJould you behold her-weltering on the ground, 
“Phe purple dagger-recking from the wound; 
Could you, snmov'd, this dreadful fight furvey ? 
Such fatal fer nes fhall ftain the bridal day. 
Lyeidas. 
‘The borrid thought finks deep into my foul, 
‘And down my cheek unwilling forrowe roll. 
Dione 
From this new flame you may as yct recede, 
Or have you doom’d that guiltlefs maid hall 


bleed? 
Lycidas. 
Name her no more.—Hutle, feek the fylvan fair. 
Dione. 


Should the rich proffer tempt her liftening ear, 

Bid all your piece adieu. © barbarous youth, 

Can you forego your honour, love, and truth ? 

Yet thould Parthenia wealth und title flight, 

‘Would juttice then reftore Dione’s right? 

‘Would you then dry her ever-falling tears; 

And bieds with honeft love your future years? 

: Lycidas. 

Til in yon fhade thy with'd return artend ; 

Come, quickly come, and cheer thy fighing friend, 
{exit Lycidas. 

Dione, 

Should her proud foul refift the tempting bait, 

Should fhe contemn his proffer’d wealth and ftate ; 

"Then 1 once more his perjur’d heart may move, 

And in his bofom wake the dying love. 

As the pale wretch involy’d in doubts and fears, 

All trembiing in the judgment-hall appears 5 

So fhall I fiand before Parthenia’s eyes, 

For as the dooms, Dione lives or dies. 








ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Lycipas, Paxrurnia, ofleep in a Bower. 


Lycidas. 

Mar no rude wind the ruftling branches move ; 
Breathe foft, ye filent gales, nor wake mry love. 
Ye thepherds, piping homeward on the way, 
Let not the diftant echoes learn your lay; 
Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling throat, 
May no loud hake prolong the fhrilier note, 
Lett the awake; O fleep, focure her cyes, 
"That t may gaze; fot, if the wake, the flies. 
While cafy dreams compofe her peaceful foul, 
What anxious cares within my befom roll | 

Vf uie’d with fighs beneath the beech 1 lie, 

And Janguid flumber chofe my weeping eye, 
Her lovely vifion rifes tomy view, 

Swift fies the nymph, and fwitt would I purfue ; 
1 ftri--Sco call, my tongue-has loft its found ; 
Lik: rooted oaks, my feet benumib’d are bound ; 
<uggling Lwake. Again my forrows flow, 
And not ong flattering dream deluces my woe. 
‘What innggance:- how meek is every grace! 
How weer the Imile that dimples on her face, 








38 
Calm as the fleeping feas! but fhould my fighs 
Too rudely breathe, what angry ftorins would 

rife! [crewn’d, 
Though the fair rofe with beauteous bluth is 
Beneath her fragrant leaves the thorn is found 5 
The peach, that with inviting crimfon blooms, 
Deep at the heart the cankering worm confumes$ 
* Lis thus, alas! thofe lovely features hide ed 
Difdain and anger and refentful pride. 


SCENE I. 


Lycwwas, Dionz, PARTHENIA. 


Lycidas. 
Hath proffer’d greatne/s yet o’ercome her hate 
And does fhe languish for the glittering bait ? 
Againft the fwain the might her pride fupport. 
Can fhe fubdue her fex, and feorn a court? 
Perhaps in dreams the fhining vifion charms, 
And the rich bracelet Sparkles on her armss 
In fancy’d heaps the golden treafure glows: 
Parthenia, wake; all this thy {wain beftows, 
Diente. 
Sleeps the in thefe clofe bowers? 
Lyeidas. 
‘w——-Lo! there the lies. 
Dione. 
O may no ftartling found unfeal her eyes, 
And drive her hence away.’ Fill now, in vaig 
I trod the winding wood and weary plain, 
Hence, Lycidas; beyond thofe fhades repofe, 
While 1 thy fortune aud thy birch difclofe. 
Lycidas. 
May I Parthenia to thy friendfhip owe ? 
Diene. 
© rather think on loft Dione’s woe! 
Mutt the thy broken faith tor ever mourn, 
And will that jufter paffion ne'er return? 
Lycidas. 
Upbraid me not; but go. Her flumbers chafeg 
And in her view the bright temptation place. 


[Za Lycidas, 
SCENE Ill, 


Dione, PARTHENSAy 


Dione. 
Now flames the weftern fky with golden beams, 
And the ray kindles on the quivering ftreams; 
Long flights of crows, high-croaking from theit 
food, 
Now feek the nightly covert of the wood; 
The tender grafs with dewy cryttal bends, 
And gathering vapour from the heath afcends. 
Shake off this downy reft; wake, gentle maid, 
Truft not thy charms beneath the noxious fhade. 
Parthenia, rife. 
Parthenia. 
What voice alarms my ear? 
Away. Approach not. Hah! Alexis there! 
Let us together to the vales defcend, : 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let me hear no more tha: fhepherd’s namé, 
Vex not my quict with his hatefui fame, 
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Diene, 
Can T behold him gafping on the ground, 
And feek no healing herb to ftaunch the wound? 
For thee continual fighs confume his heart, 
‘Tis you alone can cure the bleeding {mart. 
Once more I come the moving caufe to plead, 
JF {till his fufferings cannot intercede, 
‘Yet let my friendthip do his paffion right, 
And fhow thy lover in his native light. 
Partbenia, 
‘Why in dark myftery are thy words involv'd ? 
If Lycidas you mean; know, I’m refolv’d, 
Dione. 
Let not thy kindling rage my words refrain. 
Know then, Parthenia flights no vulgar fwain. 
For thee he bears the (crip and fylvan crook, 
For thee the glories of a court forfook. 
May not thy heart the wealthy flame decline} 
His honours, his poffeffions, all are thine. 
Partbenia, 
If he’s a courtier, O ye nymphs, beware; 

Thole who moft promife are the leaft fincere. 
‘The quick-ey’d hawk thoots headlong from above, 
And in his pounces bears the trembling dove ; 
‘The pilfering wolf o’crleaps the fold’s defence. 
But the falfe courtier preys on innocence. 

Hf he’s a courtier, O ye nymphs, beware : 
‘Thofe who moft promife are the leatt fincere, 

! Diene. : 
Alss! thou ne’er haft prov'd the fweets of ftate, 

Nor known that female pleafure, to be great. 

*Tis for the town ripe clufters load the poles, 

And all our autumn crowns the courtier’s bowls; 

For him our woods the red-ey’d pheafant breed, 

And annual coveys in our harveft feed; 

For him with fruit the bending branch is ftor'd, 

Plenty pours all her bleflings on his board. 

If (when the market tothe city calis) 

‘We chance to pafs befide his palace-walls, 

Does not his hall with mufic’s voice refound, 

And the floor tremble with the dancer's bound ? 

6uch are the pleafures Lycidas hall give, 

‘When thy relenting bofom bids him live. 

: Parthenia. 

See yon gay goldfinch hop from fpray to {pray, 

‘Who fings a farewell to the parting day; 

At Jarge he flies o’er hill and dale and down ; 

Is not each buth, each fpreading tree his own ? 

And canft thou think he’ll quit his native brier, 

For the bright cage o’er-arch’d with golden wire ? 

‘What then are honours, pump and gold to me? 

Are thofe a price to purchafe liberty? . 

* Dione. 

‘Think, when the Hymeneal torch fhalf blaze, 

And on the folemn rites the virgins gaze ; 

‘When thy fair locks with glittering gems are 

rac’d, 

And the bright zone fhall fparkle round thy waift ; 
How will their hearts with envious forrow pine, 

‘When Lycidas fhall join his hand to thine! 

: " Parthenia, 

And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and show 
Are ft the varnith of internal woe. 

‘When the chafte lamb is from her fitters led, 
pd interwoven garlands paint her head ; 
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The gazing flock, all envious of her pride, 
Behold heft fkipping by the prieftefs’ fide ; 
Each hopes the flowery wreath with longing 
While the, alas! is led to facrifice! . 
Thus walks the bride in all-her flate array’d, 
‘The gaze and envy of each thoughtlefs maid, 

Diane. 2 : 
As yet her tongue refifts the temptir g fnare, 
And guards my panting bofom from defpair. 

: [Afide 
Can thy ftrong foul this noble flame forego? 
Muft fuch a lover wafte his life in woe? 
Parthenia, 

Tell him, his gifts I fcorn; not all his art, 
Not all his Battery fhail feduce my heart. 
Courtiers, I know, are difciplin’d to cheat, 
Their infant lips are taught to lifp deceit ; 
To prey on ealy nymphs they range the fhade,. 
And vainly boaft of innocence betray’d; + 
Chatte hearts, unlearn'd in falfehood, they affail, 
And think our ear will drink the grateful tale, 
No. Lycidas fhall ne'er my peace deftroy, 
I'll guard my virtue, and content enjoy. 

Dicne. 
So ftrong a paffion in my bofom burns, 
Whene’er his foul is gricv’d, Alexis mourns! 
Cant thou this importuning ardor blame? [fame? 
Would not thy tongue for friendfhip urge the 

Parthenia. : 

Yes, blooming fwain. You fhow an honeft mind; 
1 fee it, with the pureft flame refin'd, 
Who fhall compare love’s mean and grofs defire 
To the chafte zeal of friendthip’s facred fire ? 
By whining love our weaknefs is confett ! 
But fronger friendthip thows a virtuous breaft. 
In folly’s heart the fhort-liv’d blaze may glow, 
Wifdom alone can purer friendthip know. 
Love is a fudden blaze which foon decays, 
Friendthip is like the fun’s eternal rays; 
Not daily benefits exhauft the flame, 
Ie fill is giving, and ftill burns the fame; 
And could Alexis from his foul remove 
All the low images of groffer love; 

Such mild, fuch gentle looks thy heart declare, 
Fain would my breaft thy faithful friendfhip thare, 
Dione. 

How dare you in the different fex confide? ~ 

And feck a friendfhip which yoy ne’er have try’d? 
Parthenia. z 

Yes, I to thee could give up all my heart. 

From thy chafte eye no wanton glances dart ; 

Thy modeft lips convey no thought impure, 

With thee may ftriteft virtue walk fecure, 

Dione. 

Yet can I fafely on the nymph depend, 

Whofe unrelenting fcorn can kill my friend ! 
Parthenia. 

Accufe me not, who a& a generous part 5 

Had {, like city maids, a fraudful heart, 

Then had his proflers taught my foul sereh 

Then had I vilely Roopt to fordid gain, 

Then had I figh'd fer honours, pomp and gold. 

And for unhappy chains my freedom fold. * 

If you would fave him, bid him leave the plain, 





y 


And to his native city turn again j 






Where, fall his paffion find a ready-cure, 

| Y here not one dame refifts the glittering lure. 
by e Dione. 

bg this I frequent urg’d, but urg’d in vain. 

een thou only canft affuage his pain! 


SCENE IV. 


Dronz, ParTuENnta, Lycipas. 


F 


_ _ Lycidas, [Liftening. 
| Why ftays Alexis? can my bofom bear 
‘Thus long alternate ftorms of hope and fear ? 
Yonder they walk; no frowns her brow difguite, 
But love-confenting fparkles in her eyes; 
Here will I liften, hereyimpatient wait. 
Spare me, Parthenia, and refign thy hate." [ Afide. 
Parthenia. 
When Lycidas thal to the court repair, 
Brill let Alexis love his fleecy care; 
Still let him chdofe cool grots and fylvan bowers, 
| And let Parthenia thare his peaceful hours. 
: << Lyeidas. 
‘What do 1 hear? my friendfhip is betray'd ; 
_ The treacherous rival has feduc'd the maid, 


[Afde. 
Parthenia. 

With thee, where bearded goats defcend the fteep, 
Or where, like winter's {now, the nibbling fheep 
(Clothe the flope hills; I'll pafs the cheerful day, 
And from thy reed my voice fhall catch the lay. 
But fee, ftill evening fpreads her dufky wings, 
‘The flock, flow-moving from the mifty fprings, 
Now fcek their fold. Come, fhepherd, let’s away, 
‘To clofe the lateft labours of the day. : 

: [Excunt band in band. 


SCENE V. 
Lycmas. 


My troubled heart what dire difafters rend? 

‘A fcoenful miftrefs, and a treacherous friend! 
‘Would ye be cozen'd, more than woman can, 
Unlock your bofom td perfidious man. 
Onesfaithful woman have thefe eyes beheld, 

And againft her this perjur’d heart rebell'd : 

Bat fearch as far as earth’s wide bounds extend, 
‘Where fhall tlie wretched find one faishful friend ? 


SCENE V}. 


Lycipas, Dionz, 


Lycidas. 
Why ftarts the fwain ? why turn his eyes away, 
‘As if amidft his path the viper lay? : 
Did { not to thy charge my heart confide? 
Wid I not truft'thee near Parthenia’s fide, 
As here fhe flept? ‘ 
Php Diene. 
a a a ftraight my call obey’d, 
sid downy fluifnbér left the lovely maid ; ve 
c sin the morn awakes the folded rofe, 
‘And all around her breathing odour throws; 
foe Bo wak'deParthenia, ee : 


Ba vow ab 
















Lysidas. 

—-Could thy guarded heart, 

When her full beauty glow’d, put by the dart 2 

Yet on Alexis let my foul depend ; : 

*Tis moft ungenerous to fufpeét a friend. 

And thou, I hope, haft well that name profeft, 

Dione. 

O could thy piercing eye difcern my breaft! 

Could’ ft thou the fecrets of my bofom fee, © 

There every thought is fill’d with cares for thee. 
Lycidas. a 

Is there, againft hypocrify, defence. 

Who clothes her words and looks with inno 


Say, thepherd, when you profier’d 
ate, 


Did not her {corn and fuppled pride abate ? 
Dione. 


As {parkling diamonds to the feather'd train, 
Who fcrape the winnow’d chaff in fearch of graig. 
Such to the fhepherdefs the court appears: 
Content fhe feeks, and {purns thofe glittering ¢ 
Lyeidas. ; 
‘Tis not in woman grandeur to defpife, 
‘Tis not from courts, from me alone fhe flies, 
Did not my paflion fuffer like difgrace, : 
While the believ’d me born of fylvan race ? 
Doft thou not think, this proudeft of her kind 
Hasto fome rival fwain her heart refign’d? 
Dione. 
No rival fhepherd her difdain can move; 
Her frozen bofom is averfe to love. 
Lycidas. 
Say, art thou fure, that this ungrateful faiz, 
Scorns all alike, bids all alike defpair 2 
: Dione. 
How can | know the fecrets of her heart ? 
Lysidas. 
Anfwer fincere, nor from the queftion ftart. 
Say, in her glance was never love confelt, 
And is no fwain diftinguifh’d from the reft? 
Dione. 
O Lycidas, bid all thy troubles ceafe ; 
Let not a thought on her difturb thy peaces 
May juftice bid thy former paflion wake ; 
Think how Dione fuffers for thy fake : 
Let not a broken oath thy honour ftain, 
Recal thy vows, and feek the town again. 
Lycidas. 
What means Alexis? where’s thy friendthip flown? 
Why am I anifhid ee the hateful town? ~~ 
Hath fome new fhepherd warm’d enia’g 
breaft ? e : a 
And does my love his amorous hours moleft ? 
Is it for this thou bid’ft me quit the plain ? s 
Yes, yes, thoy fondly lov’ft this rival fwain. B. 
When firft my cheated foul thy friendfhip woo’d, 
To my warm heart I took thé viperous brood, 
O falfe Alexis! = 
Dione, Z 
Why am I accus'd ? 
Thy jealous mind is by weak fears abus’d. 
Lycides. ‘ 
‘Was not thy bofom fraught with falfe defign ? < 
Didh thou get plead his caufe, and give up ming? 





at 
Let not thy tongue evafive anfwer feck; 

‘The confcious crimfon rifes on thy cheek : 

"Thy coward confcience. by thy guilt difmay’d, 
Shakes in each joint, and owns that I'm betray'd. 


Dione. 
How ty’ poor heart is wrong’d! O fpare thy 
friend! 
~ Lycidas. 


feck not detected falfchood to defend. 


€ Dione. 
Beware, left blind fufpicion rathly blame. 
t ycidas, : 
Own thyfelf then the rival of my flame. 
¥f this be the for whom Alexis pin'd, 
She now no more is to thy vows unkind: 
Behind the thicket’s twifted verdure laid, 
I witnefs'd every tender thing the faid ; 
I faw bright pleafure kindle in her cyes, 
Love warm’d each feature at thy foft replies, 
Dione. ~ 
Yet hearme fpeak. : 
* Lycidas. 
ie ———In vain is all defence. 
Did not thy treacherous hand condud her hence? 
Hake, frum my fight. Rage burns in every vein; 
Never approach my ut revenge again, 


Yione. 
© fearch my heart; there nerd truth thou'lt find, 
: "L yeidas. 
Talk not of truth; Jong fince fhe left mankind. 
8o fmooth a tongue! and yet fo falfe a heart ! 
Sure courts Srft ‘taught thee fawning friendthip’s 
arts! 
No, Thou art falfe by nature, 
Dione. 
i ——Let me clear 
‘This heavy charge, and prove my truft fincere. 
ve Lycidas. 

- Boaft then her favours; fay what happy hour 
‘Next calls to meet her in the appointed bower ; 
fay, when and where you met. - ms 
~ Dione. 





Be rage fuppreft. 
In Rabbing mine, you wound Parthenia’s breaft, 
Ghe faidy the {till defy'd Love’s keeneft dart, * 
"Yet purer friendthip might divide her heart, 
“¥riendthip’s fincerer bands the with'd to prove. 
" Lyeidas. 
‘A woman’s friendfhip ever ends in love. 


Did not | fee thee prefs her fhowy hand ? 
© may hee paffion like thy friendfhip laft! ~ 
May fhe betray thee ere a day be paft! 
Hence then. Away. Thou’rt hateful to’ my fight, 
And thus I fpurn the fawning hypocrite, 

[Exit Lycidas. 


SCENE VII. 


7 Dime. 
Was ever grief like mine! © wretched maid ! 
My friendthip wrong’d! my conitant love betray’d! 
‘Misfortune haunts my fteps where’er I go, 

And all my days are overcait with wo. 

Long have I rove th’ increafing load to bear, 
‘Mow fants my foul, and finks into de/pair. 
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@ lead me to the hanging mountain’s celf, ~ 

Ia whole brown cliffs the fowls of darknefs well 

Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall, 

Shall lull my furrows with the tinkling fall. 

There ae thy grave. How canft thou kear # 
ight, * 

When banith’d ever from Evander’s fight | 


” SCENE Fit. 


Dionz, Laur. 


Laura, i 
Why hangs a cloud of grief upon thy brows ? 
Does the proud nymph accep: Evander’s wows? 
Dione. 
Can I bear life with thefe new pangs oppreft! 
Again he tears me from his faithlefs breaft ; 
A perjur’d lover firft he fought thefe plains, 
And now my friendthip like my Jove difdains. 
As { new offers to Parthenia made, 
Lonccal’d he ftood behind the woodbine fhade. 
He fays, my treacherous tongue his heart betray’d, 
That my falfe {peeches have mifled the maid;‘* 
With groundiefs fear he thus his fou} deceives 3: 
What trenzy didtates, jealovty believes. 
Laura, ~ ‘ 
Refign thy crock, put off this manly veft,i” 
And let the wrang’d Dione ftand confeft ; 
When he fhali learn what forrows thou haft borne, 
And find that nought retents Parthenia’s fcorn, 
Sure he will pity thee. - 
Dione. 





" ———No, Laura, no, 
Should I, alas! the fylvan drefé forego, 
Then might he thiok that I her pride foment, 
That injur’d love infirudts me torefent; =" 
Our fecret enterprife might fatal prove : 
Man flies the plague of perfecuting love. 

i ‘Laura. 
Avoid Partbenia ; left his rage grow warnt, 
And jealoufy refolve fome fatal harm. «+ 
Dione. . a 

O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find,” © 
Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind4 
Should 1 once more his awful prefence feek, 
The filent tears would bathe my glowing cheek, 
By rifing fighs my faultering voice be ftay’d, 
And trembling fear too foon confefs the maid. 


‘Think not thefe foolifh tales my faith command; | Hafte, Laura, then hie vengeful foul affuage, 


Tell him, I'm guiltlefs; 





ool his blinded rage; 


) Teil him that truth fincere my friendship brought 


Let him not cherith one fufpicious thought. 
Then, to convince him his diftruft was vain, 
Vil never, never fee that nymph again. ~~ 
This way he went. . 
: Laura. 

——See, at the call of night, 
The ftar of evening theds his filver light 
High o'er yon weitern hill: the cooling gales 
Frefh odours breathe along the winding dalers 
Far from their home as yet our fhepherds tray 
To clofe with cheerful walk the fulery day. 
Methinks from far { hear the piping fwaing 
Hark, in the breeze now fwells, now_finks the 

Kraig: f 4 


Bro 
“whiner 1'll feel him. 
if Dime. 


. ——While this length of glade 
Shall Iéad me penfive through the fable thade; 
# Where on the branches murmur rufhing winds, 
“*3rateful as falling floods to Jove-fick minds; 
O may this path tq death’s dark vale defcend ! 
‘There only can the wretched hope a friend. 
[Ex. feverally. 


ACT V. SCENE I, 





: A Wad. 
Drona, Creantues (whe lies séoanded, in a diflant 
part of the flage), > 
Dione. 


‘Tar moon ferene now climbs th’ aerial way ; 

See, at her fight ten thoufand ftars decay ; 

‘With trembling gleam the tips the filent grove, 

While all beneath the chequer’d thadows move, 

Turn back thy filver axles, downward roll, 

Darkueds beft fits the horsors of my foul. 

Rife, rife, ye clouds: the face of heaven deform, 

Veil the bright goddefs in a fable ftorm : : 

0 look not down upon a wretched maid! 

Let thy bright torch the happy lover aid, 

And light bis wandering footteps to the bower 

Wherethe kind nymph attends th’ appointed hour. 

Yet thou haft {een unhappy love like mine; 

Did not thy lamp in heaven’s blue forehead thine, 

When Thifbe fought her jove along the glade ? 

Didft thou not then behold the gleaming blade, 

And gild that fatal point that flabb’d her breaft? 

Boon h like her, fall feek the realms of rett. 

Let groves of mournful yew a wretch furround ! 

© foothe my ear with melancholy found! 

The village-curs now ftretch their yelling throat, 

And dogs from diftanr cotareturn the note; 

The ravenous wolf along the valley prowls, 

And with his famith’d cries che mountain howls, 
+ Buc hark! what fudden noife advances near ? 

Repeated groans alarm my affrighted ear ! 

Cleanthes. 
Shepherd, approach; ah: fly not through the 


| glade. 
A wretch all dy’d with wounds invokes thy aid. 
. Dione. 
Say then, unhappy ftranger, how you bled; 
Colle& thy Spirits, raife thy drooping bead. 
[Cleanthes raifes bimfclf on bis ars, 
O horrid fight! Cleanthes gafping fies; 
And death’s black shadows float before his eyes. 
‘Unknown in this difguife, Pl check my wo, . 
And learn what bloody hand has ftruck the blow. 
Lafide. 
Say, youth, ere fate thy feeble voice confounds, 
‘What leu thee hither? whence thefe purple wounds? 
2 3 Cleanibes. 
Stay, ficeting life; may ftrength a while prevail, 
Lett my clos'd lips confine th’ imperfe@ tale. 
Ere the ttrgek’d eaft grew warm with amber rey, 
“ from she city took my doubtful way; 


NB ww 
Far o’er the plains I fought a beauteous maid, 
Who, from the court, in thefe wide forcits ftray’ds 
‘Wanders unknown ; as I, with weary pain, . - 
Try’d every path, and opening glade, in vain; 

A band of thieves, forth ruthing from the wood 


| Untheath’d their deggers warm with daily blood; 


Deep in my breaft the barbarous fteel is dy’d, 
And purple hands the golden prey divide. [fwain,’ 
Hence are thefe mangling wounds, Say, gentle 
If thou haft known among the fylvan train 
The vagrant nymph I {eek ? 

Dione. 





ve —What mev'd thy care, 
Thus, in thefe pathlefs wilds, to fearch the: fair? . 
Cleantbes. 
I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 
Ye Naiads, who the mofly fountains love, 
Ye happy fwains, who range the paftures wide, 
¥e tender nymphs, who feed your flocks befide ; 
\f my lait gafping breath can pity move, . 
If e’er ye knew the pangs of flighted love, 
Show her, | charge you, where Cleanthes dy'dg 
The grafs yet recking with the fanguine tide. 
A father’s power to me the virgin gave, 
But fhe difdain‘d to live a nuptial fave; 
So fled her native home. 7 
Dione. nua 
~——’Tis then from thee 
Springs the foul fource of all her mifery 
Could’ft thou, thy felfith appetite to pleafe, 
Condemn to endlefs wees another's peace 2 
Cleanthes. 
O fpare me; nor my haplefs love upbraid,’. 
While on my heart death’s frozen hand is laid £ 
Go, feek her, guide her where Cleanthes bled; 
When the furveys her lover pale and dead, 
Tell her, that, fince fhe fled my hateful fight, 
Without remorfe 1 fonght the realms of night. 
Methinks I {ee her view thefe poor remains, - 
And on her cheek indecent gladnefs reigns ! 
Full in her prefence cold Cleanthes lies, 
And not one tear ftands trembling in her eyes! ~ 
O let a figh my haplefs fate deplore ! 
Cleanthes now controuls thy love no more, 


Dione. [Afides 
How fhall my lids confine thefe riting’ woca? 
Cleanthes. 


O might I fee her, ere death’s finger clofe 
Thefe eyes forever! might her foften’d breaft ; 
Forgive my love with too much ardour pret f 
Then i with peace could yield my latest breath. 

; Dione, : 
Shall.1 not calm the fable hour of death, 
And fhow myfelf before him!—Ha ! he dies, 
See from his trembling lip the fpirit flies ! hd fide: 
Stay yet a while. Dione ftands confeft. 
He knows me not. He faints, he finks to feft. 

: Cleanthes. 
Tell her, fiace all my hopes in her were lof, 
That death was welcome — {£ Dirty 
Diane. , 

What fudden gufts of grief my bofom rend f 
A parent's curfes o'er my head impend, 
For difobedient vows; O wretched maid, 


‘Thofe very vows Evander hath betray’d, 
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See, at thy feet, Cleanthes bath’d in blood ! “ 

For love of thee he trode this lonely wood ; 

"Fheu art the crucl authorefs of his fate ; 

He fells by thine; thou by Evander’s hate. * 

‘When fhall my foul know reft?  Cleanthes flain 

No longer fighs and weeps for thy difdain, 

Thou till art curft with love. Bleed, virgin, bleed. 

How fhall a wretch from anxious life be freed ! 

My troubled brain with fudden frenzy burns, 

And fhatter’d thought now this, now that way 

turns, = 

‘What do I fee thus glittering on the plains ? 

Hat the dread fword yet warm with crimfon 
» Rains: . [Takes up the daggers 


. SCENE [. 
Dion, ParrHensa. 


Partbenia. 

Sweet is the walk when night has cool’d the hour, 
‘This path dice&s me to my. fyivan bower. [ A/ids. 
Dione, 

‘Why is my foul with fudden fear difmay’d ? _ 
Why drops my trembling hand the pointed blade? 
O Gring my arm with force! («fide 
1 , Parthenia, 
mee . —~—Methought 2 noife 
Broke through the filent air, like human voice. 
. x : [ Afde, 
Dione, 


One well-aim’d blow hal! all my pangs remove, 
Grafp firmy the fatal feel, and ceafe to love, [ Afide. 
Parthenia. 

Sure "twas Alexis, Ha! a {word difplay’d} 
‘The ftreaming luftre darts acrofa the thade. [ A/de. 
Dione. 3 
‘May Heaven new vigour to my foul impart, 
And guide the defperate weapon te my heart! 
[Afide, 
. Partbenia, 
‘May I the meditated death arreft ! 
{Holds Dione’s Land. 
Strike not, rafh fhepherd; fpare thy guiltlefs breaft. 
O give me firength to May the threaten’d harm, 
And wrench the dagger from his lifted arm! 
Dione. 
‘What cruel hand with-holds the welcome blow? 
In giving life, you but prolong my wo. 
© may not thus th’ expedted ftroke impend ! 
Unloofe thy grafp, and let fwift death defcead. 
But if yon murder thy red hands hath dy’d ; 
Here. Pierce me deep; let forth the vital tide. 
[Dione quits the dagger. 
Parthenia. : 
‘Waitnot thy fate; yet this way turn thy eyes: 
My-~witgin hand no purple murder dyes. 
Turn then, Alexis; and Parthenia know, 
> Tis the protedts thee from the fatal blow. 
; Dione. © 
Moft the night-watches by my fighs be told? 
And muft thefe eyes another morn behold 
‘Through dazzling floods of tears? Ungenerous 
maid 7 


The fricadly'Oroke is by thy band delay'd ; 
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Call it not mercy to prolong my breath ; 
’ Fis but to torture me with lingering death. 

Partbenia. 
What moves thy hand to act this bloody part? 
Whence are thefe gnawing pangs that tear thy 
: heart ? 
Is that that thy friend that lies before thee flain 
Ts it his wound that reeks upon the plain? 
Is't Lycidas? 

Dione. 

~—No. I the ftranget found, 
Ere chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 
He faid, “ As at the rofy dawn of day, 
He from the city cook his vagrant way, 
A murdering band pour'd on him from the wood, 
Firk {eiz’d his gold, then bath’d their {words in 

bloda,”” 

Parthenia. 
You, whofe ambition labours to be great, 
Think on the perils which on riches wait, 
Safe are the shepherd's paths; when fober even 
Streaks with pale light the bending arch of heavemy 
From danger free, through deferts wild he hies, - 
The rifing {moke far o'er the mountain fpics, 
Which marks his diftant cotrage; on he fares, 
For him no murderers lay their nightly {nares ; 
They pafs him by, they turn their iteps away ; 
Safe poverty was ne’er the villain’s prey, 
At home he lies fecure in eafy feep, 
No bars his ivy-mantled cottage keep; 
No thieves in dreams the fancy’d dagger hold, 
And drag him to deteé& the buried gold; 
Nor ftarts he from his couch aghaft and pale, 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale, 
While he, whofe ircn coffers ruft with wealth, 
Harbours beneath his roof deceit and ftealth ; 
‘Treachery with lurking pace frequents his walke 
And clofe behind him horrid murder ftalks. 
‘Tis fempting Inere makes the villain bold + 
There lies a bleeding facrifice to gold. 

. Dione. 

To live, is but to wake to daily cares, 
And journey through a tedious vale of tears.’ 
Had you not rufh’d between, my life had flown; 
And I, like him, no more had forrow known. 

Parthenia, 
When anguifh in the gloomy bofom dwells, 
The counfel of a friend the cloud difpels. 
Give thy breaft vent, the fecret grief impart, 
And fay what wo lies heavy at thy heart. 
To fave thy life, kind Heaven has fuccour fent, 
The gods by me thy threaten’d fate prevent. 


Dione. 
No. To prevent, ictis heyond thy powers 
Thou only canft defer the welcome hour. 
When you the lifted dagger turn’d afide, 
Only one road to death thy force deny’d $ 
Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high, 
Deep in whofe thadow craggy ruins fie, 
Can f not headlong fling this weight of wo, 
And dath out life again{t the flints below ? 
Are there not ftreams, ang Jakes, and rivets wide, 
Where my fait breath may bubble on tht tide? 
No. Life thall never flatter me again, a_ 
Nor fhall wo-morrow bring new. Gghs and pain, 


Pindbente. 
Sf ¥ this birden of thy foul relieve, 
‘*and calm thy grief? 
mS Diéne. . 

4 ———I* thou wilt comfort give, 
Piight me thy word, and to that word be juft; 
When poor Alexis fhall be laid in duft, 

"That pride no longer hail command thy mind, 
That thou wilt (pare the friend § teave behind. 
1 know his virtue worthy of thy breatt. 
Long in thy love may Lycidas) be biel! 
Parthenia. 
‘That fwain (who would my liberty controul, 
To pleafe fome thort-liv’d tranfpart of his foul) 
Shows, while his importuning flame he moves, 
That "tis not me, himfelf alone he loves. 
O live, nor leave him by misfortune preft : 
*Tis fhameful to defert a friend diftret. 
Dicne. 
Alas! a wretch like me no lofs would prove, — 
‘Would kind Parthenia liften to his love, 
Parthenia. 
‘wht hides thy bofom this myflerious grief ? 
Eafe thy o’erburden’d heart, and hope relief. 
Dione. 
‘What profits it to touch thy tender, breaft, 
With wrongs, like mine, which ne’er can be re- 
dreft? 
Let in my heart the fatal fecret die, 
Nor call up forrow in another'seye! 


DI 


SCENE III. 
Drone, Parruenia, Lycipas, 


Lycidas. 
If Laura right dire@ the darkfome ways, 
Along thefe paths the penfive thepherd ftrays. 


[Afide. 
Dione. 


Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek, 
oO would my throbbing fighs my heart-ftrings 
reak: 


Why was my breaft the lifeed ftroke deny'd ? 
Muf then again the deathful decd be try'd? 
Yes. ‘Tis refolv’d, 
[Snatcher the dagger from Parthenia, 
Parthenia, 
Ah, hold; forbear, forbear ‘ 
Lycidas, 
Methought diftrefs with thrieks alarm'd my ear. 
Parthenia. 
Strike not. Ye gods, defend him from the wound! 
Lycidas, 
Yes, ’Tis Parthenia’s voice, I know the found, 
Some fylvan ravither would force the maid, 
And Laura fent me to her virtue’s aid. 
Die, villain, die, and feek the ftrades below. 
« [Lycidas /natcbes the dagger from Dione, and 
“fabs ber, 





‘Dione. 
blefs chee for the blow. | 
- Lycidas, 
Since Heaven ordain’d chis arm thy life fhould 
guard, 
© hear my vows! be love the juft reward. 


Whoe’er thon art, I 


ONE 399, 












Parthenias : 
Rather let vengeance, with her fwifte fpeed, 
O’ertake thy flight, and recompenfe the deed! 
Why ftays the thunder in the upper fkcy ? 
Gather, ye clouds; ye forky lightnings, fly: 
On thee may all the wrath of Heaven defcend, 
Whofe barbarous hand hath flain a faithful friend. 
Behold Alexis! 
wet 7 Lycidas, 

‘Would that treacherous boy 
Have fore’d thy virtue to his brutal joy? 
What rous’d his paflion to this-bold advance? 
Did e’er thy eyes confefs one willing glance ? 
I know, the faithlefs youth his truft betray’d; 
And well the dagger hath my wrongs repaid. 

Dione [Raifing berfelf om ber arm. 
Breaks not Evander’s voice along the glade? 
Ha! is it he who holds the reeking blade + 
There needed not or poifon, fword, or dart ; 
Thy faithlefs vows, alas! had broke my heart. 


(4fide 
Parthenia. 


O tremble, fhepherd, for thy rath offence, ~ 

The {Word is dy’d with murder’d innocence? 

His gentle foul no brutal paffion feiz'd, 

Nor at my bofom was the dagger rais’d 5 

Self-murder was his aim; the youth [ found 

Whelm’d in defpair, and ftay’d the falling wound, 
Dione. 

Into what mifchiefs is the lover led, 

Who calls down vengeance on his perjur’d head ! 

O may he ne"er bewail this defperate deed, 

And may, unknown, unwept, Dione bleed, 





[fide 
Tycidas. 
What horrors on the guilty mind attend! 
His confcience had reveng'd an injur'd friend, 
Hadé thon not held the ftroke. In death he fought 
To lofe the heart-cenfuming pain of thought. 
Did not the {mooth-tongu’d boy perfidious prove, 
Plead bis own paifion, and betray my love? 
Dione, 
O let him ne’er this bleeding vidim know; 
Lett his rafh tranfport, to revenge the blow, 
Should in his dearer heart the dagger itain ! 
That wound would pierce my foul with double 


pain. [4fide. 
Parthenia, “A 


How did bis faithful lips (now pale and cold) 
With moving eloquence thy griefs unfold |. 

Lycidas, . Z 
‘Was he thus faithful? thus, to friendfhip true 2 
Then I'm a wretch. All peace of mind, adicu! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alesis, fpeak ; unclofe thafe lids again. 

(Flings bimfelf on the ground near Dione 

See at thy feet the barbarous villain kneel? 
’Tis Lycidas who grafps the bloody fteel, 
‘Thy once-low’d friend.—Yet, ere I ceafe to live, 
Canft thou a wretched penitent forgive? 

Dione. 
When low beneath the fable mould I reft, 
May a fincerer friendthip fhare thy breaft! 
‘Why are thofe heaving groans? ah! ceafe to weep!). 
May my loft name in datk oblivion deep; 
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Let this fad tale no fpeaking ftone declare, 

From future eyes to draw a pitying tear. 

Let o’er my grave the levelling ploaghthare pafs, 
Mark not the fpot; forget that e’er [ was. 

‘Then may’ft thou with Parthenia’s love he bleft, 
And not one thought on me thy joys moleft ! 

My {wimming eyes are overpow’rd with light, 
And darkening thadows fleet before my fight: 
‘May'R thou be happy! ah! my foul is free. { Dies. 
; Lycidas. 

© cruel fhepherdefs, for love of thee [T+ Parthenia. 
‘This fatal deed was done. 


SCENE THE LAST. 
Lyciwas, Partuania, Laura. 


Laura. 
Alexis flain ! 

. Lycidas, 

‘Yes, "TwasT did it. See this crimfon ftain ! 
‘My hands with blood of innocence are dy’d. 
© may the moon her filver beauty hide 

In rolling clouds! iny foul abhors the light; 
Shade, fhade the murderer in eternal night ! 

. Laura.» 

No rival thepherd is before thee laid; 

‘There bied the chafteft, the fincereft maid 
‘That ever figh’d for love. On her pale face, 
Cannot thy weeping eyes the feature trace 
OF thy once dear Dione? With wan care 
“Sank are thofe eyes, and livid with defpair ! 


Lysidas, 
Dione! 
Laure. 


——There pure conflancy lies dead! 
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Lysidas.- 
May Heaven fhower vengeance on this perjurtd 
: head! ta. ae ng! 
As tHe dry branch that withers on the ground, 
So, blafted he the hand that gave the wound! ? 
Off; bold me not. This heart deferves the ftrokéy 
*Tis black with treachery. Yes: the vows are 
broke. [Stabs bimfelf, 
Which { fo often fwore. Vain world, adieu! 
Though I was falfe in life, in death 1’m crue. 
: [Dies 
g pert Leura. : 
To-morrow fhall the funeral rites be paid, 
And thefe love-viGtims in one grave be laid. 
Parthenia. 
There fhall the yew her fable branches fpreac, 
And mournful cyprefs rear her fringed head, 
_ Laura : 
From thence thall thyme and myrtle fend per- 
. fame, t . 
And laurel ever-green o’erthade the tomb, 
Parthenia. 
Come, Laura, let us leave this horrid wood, 
Where ftreams the purpie grafs with lovers blood ;. 
Come to my bower. And, as we forrowing go, 
Let poor Dione’s ftory feed my woe 
With heart-relieving tears.—— - 
Laura. (Pointing ts Dione, 
——Unhappy maid! 
Hadft thou a parent's juft command obcy’d, 1 
Thou yet hadft liv'’d —But who fhall Love advife? 
Love {corns command, and breaks all other ties. 
Henceforth, ye fwains, be true to vows profeft ; 
For certain vengeance ftrikes the perjur’d breatt, 
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We’er from me thy lov’d memorial part, 
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Or Thomas Tickell, it is to be regretted, that the particufars which have been tranfmitted by his 
contemporaries, are infufficient to gratify the curiofity which his reputation muft excite, and dif- 
proportionate to his rank in poetry and literature. 

He was'the fon of the Rev. Richard Tickell, who poffefed a confiderable living in Cumberland; 
and was born at Bridekirk, near Carlifle, in 1686. 

He was educated in his native country; andin April 1701, he became a member of Queen’s 
College in Oxford. 

In 1707, he expreffed his gratitude to the Uniyerficy, in a poem, intituled Oxford, addreffed to 
Lord Vifcount Lonfdale. : 


Which thus my thanks to much-lov'd Oxford pays, 
In no ungrateful, though unartful lays. 


In 1708, he took the degree of Mafter of Arts; and two years afterwards he was chofen Fellow. 
Ashe had not complied with the ftatutes which required him to be in orders before he could be 
chofen to a Fellowfhip, he obtained a difpenfation from the Crown. ; 

At the univerfity he acquired the character of excelling in claffical learning, and in academical 
exercifes; and was diftinguithed for his ability in verfification. . 

‘He entered early into life, and hecame known to Addifon and Steele, and other men of high cha- 
racter for talents and literature. ‘ 

He ie faid to have firft gained the notice of Addifon, byjhis verfes in praife of Rofamond ; in 
which he cenfures the Italian opera.as a vehicle of melodious abfurdity, and compares his foftnefs 
to Corelli, and his ftrength to Virgil. 


The opera firft Italian matters taught, 
Enrich’d with fongs, but innocent of thought; 
Britannia’s learned theatre difdains 

Melodious trifles, and enervate ftrains ; 

And bluthes, on her injur'd ftage to fee 
Nonfenfe well tun'd, and fweet ftupidity. 

No charms are wanting to thy artful fong, 
Soft as Corelli, and as Virgil ftrong. 


The cenfure of the Italian opera is well founded and ftrong ; and the panegyric on Rifamond docs 
not very much exaggerate its merits, except perhaps, in the conclufion. 

To thofe verfes, Dr. Johnfon obferves, it would not have been juft to deny regard, for they contain 
‘fome of the moft elegant encomiattic ftrains; and among the innumerable poems of the fame kind,’ 
it will be hard to find one with which they need to fear a comparifon, . 

It may deferve obfervation, that when Pope wrote long afterwards in praife of Addifon, he has 
#opied, at leaft has refembled, Tickell. 

Let joy falute fair Rofamonda’s thade, 
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely maid, 
Ce i 
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‘While now perhaps with Dido's ghoft the roves, 

And hears and tells the flory of their loves. 
Alike they mourn, alike they blefs their fate, 

Since love which made them wretched made them great. 
Nor longer that relentlefs doom bemoan, 

Which gain’d a Virgil, and an Addifon.—Tickell. © 


» When future ages with delight fhall fee, 
How Plato’s, Bacon’s, Newton’s, leoks agree; 
Or in fair feries laurell’d bards be fhown, 
A Virgil there, and here an Addifon- Pope. 





When- Steele began the Spectator, with the afliftance of Addifon and the other wits, Tickel¥ 
is believed to have contributed frequently to ic; but his papers have not been afcertained. Thofe 
marked with the letter R, are all Steele’s, as are many of thofe marked with T. Ft has been {aid 
that the latter mark was fometimes ufed by Tickell. There are more papers marked with R and T, 
than with any other fignature ; of thefe, it is probable, Tickell wrote many, as he was very much 
with Steele, as well as with Addifon, and might be often folicited, as Steele was often in a hurry, to 
eke out the {canty materials which he had time to provide. He wrote a copy of Verfes to the fupe 
peed auther of the Speétator, inferted in No. 63%, in which a high praife is beftowed on Steele's par 
Pers in the “ Tatler,” againtt fharpers, which produced moft beneficial effects. 


From felon gamefters the raw fquire is free, 
And Britain owes her refcued oaks to thee. 


He was alfo'a contributor to the Guardian. All the papers on Pafloral Poetry, except one by 
Pope, in his own praife, are written by Tickell, A 

When the Tory Miniftry were negociating with France, before the conclufion of the peace of 
Utrecht, he publithed The Profpeé? of Peace, a poem, addreffed to Dr. Robinfon, Bithop of Briftol, 
the Lord Privy-Seal, one of the negociators, the tendency of which was to reclaim the nation from 
the pride of conquefl, to the pleafures of tranquillity. a 7 

To'the Whigs, who difapproved of the peace then negociating, the tendency of Tickell’s poem 
could not be pleafing. Addifon, however, in the candor of liberal criticifm, overlooking the poli- 
tics, beftowed in the “ Spectator” very great praife on the poetry. ‘ . 

It was redd at that time with fo much eagernets, that fix editions were fold. ‘Fhe quick fale 
of acompofition on a temporary fubjedt is no teft of its intrinfic merit; the defpiceble bigot~ 
ry of Sacheverelli had a much more extenfive fale, than Tickell’s poem, which deferved a fa- 
vourable reception, though Dr, Johnfon “ found it a piece to be approved rather than admired.” 

Oni the appearance of Cate, when fo many made offerings of verfes to the author, Tickell, who 
Joved and venerated Addifon as a father, contributed copy of verfes, fuperior, perhaps, to any 
written on the fubjedt, except the prologue by Pope, and the verfes by Jeffries. 

Tickell had been a flrenuous fupporter of the Hanover fueceflion, and other meafures, refulting 
from principles of freedom; and on the acceffion and arrival of King George, he produced a poem, 
intituled the Royal Progrefs, which was inferted and praifed in “ the Speator,” No. 620. . The 
plealing emotions excited in a benevolent king, by the view of national] induftry and profperity, cor- 
Ktitute the moft beautiful and interefting parts of the poem. 5 

‘When the fricuds of the reigning family were apprehenfive of defigns to its prejudice, he wrote 
An Epifite from a Lady in England to a Gentleman at Avignon, againft the Pretender and his abettors, 
which, Dr. Johnion fays, “ ftands high among party poems; it expreffes contempt without coarfe- 
néis, and fuperiority without infojence. It had the fuccefs which it deferved, being five times 

printed.” , , 

Fie was now patronifed at Court; and when Addifon went into Ireland as Secretary to Lord Sun- 

-derland, he took him thither, and employed him in public bufinefy, . . 
x 


































































































_ HE LIFE OF TICKELL. 
At the time of the publication of the firft volume of Pope’s “ Homer,” he publithed the fi? Boo 
Hiad, as tranilated by himfelf, in apparent oppofition to Pope’s tranflation, with an elegant 
jor, to the memory of Halifax. t ¥ < 
logife for prefenting his verfion to the public at fach a jun@ure, this advertifement 
prefixed : ™Spnuftnform. the reader, that when I-began this firft book, I had fome thoughts o 
{ tranflating the whole Iliad; but [had the pleafure of being diverted from that defign, by finding: 
~ work was fallen into a much abler hand; I would not, therefore, be thought to have any other vie 
in publifhing this fmall {pecimen-of Homer’s liad, than to befpeak, if poflible, the favour of the 
» “lic toa trauflation of Homer's Odyfey, wherein 1 have already made. fome progrefs.”” 3 
‘Addifon-declared that the-verfions were both good, but that Tickell’s was the beft that ever 
made ; and with Addifon, the wits, his adherents and followers, concurred in opinion. = 

Pope did not long think Addifon an impartial jndge; for he confidered him as the writer of T 
ell’s verfion, and appealed to the peoggas his proper judges, “ and if they are not inclined to 
demn me,” fays he, “ 1 am in little care about the highfliers at Button’s.”” = 
"The reafons for his fufpicion have been tranfcribed by Dr. Johnfon, from Spence’s MS. Coll 
tions. . : 
“ ‘There had been a coldnefs (feid Mr. Pope,) between Mr. Addifen and me for fome time; 
we had not been in company together for a good while, any where but at Batton’s Coffee 
where Iufed to fee him almoft every day.—On his meeting me there one day in particular, 
took me afide ; and faid he would be glad to dine with me at fuch a tavern, if I ftaid till 
people were gone (Budgell and Philips). He went accordingly ; and, after dinner, Mr. Ad 
fuid, that he had wanted for fome time to talk with me; that his friend Tickell had former 
whilft at Oxford, tranflated the fir/? Book of the Iliad ; that he defigned to print it; and had defi 
him to look it over; that he muft therefore beg that I would not defire him, to look over my 
book; becaufe, if he did, it would have the ir of double dealing. 1 affured him, that 1 did 
at all take it ill of Mr. Tickell, that he was going to publith his tranflation ; that he certainly 
as much right to tranflate any author as myfelf; and that publifhing both was entering on a 
ftage. { then added, that I would not defire him to look over my firft book of the Iliad, bec; 
he had looked over Mr. Tickell’s; but could wifh to have the benefit of his obfervatiens on my 
cond, which { had then finifhed, and which Mr. Tickell had not toughed upon. Accordingly, E 
fent him the fecond book the next morning ; and, Mr. Addifon, a few days after, returned it, ithe. 
very-high commendations. Soon after, it was generally known that Mr. Tickell was publ 
the firff Book of the Iliad, (met Dr. Young in the fireet ; and, upan our fallimg into that fubjecty 
Doctor expreffed a great deal of furprife at Tickell’s having had fuch a tranflation fo long by 
He faid, that it was inconceivable to him; and that there muft be fome miftake in the matters 
each ufed to communicate to each other whatever verfes they wrote, even to the leaft things; 
Tickell could not be bufied in fo long a work there, without his knowing fomething of the m 
and that he had never heard a fingle word on it, till on this occafion. This furprife of Dr. Yo 
together with what Steele has faid againft Tickell, in relation to this affair, make it highly pr 
that there was fome underhand dealing in that bufinefs ; and indeed, Tickell himfelf, who is ay 
fair, worthy man, has fince, in a mauner, as good as owned it to me. When it was introduced 
aconverfation between Mr. Tickell and Mr. Pope, by a third perfon, Tickell did not deny i 
which, confidering his honour and zeal for his departed friend, was the fame as owning it,” 

Upon thefe fufpicions, Pope, always in his “ Art of Sinking,” quotes this verfion as the worl 
Addifon ; though the circumftances of the publication, not only do not prove that Addifon was. 
tranflator, but do not even render probable the charge of meannefs and difingenuity alleged by - 
againft him ; the opinionsof Young and Stecle are no proof. 

‘Addifon had a very great affection for Tickell, and might have revifed his verfion, and 
cf the publication, to confer a pecuniary obligation on him, by premoting a fubfcription for his 
Odyfey. But, it is evident, that he had no intention to oppofe Pope; for, at the time of the appear 
© Of Tickell’s verfien, oppofition to Pope could not do him any material injury. His fubferip ion 

s C ea om 
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was full, and his toritrad with his bookfeller completely performed... Had Addifon withed to: ob 
firu@ Pope's tranflation, the time for efle@ing bis purpofe, would have been when the pee 
‘was beginning, He might then have promoteda fubfcription for Tickell, which would have ititer, 
fered with Pope's. The influence of Addifon with the Whigs, was fully equal to ee 
with the Tories, With thofe, who were of neither party, his recommendation wor7 hate haa 
more weight than Swift’s, becaufo he was in greater cftimation, for elegant literature in genera, 
and particularly for claffical knowledge. 

” “The circumftance of the time of publication, which provoked the irritable difpofition of Pope, who. 
fuppofed his character and intereft fo much concerned, is fufficiently explained by the advertifement 
above quoted. This advertifement was induftriouily fuppreffed, in Pope’s publication on the fub- 
je@. That Addifon had any intention of publithing a verfion of the Iliad, there is no evidence event 
probable, Had he been actuated by jealoufy, envy, or malevolence, it is not probable he would 
have {poke fo highly of Pope’s Iliad as he did in “ The Freeholder.” 

“4 "The tranflation of the firtt book of the Iliad,” fays Mr. Nichols, ** which has been afcribed to 
‘Tickell, was faid to be in reality the production of Addifon, to prejudice that which Pope had un- 
dertaken ; a notion certainly without foundation. Mr, Watts the printer, affured a fricnd of mine, 
that the tranflation of the firfl beak of the Iliad was in Tickell’s band-writing, but much correé&ted and inters 
fined by Addifon, : 

‘To compare the two tranflations would be tedious; the fuperiority is univerfally allowed to Pope. 
Tickell has, perhaps, more of the fimple majefty of Homer; but his verfion is inferior to that of. 
Pope, in force, animation, elegance, and harmony. 

In 1717, when Addifon was appointed Secretary of State, he made Tickell under-fecretary. When 
Addifon’s ill health obliged him to refign, he fo effectually recommended Tickell to the patronage 
of Craggs, his fucceffor, that he was continued in place till that gentleman’s death... 

Addifon’s appointment of Tickell to be his under-fecretary, is faid to have been difpleafing, on 
fome account, to Steele, who warmly oppofed it ; and his oppofition having been reported to Tickell, 
praduced a coldnefs between them, which might be aggravated by the controverfy between Addi. 
fon and Steele, on the Peerage bill. 

His friendthip with Addifon feems to have continued without abatement; for when that great 
man died, he left him the charge of publifhing his works, which, on his death-bed, he had dedicated 
‘yo Craggs. . 

To the works of Addifon, which appeared foon after his death, in 4 vols. 4to, he prefixed an ac. 
count of his life, and an «egy on his death, addreffed to the Earlof Warwick, his fon-in-law, replete 
with genuine tendernefs. It is the effofion of a refined mind, lamenging the death of a friend of the 
higheft intellectual and moral excellence ; whofe value it completely comprehended, and-whofe lofs 
it poignantly felt. 

Tw his life of Addifon he charged Steele with affuming the credit of Addifon’s papers in the 
Spectator,” an imputation from which Steele vindicated himfelf in the dedication of “ the 
Drummer,’ to Congreve. 

It is a remarkable circumftance, that Craggs, to whom Addifon had dedicated his works, died 
before they were publifhed ; and that Lord Warwick, to whom the verfes cn Addifon were dedi- 
cated, died likewife before their publication. 

‘"Tickell’s intereft with the great did not expire with his friend. His merit enabled him to retain 
and improve the footing en which he had been placed by Addifon, [n 1725, he was appointed 
fecretary to the Lord Juftices of Ireland, a place of great honour, truft, and emolument, in which he 
continmed tilt his death, which happened at Bath, April 23, 1740, in the 54th year of his age. 

He was miarried, and had children; the cldeft of whom was the father of Richard Tickell, Ffq. 
one of the Commiflioners of the Stamp-office, and author of “ The Wreath of Fathion,” a peem ; 
Anticipation of the Debates of the Houfe of Commons,” 1773; “ Fhe Carnival of Venice,” an 
opera; and other ingenious sperformances. 

He died at Hampton Court, Nov. 4. 1793, univerfally beloved and lamented, leaving three chit 
dren by his wife, Mifs Linley, the fifter of the lovely Mrs, Sheridan, wife of the cclebrated Ritiard 
Brinfley Sheridan, Efq. who died in 5787. 6 
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His poems were printed in the fecond volume of “ The Minor Poets,” 1749, and have been free 
gp atly reprinted. 

“Tckell is faid to have been a man of moft pleafing manners, and of unqueftioned honour and in= 
‘pebree_ His converfation was gay and lively ; he was a very agreeable companion, at leaft a tme 
porate loves ~f wine and conviviality, and in domeftic relations without cenfure. His writings dife 
cover a good underftanding, an extenfive knowledge of claffical literature, a refined tafte, and. @ 
feeling beart. 

Asa poet, he is chara@terifed by elegance of diGion, corre€inefs of judgment, tendernefs of fen= 
tinsent, opulence of allufion, and harmony of numbers. 

His verlification exceeds Addifon’s, and is inferior to few of the Englith poets, except Drydem 
and Pope. 

Moft of his pieces, particularly the Projpect of Peaces the Reyal Progrefs the Letter to Avignon ; Oxfords, 
Konfington Gardens ; Epifile to a Lady before Marriage, and the Elegy on the diath of Addifon, axe dig 
finguifhed by a judicious combination of ornament and fimplicity ; a happy mixture of fentiment 
and defcription, and a rare union of the beauties of ftyle, and the elegancies of verfificatien, with the, 
niceties of method, connection, and arrangement. — 

Of Tickell, it has been faid by Goldfmith, that through all his poctry, there is a flrain f 
Batlad-thinking to be found: The remark is juft, and to that ftrain he is not a little indebted for. the 
reception he has met with ; whether he had it from reading, or from nature, cannot now be knows 
as no memoirs of his life are fatisfactory enough to inform us of his particular ftudies. His beautie 
ful ballad of Colin and Lucy, probably affumed a tin@ure of tendernefs and fimplicity, from his tafte 
for oar ob(curer writers ; a tafte which his friend Addifon undoubtedly poffefied in a degree fuperior 
to any of his contemporarics, except Rowe, as appears by his elegant critique on ‘* Chevy Chace," 
and various fcattered notices of a congenial nature in his periodical papers. 

« Jn the few things that Tickell wrote,” fays Dr. Warton, “there appear to bea peculiar terfe= 
nefs and neatnefs. Highly elegant and polithed are his Ver/er on Addifon’'s death,” "eee 

“ "The Elegy on Adiifon,” fays Dr. Jobnfon, “ could owe none of its beauties to the affiftance whick 
might be fufpedled to have ftrengthened or embellifhed his earlier compofitions ; but neither he nog 
Addifon ever produced nobler lines than are contained in the third and fourth paragraphs; nor is@ 
more fublime or more elegant funeral poem to be fourd in the whole compafs of Englith literatures 

“Of his Royal Progrefs, it is juft to fay, that it isneither high nor low. Of his Kenfington Gardens, 
the verfification is fmooth and elegant, but the fiction unfkilfully compounded of Grecian deities and, 
Gothic fairies. Neither fpecies of thefe exploded beings could have done much; and when they arg, 
brought together, they only make each other contemptible. . 

« To Tickell, however, cannot be denied a high place among the minor poets ; nor fhould it be 
forgotten that he was one of the contributors to the Speétutor.” 

If by the term minor poct, the quantity of his poetry js meant, he is not improperly fo called; bugif™ 
the quality is thercby underftood, it is a difparagement. If he cannot be placed in the firft rank of 


poets, he has at leaft sir unexceptionable claim to the fecond, 
Ce ij 











POEM 5S. 








On Queen Caroline's rebuilding the Lodgings of the 
Black Prince, and Henry V. at Queen's College, 
Oxford. 


Woaene bold and graceful foars, fecure of fame, 
The pile, now worthy great Philippa’s name, 
Mark that old ruin, Gothic and uncouth, {youth ; 
‘Where the Black Edward pafs’d his beardiels 
And the Fifth Henry, for his fir renown, 
Out-firipp'd each rival ina ftudent’s gown. 

In that coarfe age were princes fond to dwell 
‘With meagre monks, and haunt the filent cell : 
Sent from the monarch’s to the mufe’s court, 
"Their meals were frugal, and their fle. powerefhort; 
To couch at curfeu-time thcy thought no fcorn, 
And froze at matins every winter morn ; 

‘They read, an early book, the itarry franie, 
And lifp'd each conftellation by its name; 
Art after art {till dawning to their view, 

And their mind opening as their ftature grpw. 

Yet, whofe ripe manhood fpread our fame fo far, 
Sages in peace, and demi-gods in war! 

Who, ftern in fight, made echoing Crefii ring, 

And, mild in conquett, ferv’d his captive king t 

‘Who gain’d, at Agincourt, the vidtor’s bays; 

Nor took himfelf, but gave good heaven, the 
praife ! 

Thy nurfclings, ancient dome! to virtue forme, ; 

‘To mercy liftening, whilftin ficlds they lorm’d ; 

Fierce to the fierce; and warm th’ oppreft to fave; 

‘Through life rever'd, and worfhip’d in the grave ! 

In tenfold pride the mouldering roofs fhall fhine, 

‘The ftately work of bounteous Caroline ; 

And bleft Philippa, with unenvious eyes, 

From heaven behold her rival’s fabric rife. 

Af fill, bright faint, this fpot deferves thy care, 

Incline thee to th’ ambitious mufe’s prayer : 

O. could’ft thou win young William's bloom to 
grace 

His mother’s walls, and fill thy Edward’s place, 

How would that genius, whofe propitious wings 

Have here twice hover'd o’er the fons of kings, 

Deicend trizmphant to his ancient feat, 

And take in charge a third Plantagenet! 


TO THE 
SUPPOSED AUTHOR OF THE SPECTATOR: 


valeetSci Itrentions, and a fhamelefa ftage, 
:Hlow Jong the war fhall wit with virtue wage ? 


Inchanted by this proftituted fair, 

Our youth run headlong in the fatal fnare ; 

tn height of rapture clafp unheeded pains, 

And fuck poliution through their tingling veins? 
Thy fpotlefs thoughts unthock'’d the prieft spigy 

hear ; 

And the pure veflal in her bofom wear. 

To confcious blufhes and diminifh’d pride, [hide 

Thy glafs betrays what treacherous Jove would 

Nor harfh thy precepts, but infus'd by ftealeh, 

Pleas'd while they cure, and cheat us to healtB 

‘Thy werks in Chloe's toilet gain a part, . 

And with his tailor hare the fopling’s heart 

Lafi'd in thy fatire, the penurious cit 

Laughs at himfelf,and fiuds no harm in wit: 

Fron: felon gamefters the raw "{quire is free, 

And Britain owes her refcued oaks to thee. 


| His mifs the frolic vifcount dreads to toaft, 


Or his third cure che thallow templar boaft ; 
And the rath fool, whe fcorn'd the beaten road 
Dares quake at chunder, and confefs his God. 
The bdrainlefs ftripling, who, expell'd the town, 
Danin‘d the fliff college and pedantic gown, 
Aw’d by thy name, is dumb, and thrice a week. 
Spells uncouth Latin, and pretends to Greek. 
A fanntcring tribe | fuch born to @ide eftates, 
With yea and no in tenates hold debates : 
At length defpis’d each to his fields retires, 
Firft with the dogs, ana king amidft the “(quien 
From pert to ftupid, finks fupinely down, 
In youth a coxcomb, and in age a clown. 
Such reader’s {corn’d, thou wing’ft thy dating 
flight, ‘ ci 
Above the are, and tread’ft the fields of light ; 
Fame, heaven, and hell, are thy exalted theme, 
And vifions fuch as Jove himfelf might dream 
Man funk to flavery, though to glory born, {{corti, 
Heaven’s pride when upright, and deprav'd his 
Such hints alone could Britifh Virgil lend, 
And thou atone deferve from fuch a friend ; 


‘| A debt fo borrow’d is illuftrious thame, 


And fame, when fhar'd with him, is double fame. 
So, flufh’d with fweets by beauty’s queen beftow'd, 
With more than mortal charms Aineas glow’d : 
Such generous ftrife: ne and Marlborough try, 
And as in glory, fo in friendthip vie. 

Permit thefe lincs by thee to live—nor blame 
A mufe that pants and languithes for fame ; 
“that fears to fink when humbler themes fhe fings, 
Lok in the mals of gan forgorten things: 
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Receiv'd by thee, I prophefy, my rhymes, | 

‘The praife of virgins in fucceeding times: __ [fee, | ONT ME PROSPECT OF PEACE, 
Mix’d with thy works, their life no bounds thall 


Bot ftand protected, as inipir’d, by thec 
So fome weak fhoot, which elle would poorly 
Jove's tree adopts, and lifts him to the fries; 
TPhrodgh the new pupil foftering juices flow, 
‘Thrutt forth rhe gems, and give the flowers to blow 
Aloft, immortal reigns the plant unknown, 
With borrow'd life, and vigour net bis awn. 


A POEM, 


(Go bis Excellency the Lord Privy Scab, on the Prof. 
peét of Peace. 


« Sacerdos 
 Fronde fuper Mitram, et fclici comptus Oli- 
va,” Vie. 





TU THE LORD PRIVY SEAL, 


Contenpince kings, and fields of death, too long 
Have been the ful of the Britith feng. 
Who hath not read of fam’d Ramiliia’s plain, 
Bavaria's fall, and Danube chowk’é with flain 
Exhauited themes! a gentler note U raile, 
And fing returning peace in foiter lays. 
Their fury quell’d, and martial rage alay'd, 
Fewait our heroes in the fylvan thade : 
Difbanding hofts are imag'’d to my mind, 
And warring powers in friendly leagtics comb 
White eafe and vleafure make the nations fmile, 
‘And heaven and Anna bleis Britannis’s ifle 
Well fends our queen her mitred Briflol forth, 
For carly couniels fam'd, and long-try’d worth 5 
‘Who, thirty rolling years, had oft withheld 
"The Swede and Saxon tram the dulty ficld; 
Completely form'd to heal the Chriflisn wouns, 
"To name the kings, and yive each kingdom bounds; 
The face of ravag’d nature to repair, 
By leaynes to igiten earth, and heaven by prayer, 
‘To gam by Jove, where rage and fluugheer fail, 
“And make the crofier o’cr the (word prevail. 

,, 89 when great Mois, with Fehoval.’s wand, 
Wad featter’d plagues o'er Rubbors: Pharaoh's land, 
Now fpread an hot of locufts round the fhore, 
DNow turn'd Nile’s fattening freans to putrid yore; 
‘Plenty and glad rh’d the prieft of God, 

di nds fot fiom Aaron’s roa, 

O thou, from when thele bounteous bicifings 

flow, 

To whom, as chief, the hope 
(For neat te thee, the man 
‘Yo flyle companion, and to m: their fricnd, 
Great Stafford, rich in every courtly grace, 
With joyful pride accepts the fecond place) 
From Britain’s ifle, and Uis’ facred f3 
One hour, oh, liken while the n 
*phowgh niiniticrs of mighty monarchs wait, 
With beating hearts to learn their matters fare, 
One hour forbvar to Geak thy queen’s comma’ 
he worli, thy charge, neglected ftands; 
in rfe difplay’d, 
iv'd perfuade + 
air ipo: ier urge the way, 
idebey. 
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Tre haughty Gaul, in ten campaigns odehy 






Olt had he mourn’d his boating 

* And his proud bulwarks famglagl on the grou 
1 vain with powers renew'd he fill’d the plain 

| Made timorous vows, and brib’d the faints ia 

vain 5 

As oft his legions did the fight decline, 

Lurk’d ip the trench, and fkalk'd behitttthe lines. 

Before his eyes the fancied javelin gleams, f 

At feafts he flarts, and feems dethroo'd in dreams; 

On glory paft reileéts with fecret pain, 

Ov mines cahaufted, and on millions flain, 

‘Yo Britain’s queen the {eepter’d fuppliant bends, 
To her his crowns and infant race commends, 
Who gricves her fame with Chriftian blood to buy, 
Nor atks for giory at a price fo high. 

At her decree, the war fufpended ftands, 

And Britain’s heroes hold their lifted hands ; 
Uheir open brows no threateamg frowns difgnife, 
But gentler paflions {parkle in their eyes * 

The Gauls, who never in their courts couldind 
Such temper'd fire with manly beauty join’d, 
Doubt of they’re thofe, wom dreadful to the view 
In forms fo fierce their fearful fancies drew ; 

At whofe dire name- ten thoufand widows preft 
Their helplefs orphans clinging to the breatt, 

te filent rapture cach his foc furveys; 

They vow firm friendthip, and give mutual praife. 
rave minds, howe’er at war, cre fecret friends ; 
Uheir generous difcord with the battle ends ; 

In peace they wonder whence ciffenfion rofe, 

And afk how fouls fo like could ¢’er be foes. 

Methinks I hear more friendly fhouts rebound, 
And focial ciarions mix their fprightly found. 

‘The British flags are furl’d, her troops difband, 
And fearter’d armies feck their native land, 
The hardy veteran, proud of many a fear, 

‘The manly charms and henours of the war, 
Who hop’d to fhare his friends illuflrious doom, 
4nd in the battle find a foldier’s tomb, 

Leaus on his {pear to"take his farewell view, 
And, fighing, bids the glorious camp adieu, 

Ye generous fair, receive the brave with fmiles, 
O’erpay their Neepiefs nights, and crown their toils; 
Soft beauty is tke gallant foldicr’s due, 

Vor you they conquer, and they bleed far you. 
In vain proud Gaul with boaftful Spain confpires, 
When Englifh valour Englifh beauty fires ; 

‘The nations dread your eyes, and kings defpair 
Of chiefs fo brave, till they have nymphs fo fair. 

See the fond wife, in tears of tranfport drown’d, 
Hugs ker rongh lord, and weeps o'er every wound, 
Hangs on the lips that fields af blood relate, 

And imiles, or trembles, at his various fate. 
Near the full bowl be draws the fancy’d line, 
Avd marks feign’d trenches in the flowing wine, 
nvefied fort before her eyes, , 

And mines, that whirl'd battalions co the fkies: 
His little fillening progeny turn pale, 

And beg again to hear the dreadful tale 

Such dire atchievements fings the bard, ghat te, = 
Of pelirey’d dames, bold knights, and maghifpefl: 





































FPOEM 3. 


vivre whole brigades one champion’s arms o’er- 
‘throw, 


‘hed cléswe a giant at a random blow, 
'Slagy pam vile, that force the fair, and tame 
The go ury, and the dragon's flame, 


ar eager yaa to diftant nations run, 
a rvifit fields, theit-valiant fathers won; ‘trace, 
tgrom Fiundria’s fhore their country’s fame they 
‘Till far Germania shows her blafted face. 

ais exulting Briton afks his mournfal gu 

c oeees Ajpbard fate the loft Bavaria try’d: 

‘Where Stepney yrav'd the ftone to Anna’s fame, 
"He points to Blenheim, once a vulgar name ; 
Here fled the houfehold, there did Tallard yield, 
Hore Marlborough turn’d the fortune of the field, 
On thofe fteep banks, near Danuhe’s raging flood : 
The Gauls thrice ftarted back, and trembling flood: 
When, Churchill’s arm perceiv’d, they ftood not 
long, 
But plung'd amidft the waves, a defperate throng, 
Crowds whelm'’d on crowds dafh’d wide the wa- 
tery bed, 

. And drove the current to its diftant head. 

+ Aswhen by Raphael’s, or by Kneller's hands 
SA warlike courfer on the canvas ftands, 
“Such as on Landen bleeding Ormond bore, 

Or fet young Amnion on the Granic fhore ; 

H chance a generons Qeed rhe work behold, 

He forts, he neighs, he champs the foamy g gold : 

So, Hoettee feen, rumulruous paflious roll, 

And hints of glory fire the Briton’s foul, 

In fancy'd fights he fees the troops engage, 

And all the tempett of the battle rage. — (bright, 

Charm me, ye powers, with f{cenes lefs nobly 
Far humbler thoughts th’ inglorious mufe delight, 
Content to fee the honours of the field 
By ploughthares levell’d, or in flowers conceal’d. 
Q'er fhatter’d walis may creeping ivy cwine, 

And grafs luxuriant clothe the harmilefs mine. 
Tame flocks afcend the breach without a wound, 
Or crop the Saflien, now a fruitfu) ground ; 
While thepberds fleep, along the rampard laid, 
Or pipe beneath the formidable thade. 

Who was the nan? Oblivion blaft his name, 

Torn not, and bletted From the lift of fame! 
Who, fund of lawlefs re'+, and proudly brave, 
Firft funk the filial fubjedd toa flave, 
His neighbour’s realms by frauds unkingly gain’d, 
in guiltlefs blood the fucrcd ermirie Main'’d, [heart, 
Jicd fchemes for death, to flaughter turn’d his 
And fitted murder to the rules of art. 

Ah, curft ambition | to thy lures we owe 
Ail the great ills that mortals bear below. 

Curft by the hind, when to the fpoil he yields 

Hs year’s whole fweat, and vainly ripen’d fields ; 

‘urft by the maid, torn from her Jover’s fide, 

When left a widow, though not yet a bride ; 

By mothers curft, when floods of tears they fhed, 

And fcatter ufelefs rofes on the dead. 

Oh, facred Briftol ! then, what dangers prove 

‘The arts, thou finil’t on with paternal love? 

"bhen, mix’d with rubbifh by the brutal foes, 

In vain the marble breathes, the canvas glows ; 
rye tnades oficure the glittering fword purfues 

Rie ficet, and defence mute. * 
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A voice jike thine, alone, might then affuage 

‘The warrior’s tury, and controul his rage; 

Yo hear thee fpeak, might the fierce Vandal ftand; 
And fling the brandifh’d fabre from his hand. 

Far hence be driven to Scythia’s ftlormy fhore 
‘The drum’s harfh mufic, aud the cannon’s roar; 
Let grim Beljona haunt the lawlefs plain, 

Where ‘Tartar clans and grizly Coffacks reign; 
Let the fteel’d Turk be deaf to matrons cries, 

See virgins ravith’d with relentlefs eyes, 

To death gray heads and fmiling infants doom, 

Nor {pare the promife of the pregnant womb, 

O’er wafted kingdoms fpread his wide command, 
‘The favage lord‘of an unpeopled land. 4 

Her guiltlefs glory juft Britannia draws 
From pure ‘Feligion, and impartial laws, 

‘To Europe’s wounds a mother’s aid the brings, 
And halds in equal fcales the rival kings: 

Her generous fons in choiceft gifts abound, 
Alike in arms, alike in arts renown'd, 

As when fweet Venus (fo the fable fings) 
Awak'd by Nereids, from the ocean fprings, 
Wirth finiles fhe fecs the threatening billows rife, - 
Spre: nouth the furge, and clears the louring 








Light, o'er ‘the deep, with uttering Cupide? 3 
crown'd, 

The pearly couch and filver turtles bound ; 

Her trefles thed ambrofial odours round. 

Amidft the world of waves fo ftands ferene 
Beiranuia's ifle, the ocean's ftately queen; 
in vain the nations have confpir’d her fall, 
Mer trench the fea, and fleets her floating walle.” 
Defencelefs barks, her powerful navy near, 

Have only waves afd hurricanes to fear. 

What bold invader, or what land opprett, 

Hath not her anger queti’d, her aid redreft ¢ 

Say, where have e’er her union-croffcs fail*d, 

But much her arms, her juftice more prevail’d:? 
Her labours are, to plead th’ Almighty’s caufe, ©. 
Her pride, to teach th’ untam’d barbarian lawes © 
Who conquers wins by brutal ftrength the Prizes: 
But ‘tis a godlike work to civilize. 

Have we forgot how from great Ruffia’: * threns 
The king, whofe power half Eurupe’s regions owaty 
Whote {ceptre waving, with one fhout rufh forth 
In fwarms the harnefs’d millions of the nortls," « 
Through realms of ice purfued his tedious way 
‘Fo court our friend(bip, and our fame furvey! 
Hence the rich prize of ufeful arts he bore, 

And round his empire fpread the learned ftore z 
(1 adorn old realms is more than new to raife, 
His country’s parent is a monarch’ praife.) 
His bands now march in juft array to war, 
And Cafpien gulfs Gnufual navies bear ; 

With Runick lays Smolenkko’s forefts ring, 
And wondering Volga hears the mufes fing. 
Did not the painted kings of India greet 

Our Queer, and lay their fceptres at her feet ?- 
Chiefs who full bow!s of hoftile blood had quatt'd, 
Fam’d for the javelin, and invenom’d fhafe, 
Whofe haughty brows made favages.adore, 

Nor bow’d to lefs chan ftars or fun before. 

Her pitying fmile accepts their fuppliant claim, 
And adds four monarchs to the Chriftian nanic. 














ata 
Bleft ule of power! O virtuous pride in kings 
And like his bounty, whence dominion {prings ! 
Which o’er new worlds makes heaven’s indulgence 
thine, 
And ranges myriads under laws divine! 
‘Well bought with all that thofe fweet regions hold, 
‘With groves of fpices, and with mines of gold. 
Kearlefs our merchant now purfves his gain, 
And roams fecurely o'er the boundlefs main. 
Now o’er his head the polar bear he fpies, 
And freezing {pangles of the Lapland skies; 
“Now {wells his canvas to the fultry linc, 
“With glittcring {poils where indian grottos fhine, 
‘Where fumes of incenfe glad the fouthern feas, 
* And wafted citron icents the halmy breeze. 
Were nearcr funs prepare the ripening gem, 

’ To grace great Anne’s imperial diadem, 

And here the ore, whofe melted mafs thall yield 

On faithful coins each memorable field, 

‘Which, mix’d with medals of immortal Rome, 

‘May clear difputes, and teach the times to come. 
In circling beams {hall godlike Anna glow, 

And Churchili’s fword-hang o’er the proftrate foe; 

Ja.comely wounds fhall bleeding worthics ftand, 

‘Webb’s firm platoon, and Lumlcy’s faithful band, 

Bold Mordaunt in Iberian trophies dreft, 

And Campbeli’s dragon on his daunclefs breatt, 

Great Ormond’s deeds on Vigo's [pois enroll’d, 

And Guifcard’s knife on Harley’s Chili gold. 

And if the mufe, O Briftol, might decree, 

Here Granville noted by the lyre should be, 

‘The lyre for Granville, and che crofs for thee. 
Such are the honours grateful Britain pays; 

So patriots merit, and fo monarchs praife. 

O'er diftant times fuch records fhall prevail, | 

‘When English numbers, antiquated, fail : 

A trifling fong the mufe can only yield, 

And footh her foldiers panting from the field. 

‘To fweet retirements fee them fafe convey"d, 

And raile their battles in the rural fhade, 

From fields of death to Woodftock’s peaceful 

glooms, 

* (The, poet’s haunt) Britannia’s hero comes— 
Begin, my mufe, and foftly touch the tring : 
Here Henry lov'd; and Chaucer tearn'd to fing, 

Hail, fabled grotto ! hail, Elyfian foil ! 

‘Thdu fairett fpot of fair Britannia’s ifle ! 

Where kings of old, conceal’d, forget the throne, 

And beauty was content to fhine unknown ; 

‘Where love and war by turns pavilions rear, 

And Henry's bowers near Blenheim's dome ap- 

ear 5 

The weary'd champion lull in foft alcoves, 

‘The nobleft boaft-of thy romantic groves, 

Oft, if the nmufe prefage, fhall ke be {een 

By Rofamonda ficeting o’er the green, 

In dreams be hail’d by heroes’ mighty fhades, 

And hear ol Chaucer warble through the glades, 

ler the fam'd echoing vaults his name fnall 
bound, 

And bill on hill reflect the favourite found. 

Here, here at leatt thy love for arms give o’er, 
‘Nor, one world conquer’d, fondly wifh for more. 
Vice of great fouls alone! O thirft of fame! 
‘The muse admires it, while the itrives to blame. 
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‘Thy toils be now to chafe the bounding deer, 

Or view the courfers ftretch in wild carcet, 

This lovely {cene fhall foothe thy fou} ~s 

And wear each dreadful image from thy bregff 

With pleafure, by thy conquetts thalt fe’ 

Thy queen triumphant, and all Eyeope free, 

No cares, henceforth, fhal fe deftroy, 

But what thou giv'ft the world thyfelf enjoy. _ 
Sweet folitude! when life’s gay hours are! 





. 2 
Howe’er we range, in thee we fix at lat; 
Toft through tempeftuous feas (therv: oer) 
Pale we look back, and blefs thy friendly fhore. 
Our own ftrict judges our palt life we fean, 
And afk if glory bath entarg'd the fpan ; 
If bright the profpedt, we the grave defy, 
Trutt future ages, and contented die. (come, 
When firangers from far diftant climes fhall 
To view the pomp of this triumphant dome, 
Where rear'd aloft diffembled trophies ftand, 
And breathing labours of the fculptor’s hand, 
Where Koelter’s art fhall paint the fying Gaul, 
And Bourbon’s woes fhall fill the ftory’d wall ; 
Heirs of thy blood fhall o'er their bounteous board 
Fix Europe's guard, thy monumental fword, 
Banners that oft have wav'd on conquer'd walls, 
And trumps, that drown’d the groans of gafping 
Gauls. 
Fair dames thall oft, with curious eye, explore 
The coftly robes that flaughter’d generals wore, 
Rich trappings from the Danube’s whirpools 
broughr, 
(Hefperian nuns the gorgeoys broidery wrought, 
Belts tiff with gold, the Boian horfeman’s pride, 
And Gaul’s fair fiowers, in human crimfon dy’d) 
Of Churchill’ race, perhaps, fome lovely boy 
Shall nuk the burnith’d feel that hangs an 
igh, 
Shall gazc tranfported on its glittering charms, 
And reach it ftruggling with unequal arms, 
By figns the drum's tumultuous found requeft, 
Then feck, in ftarts, the hufhing mother’s brea, 
So, in the painter’s animated frame, 
Where Mars embraces the foft Paphian dame, 
The litele loves in {port his fauchion wield, 
Or join their ftrength to heave his ponderous 
fhield 
One ftrokes the plume in Tityon’s gore embrucd, 
And one the f{pear, that reeks with ‘I'yphon’s blood? 
Another's infant brows the helm fuftain, 
He nods his creft, and frights the fhrieking train. 
Thys, the rude tempeft of the field o’etblown, 
Shali whiter rounds of {miling years roll on, 
Our victors, bleft in peace, forget their wars, 
Enjoy paft dangers, and abfolve the ftars. 
But, oh: what forrows fhall bedew your urna, 
Ye honour’d Shades, whom widow’d Albion mourns! 
If your thin forms yet difcontented moan, 
And haunt the mangled manfions, once your own! 
Behold what flowers the pious mufes ftrow, 
And tears which in the midft of triumph flow ; 
Cyprefs and bays your envy’d brows furround, 
Your names the tender matrons heart thall 
wound, 
And the foft maid grow penfive at the found. 


POEMS. 
Areept, great’ Anne, the tears their memory 


fe “draws, 
Win Ris perith’d in their fovereign’s caufe : 
For titawin pity bid’tt the war give o’er, 


uén'tt hy fain heroes, nor wilt venture more. 


‘Vai price of blootraccach vidorious day ! 
RY Europe’s freedom doth that price repay) 
Lamented triumphs! when one breath muft tell, 


That Marlborough conquer'd, and that Dormer 
[narchs pale, 
5 Great Queen! whofe name ftrikes haughty mo- 


_fell, 


On whofe juft {ceptre hangs Europa’s fcale, 
‘Whole arm like niercy wounds, decides like fate, 
On whofe decree the nations anxious wait : 
from Albion’s cliffs thy wide-extended hand 
Shall o’er the main to far Peru command ; 
So vaft a tradt whofe wide domain fhall run, 
Its circling fkies fhall fee no fetting fun. 
Yhee, thee an hundred languages fhall claim, 
And fatage Indians {wear by Anna’s name; 
The line and poles fhall own thy rightful fway, 
And thy commands the fever’d globe ohey. 
the vaft ball thy new dominions chaia 
The watery kingdoms, and controul the main ; 
Magellan’s ftraits to Gibraitar they join, 
Acrofs the feas a formidable line; 
The light of adverfe Gaul we fear no more, 
Sut pleas'd fee Dunkirk now a guilelets fhore ; 
‘n vain great Neptune toré the narrow ground, 
And meant his waters for Britannia’s bound ; 
Wer giant genius takes a mighty ftride, 
And fets his foot beyond the encrvaching tide ; 
dn either bank the land its matter knows, 
And in the mid the fubjet ocean flows. 

So near proud Rhades, acrofs the raging flood, 
itupenduous form! the vatt Coluffusttoud, 
(While at one foot their thronging gallies ride, 

A whole hour’s fail fare reach the farther fide) 
Betwixt his brazen thighs, in loofe array, 
‘Ten thoufand (treamers on the billows play. 

By Harley's counfels Dunkirk now rettor'd 
‘To Britain's empire, owns her ancient lord. 

In him transfus'd his godlike father reigns, 

Rich in the blood which fweli’d that patriot’s veins, 

Who boidly faithTul met his fovereigu’s frown, 

And fcorn’d for gold to yield th’ important town. 

His fpo was born che ravifh’d prey to claim, 

And France fill trembles at an Farley's name, 

A fort fo dreadful to our Englith thore, 

Our flects fearce fear’d the fands or tempef’s more, 

Whofe valk expences to fuch fums amount, 

“Phat the tax'd Gaul fearce furnifh’d out th’ ac- 
count, {itrain, 

Whole wails fuch bulwarks, fuch vat towers re- 

Its weukeft ramparts are the rocks and main, 

His boait great Louis yields, and cheaply buys 

Thy fricndthip, Anna, with the mighty prize. 

Holland repining, and in grief-caft-down, 

Scesthe new glories of the Britifh crown : 

Ah. may they ne'er provoke thee to the fight, 

Nor foes, more dreadful than the Gaul, invite, 

Soon may they hold the olive, foon affuage 


heir {r2-s>nyermurs, nor call forth thy rage, 


; £0 rend their banks, and pour, at one command, 


‘Thy roa'n, the fea, o'er their precarious land. 
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Henceforth be thine, vice.gerent of the dian 
Scorn’d worth to raife, and vice in robes chattifey 
To dry the orphan’s tears, and from the bar 
Chafe the brib’d judge, and huth the wordy wary: 
Deny the curft blafphemer’s tongue to rage, ” 
And turn God’s fury from an impious age. 
Bieft change! the foldier’s late deftroying hand 
Shall rear new temples in his native land ; . 
Miitaken zealots fhall with fear behold, 
And beg admittance in our facred fold ; 
On her own works the pious queen fhall fmile, 
And turn her cares vpon her favourite ifle. 
So the keen belt a warrior angel aims, 
Array’d in clouds, and wrap: i» mantling flamed 
He bears a tempeft on his founding wings, : 
And his red arm the forky vengeance flings; + 
At length, heaven's wrath appeas'd, he quits th’ 
war, 
To roll his orb, and guide his deftin'd Nar, 
To thed kind fate, and lucky hours beftow, ' 
And fmile propitious on the world below. : 
Around thy throne fhall faithful nobles wait,’ 
Thefe guard the church, and thole dire@ the tated 
To Briftol, graceful in maternal tears, 7" 
The church her towery forehead gently rears, 
She begs her pious fon t’ affert her caufe, 
Defend her rights, and reinforce her laws; 
With holy zeal the facred work begin, 
To bend the ftubborn, and the meek to win. 
Our Oxford's earl in careful thought thalt ftand, 
To raife his queen, and fave a finking land.’ 
‘The weaithiett glebe to ravenous Spaniards knows, 
He marks, and makes the golden prize our own, 
Content with hands unfoil’d to guard the prize, 
And keep the fhore with undefiring eyes, 
So round the tree, that bore Hefperian gold 
The facred watch lay curl'd in many a fold, 
His cyes uprearing to th’ untafted prey? 
The fleeplefs guardian waited life away. 
Beneath the peaceful olives, rais’d by you, 
Her ancient pride fhali every art renew, 
(he arts with you, fam’d Harcourt, fhall defen 
And courtly Bolingbroke the mule’s friend.) 
With piercing eye fome fearch where nature plays, 
And trace the wanton threugh her darkfome, 
maze, yuu, 
Whence health from herbs; from feeds how grover® 
How vital ftreams in circling eddies run. 
Some teach why round the fun the ipheres advance, 
In the tix’d meafures of their myftic dance, (flow, 
How tides, when heav’d by prefling moons, o’er= 
And fun-born Iris paines her thowery bow, 
in happy chains our daring. language bound, 
Shall iport no more in arbitrary found, 
But buikin'd bards henceforth thall witely ragey . 
and Grecian plans reform Britannia’s Rage: 
Till Congreve bids her {mile, Auguita lands 
And longs to weep when flowing Rowe cofte 
mands. 
Britain’s {pe@tators fhall their ftrength combine“ 
To mend our morals, and uur tafte refine, 
Fight virtue’s canfe, ftand up in wit's defence, 
Win us from vice, and jaugh us into fenfe. 
Nor, Prior, haft thou huth’d the trump in vain, 
‘Thy lyre thall now revive her mirthful ftrain, 
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New tales thall now be told; if right f fee, 
» "The foul of Chaucer is reftor’d in thee. 
Garth, in majeftic numbers, to the ftars 
Shall raife mock heroes, and fantaftic wars; 
Like the young {preading laurel, Pupe, thy name 
Shoots up with ftrength, and rifes intu fame ; 
‘Whh Philips thall the peaceful vallies ring, 
And Britain hear a fécond Spenfer fing. (fine, 
‘That much-lov’d youth, whom Utreche’s wall con- 
To Briftoi’s praifgs fhall his Strafford’s join : 
He too, from whom attentive Oxford draws 
Rules for jut thinking, and poccic laws, 
. ‘To growing bards his Icarned aid fhall lend, 
“Phe fhriGett critic, and the kinaett friend. 
2v'n mine, a bathful mufe, whofe rude eflays 
Scarce hope for pardon, not afpire te praif2, 
Cherifh’d by you in time may grow to fame, 
And mine forvive with Brifol’s glorious name. 
Fir’d with the views this glittering fcene dif 
plays, 
- And fmit with paffion for my country’s praife, 
My artlefs reed attem;-ts this lofty theme, 
Where facred Ifis rolls her ancient ftream ; 
In cloifter’d domes the great Phil:ppu’s ; 
Where Jearning blooms, while fame and werth 
prefide, { 
‘Where the fifth Henry arts and arms was taught, 
And Edward form’d his Creffy, yet unfought, 
‘Where laurel'd bards have ftruck the warbling 
: ftrings, 
The feat of fages. and the nurfe of kings, 
Here thy commands, O fancafter, inflame 
My cager breaft to raife the Britifh name, 




















Urge on my foul, with no ignoble pr 

To woo the mufe, whom Addifon enjoy'd, 

Sce that bold fwain to heaven fublimely foar, 
: Purfue at diftance, and his tteps adore. 


TO MR. ADDISON, 
ON HIS OPEKA OF ROSAMON?. 


“ Ne fort? pudori 


Sit tibi mufa lyra folers, ct cantor Apollo.” 





‘Tue opera firlt Italian mafters taught, 
Eurich’d with fongs, but innocent of thought ; 
Britannia’s learned theatre difdains 
‘Melodious trifles, and enervate ftrains; 
And biuthes, on her injue'd ftage to fee 
Nonlenfe well-tun’d, aud fwect ftupidity. 
No charms are wanting to thy artful fong, 
Soft as Corcili, and as Virgil ftrong, 
From words fo fweet new grace the notes receive, 
And mufic borrows helps fhe us’d to give. 
‘Thy fiyle hath match’d what ancient Romans 
: knew, 
“Thy flowing numbers far excel the new. 
"Their cadence in fuch eafy found convey’d, 
‘The height of thought may feem fuperfiuous aid ; 
‘Yet in fuch charm» the noble thoughts abound, 
‘That needlefs feem the fweets of ealy fouad. 
Landikips how gay the bowery grotto yrelds, 
‘Which thought creates, and lavith fancy builds? 
What art can trace the vifiunary icenes, 
The dowery groves, and everlatting grocns, 


Of TICKELL. 


The babbling founds that mimi¢ ecno plays, 

‘The fairy thade, and its eternal maze? 

Nature and art in all their charms combk'd, 

And ail Elyfium to one view confin’d 

No further could imagination roams, ~ 

‘Till Vanbrugh fram’d, am—Bfarlhorough thy 
the dome, 

Ten thovfand pangs my anxious bofom tear, 
When drown’d in tears I fee th’ imploring fair 
When bards lefs foft the moving words fu 
A feeming juftice dooms the nymph t Fi 
But here fhe begs, nor can fhe beg in vain 
(fn dirges chus expiring fwans complain}; 

Each verfe fo twells expreffive of her woes, 

And every tear in lines fo mournful flows; 

Wc, fpite of fame, her fate revers'd believe, 
Overlook her crimes, and think fhe ought to live. 
Let joy falute fair Rofamonda’s fhade, 

And wreath crown the lovely maid. 
While now perhaps with Dido's ghoft fhe Faves, 
And hears and tells the ftory of their loves, 









j Alike they mourn, alike they blefs their fute, 


Since love, which made them wretched, makes 
them great. 
r that relentlefs doom Eemoan, 
h gain’d a Virgil, and an Addifon, 
Accept, great monarch of the Britith lays, 
The trivate fohg an humble fubje@ pays, 
So tries the articfs lark her early flight, 
And foars, to hail the god of verfe and light, 
Unrival'd as unmatch’d be {till thy fame, 
nd thy own laurels fhade thy envy'd name + 
Thy name, the boaft of all the tuneful quire, 
Shail tremble on the firings of every lyre; 
While the charm’d reader with thy thought 
complies 
Feels correfponding joys or forrows rife, 
And views thy Rofamond with Henry's eyes. 
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TO THE SAME, 
ON HIS TRAGEDY OF CATO. 


Too long hath love engtofs'd Britannia’s lage. 
And funk to foftnefs all our tragic rage + 

By that alone did empires fall or rife, 

And fate depended on a fair-one’s eyes + 

Uhe tweet infedtion, mix'd with dangerous art, 
Debas'd our manhood, while ir fovth’d the heart. 
You fcorn to raife a grief thyfelf mutt blame, 
Nor from our weaknefs fteel a vulgar fame + 

A patriot’s fall may juftly melt the mind, 

And tears flow nobly, fhed for all mankind. 

How do our fouls with generous pleafure glow! 
Our hearts exulting, while our eyes o'crilow, 
When thy firm hero ftands beneath the weight 
Of ail his fufferings venerably great; 

Rome’s poor remains ftill sheltering by his fide, 
With confcious virtue, and becoming pride * 

(he aged oak thus rears his head in air, 
His fap exhaufted, and his branches bare ; 
’Midit ftorms and earthquakes, he maintains his 

flate, a5 

Fixt deep in earth, and faften’d by his weigbe 
His naked boughs ftill iend the fhepherd: 
And bis old trunk projects an awful fhade 











POEM &. 


Araidft the joys triumphant peace beftows, 

Bor patriots fadden at his glorious woes; : 
* while tuey let the world’s great bufinefs wait, 

"anxious for Rome, and figh for Cato’s fare. 
Here taught how ancient heroes rofe to fame, 
GubSritons crow3d.,and,catch the Reman flame, 
(Were fates and fenates well might lend an ear, 

nd kings and priefts without a blush appear. 
“France hoafts ne more, but fearful to engage, 
Now firft pays homage to her rival’s ftage, 
Uetaiter iealanen thee, and learning fhall fubmit 
‘Alike to Britify arms, and Britith wit: 

‘No more the'll wonder, forc'd to do us right, 
‘Who think like Romans, could like Romans fight. 
Thy Oxford fmiles this glorious work to fee, 

And fondly triumphs in a fon like thee. 

The fenates, confuls, and the gods of Rome, 

Like old acquaintance at their native home, 

In thee we find: each deed, each word expreft, 
And every thought that fwell’d a Roman breaft, 
We trace each hint that could thy foul infpire 
With Virgil's judgment, and with Lucan’s fire: 
We kapef thy worth, and, give us leave to boaft, 
We moft admire, becaufe we know thee moft. 


THE ROYAL PROGRESS. 


Wuew Brunfwick firtt «ppear’d, cach honeft heart, 
Intent on verfe, difdain’d the rules of art; 
For him the fongfters, in unmeafur’d odes, 
Debas'd Alcides, and dethron’d the gods, 
In golden chains the kings of India led, 
Or rent the turban from the fultan’s head, 
One, in old fables, and the Pagan ftrain, 
With nymphs and tritons, wafts him o'er the 
main ; 

Another draws fierce Lucifer in arms, 
And fills th’ infernal region with alarms; 
A third awakes fome druid, to foretel 
Each future triumph, fron: his dreary cell. 
Exploded fancies! that in vair deceive, 
While the mind naufegtes what the can’t believe, 
My mufe th’ expe@ed hero thall purtue 
From clime to clime, and keep him ftill in view ; 
His thining march defcribe in faithful lays, 

' Content to paint him, nowprefume tg praife ; 
Their charms, if charms they have, the truth fup- 


plies, 
And from the theme unlabout’d beauties rife: 

By longing nations for the throne defign’d, 
And call’d to guard the rights of human-kind ; 
‘With fecret grief his godlike (oul repines, 

And Britain’s crown with joylefs luftre thines, 
While prayers and tears his degtin’d Progrefs ftay, 
And crowds of mourners choke their fovercign’s 

"way. : 

Not fo he march'd, when hoftile fquadrons ftood 

Jn fcenes of death, and fir'’d his generous blood ; 
When his hot courfer paw’d th’. Hangarian plain, 
And adverfe legions ftoad the fhock in vain. 
His frontiers paft, the Belgian bounds he views, 
And crofs the Jevel fields his march purfues,, 
Here pleas’d the land of freedom to furvey, 

~ He greatly fcortis the thirft of boundlefs fway. 

»-O'er the thin foil, with filent joy. he fpies 

" Tranfplanted woods, and bosrow'd verdure rife 





ATs 
Where every meadow.won with toil and blood, 
From haughty tyrants and the raging flood, , 
With fruit and flowers the careful hind fupplies, 
And clothes the marfhes in a rich difguife. 

Such wealth for frugal hands doth heaven decree, 
And fuch thy gift, celeftial Liberty } 

Through ftately towns, and many a fertile plaje. 
The pomp advances to the neighbouring main, 
Whole nations crowd around with joyful cries, 
And view the hero with infatiate cyes. 

In Haga’s towers he waits, till eaftern gales 
Propitious rife to fwell the Britith fails, 

Hither the fame of England's monarch brings 

The vows and friendfhips of the neighbouring 
kings; 

Mature in wifdom, his extenfive mind 

fakes in the blended interefts of mankind, 

‘The world’s great patriot. Calm thy anxiousbreaty 

Secure in him, O Europe, take thy ret; cy 

Henceforth thy kingdoms fhall remain confin’d . 

By rocks or fireams, the mounds which heavén 
defign'd ; 

The Alps their new-made monarch fhall reftraidiy ¢ 

Nor fhall thy hills, Pirene, rife ja vain, 

But fee | to Britain's ile the (quadrons ftand, 
And leave the finking towers, and leflening lands 
The royal bark bounds o’er the floating plain,- : 
Breaks through the billows, and divides the main, 
O’er the vaft deep, great monarch, dart thine cyony? 
A watery profpect bounded by the fkies+ 
Ten thouland veffels, from ten thoufand thores, 
Bring gumsand gold, and cither India’s Qores :,, 
Behold the tribures haftening to thy throne, 

Aad fee the wide horizon all thy own. 

Still is it thine; though now the cheerful crew 
Hail Albion's cliffs; juit whitening to the view. 
Before the wind with {welling fails they ride, 
Till Lhames receives them in his openigg tide. 
The monarch hears the thundering peals around, 
From trembling woods and echoing hills rebound, 
Nor miffes yet, amid the deafening train, 

‘The roarings of the hoarfe-refounding main. 

ais in the flood he fails, from either fide 
He views his kingdom in his rural pride; 

A various feene the wide fpread landikip yields, 

O’er rich enclofures and luxuriant fields ; 

A lowing herd cach fertile pafture-fills, 

And diftant flocks ftray o’er a thoufand hills. 

Fair Greenwich hid in woods with new. delight, 

Shade above fhade, now rifes to the fight ; 

His woods ordain’d to vifit every fhore, 

And guard the ifland which they grac'd before. 

The fun now rolling down the wettern way, 

A blaze of fires renews the fading day ; 
Unnumber’d barks the regal barge enfold, 
Brightening the twilight with its beamy gold; 
Lefs thick the finay fhoals, a counclefs try, 

Before the whale or kingly ceiphin iy. 

In one vaft fhout he feeks the cr-avded ftrand, 
And in a peal of thunder gains the land. 

Welcome, great ftranger, to our longing eyes, 
Oh! king defir'd, adopted Albion cries. : 
For thee the ealt breath’d out a profperous breeze, 
Bright were the funs, and gently fweli’d the feas, 
Thy prefence did each doubtful heart c.mpole, 

And factions wonder'd that they once were fecse 
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"That joyful day they‘loft each hoftile name, 

The fame their afpedt, and their voice the fame. 
So two fair twins, whole features were defign'd 

‘(Atone foft moment in the mother’s mind, 

Show. each the other with reflected grace, 

ind the fame beauties bloom in either face ; 

‘The puzzled ftranger which is which inquire ; 
“Delnfion grateful to the filing fire. 

+\. From that fair * hill, where hoary fages boaft 
Yo name the ftars, and count the heavenly hoft, 
By the next dawn doth great Augufta rife, 
‘Proud town ! the nobleft {cene beneath the tkies, 
@’er Thames her thoufand fpires their luftre thed, 

» @nd a vaft navy hides his ample bed, 

“A Boating foreft, From the diflant rand 

» A line of golden cars ftrikes o'er the land : 
‘Britannia’s peers in pomp and rich array, 

Before their king triumphant, lead the way. 

* Far as the cye can reach, the gaudy train, 

A bright proceffion, fhines along the plain. [ways 
So, haply, through the heaven’s wide pathlefs 

A’comet draws a long extended blaze; —_—[frame, 

From eaft to weft burns through the ethereal 

And half heaven’s convex glitters with the flame. 
Row to the regal towers fecurely brought, 

He plans Britannia’s glories in his thought ; 

Refames the delegated power he gave, 

Rewards the faithful, and reftores the brave. 

Whom (hail the mufe from out the shining throng 

Scled, to heighten and adorn her fong ? 

"Thee, Ualifex. To thy capacious mind, 

"Oman approv'd, is Britain’s wealth confign’d. 
Her coin, while Naffau fought, debas'd and rude, 
Hy thee in beauty and in truth renew’d, 

‘An arduous work | again thy charge we fee, 
‘And thy own care once more returns to thec. 
©! form’d in every feene to awe and pleafe, 
Mix wit with pomp, aud dignity with cafe : 
Though call'd to fhine aloft, thou wilt not feorn 
"To finite on arts thyfelf did once adorn 

For this thy name fucceeding time fhall praife, 
And envy jels thy garter, than thy bays. 

*‘Vhe mute, if fir'd with thy enlivening beams, 
Perhaps thall aim at more exalted themes, 
Record our monarch in a nobler ftrain, 

. And fing the opening wonders of his reign ; 
Bright Carolina’s heavenly beauties trace, 
ice valiant confurt, and his blooming race. 

_ A train of kings their fruicful loves fupptics, 

‘A ylorious (cene to Albion's ravith'd eyes 5 
Who fees by Brunfwick’s hand her fceptre fway'd, 
And turcugh his line from age to age convey'd. 


AN IMIPATION OF THE PROPHECY 
OF NEREUS. 
FROM HORACE. LOGK IX. ODE ZV. 
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4 "Uhracen, ac pede barbaro 

 Ludtratam Rhodopen.” Hor. 


As Mac bis round one morning took, 
Whom fome cail cas], und fome call duke) 
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And his new brethren of the blade, 
Shivering with fear and froft, furvey’d, 

On Perth's bleak hills he chanc’d to fpy © 

An aged wizard fix foot high, 

With briftled hair and vifage blighted, 
Wall-ey’d, bare-haunch'd,="4cond-fighted.” 

The grifly fage in thought profound =‘ 
Beheld the chief with back fo round, 
Then roll’d his eye-balls to and fro 
O’er his paternal hills of fnow, 

And into thefe tremendous {peeches “* 

Broke forth the prophet without breeches, 
Into what ills betray’d, by thee, 

This ancient kingéom do J fee! 

Her realms unpeopled and forlorn ! 

Wae's me! that ever thou wert born ! 

Proud Englifh joons (our clans o’ercome) 

On Scottifh pads fhall amble home; 

I fee them dreft in bonnets blue 

(The fpoils of thy rebellious crew) ; 

I fee the target caft away, 

And chequer'd plaid become their prev, 

The chequer’d plaid to make a gown 

For many a lafs in London town, 

{n vain thy hungry mountaineers 

Come forth in ali thy warlike gears, 
“the fhield, the piftol, durk, and dagger, 
In which they daily wont to fwagger, 
And oft have fally’d out to pillage 
The hen-roofts of fome peaceful village, 
Or, while their neighbours were afleep, 

Have carry'd off a lowland theep. 

What boots thy high-born hoft of beggars, 
Mac-leans, Mac-kenzies, and Mac-gregors, 
With popith cut-throats, perjur'd ruffians, 
And Fotter’s troop of raggamuffins, 

In vain thy fads around thee bandy, 
Inflam'd with bag-pipe and with brandy, 
Doth not beld Sutherland the trufty, 

With heart fu true, and voice fo rufty, 
(A loyal foul) thy troops affright, 
While hoarfely he demands the fight ? 
Dof chou not*generous ay dread, 
The braveft hand, the wifeft head? 
Undaunted doft thon hear th’ alarms 
Of hoary Athol fheath'd in arms? 

Douglas, who draws his lineage down 
From Thanes and Peers of high renown, 
Fiery, and young, and uncontroul’d, 

With knights, and "{quires, and barons bold, 
(His noble houlchold band) advances, 

And on the milk-white courfer prances. 
‘Vhee Forfar to the combat daree, 

Grown {warthy in Iberian wars: 

And Monro, kindled into rage, 

Sourly defies thee to engage; 

He'll rou: thy foot, though ne’er fo many, 
And herfz to boot—if thou hadit any. 

But {ee Argyll, with watchful eyes, 
Lodg’d in his deep entrenchments lies ! 
Couch'd ike a lion in thy way, 

He waits to {pring upon his prey 5 
While, likea herd of timorous deer. 
Yhy army fhakes and pants with fear, 
Led by their doughty general's fill, 
From frith to frith, from hill tc hill, 
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* Ye thus thy haughty promife paid 
‘That to the Chevalier was made, 
‘When thop didf oaths and duty barter, 
For dukedom, generalthip, and garter? 
Three moons thy Jeimmy fhall command, 
With Highland fceptre in his hand, 
Too goud for his pretended birth, 
——Then down fhall fall the king of Perth. 
*Tis fo decreed: for George thall reign, 
And traitors be forefworn in vain. 
“HeatvtMhall for ever on him fmile, 
And blefs bim ftill with an Argy'l. 
‘While thou, purfued by vengetul foes, 
Condemn’d to barren rocks and fnows, ~ 
And hinder'd paffing Inverlocky, 
Shall burn the clan, and curfe poor Jocky. 


. AN EPISFLE 
Fram @ Lady in England to a Gentlenan at Avignon. 


‘To thee, dear rover, and thy vanquith’d friends, 
‘he health, the wants, thy gentle Chloe fends. * 
"Though much you fuffer, think 1 {uffer more, 
Worle than an exile on my native fhore,~ 
Companions in your matter’s flight you roam, 
Unenvy'd by your haughty foes at home; 

For ever ocar the royal outlaw’s fide 

You thare his fortunes, and his hopes divide, 


‘On glorious fchemes, and thoughts of empire dwell, 


And with imaginary titles {well. 

Say, for thou know’ft ! own his facred line, 
‘The paffive dogtrine, and the right divine, 

ay, what new {uccours does the chief prepare ? 

he firength of armies? or the force of prayer? 
Does he from heaven or earth his hopes derive? 
From fainte departed, or from prictts alive? 
Nor faints nor priefts can Bruntwick’s troops with- 


ftand, 

«And beads drop ufelefs through the zealots hand; 
Heaven to our vows may future kingdoms owe, 
But fkill and-courage win the crowns below . 

Ere to thy caufe, and thee, my heart inclin'd, 

JOr love to party had feduc’d my mind, 

In female joys I took a dull delight, 

Slept all the morn, and punted half the night + 
But now, with fears and public cares poflett, 

‘The church, the church, for ever breaks my reft. 
‘The pofthoy on my pillow 1 explore, 

‘And fift the news of every foreign fhore, 
Studious to find new friends, and new allies ; 
“What armies march from Sweden in difguife; 
How Spain prepares her banners to unfold, — 
And Rome deals out her bleflings, and her gold 
"Then o'er the map my finger, taught to ftray, 
Crofs many a region marks the winding way ; 
From fea to fea, frém realm to realm I rove, 

And grow a mere geogeapher by loye : 

But ftill Avignon, and the pleafing coaft ies 
That holds thee banifh’d, claims my care the moft: 

* Oft on the weli-known fpot I fix my eyes, 
And fpan the diftance that between us lies. [pair, 
Let not our James, though foil’d in arms, def- 

Whilft on his fide he reckons half the fair s 
In Britain’s lovely ifle a thining throng 
War in his caufe, a thoufand beauties ftrong. © 


You. YUL 















yor] 
“<h’ unthinking victors valoly boaft heir powers 5 
Be theirs the mufket, while the tongue is ours. 
We reafon with tuch fluency and fire, 
The beaux we bafile, and the learned tire, 
Againft her prelates plead the church's caufe, - 
And from our judges vindicate the laws 
Then mourn not, hapiefs prince, thy kingdoms 
lof; 
Accrown, though late. thy facred brows may boatt ; 
Heaven feems through us thy empire to decreés_ 
Thofe who win hearts, have given their hearts to 
thee, F 
Haft thou not heard that when, profufely gay, 
Our well-dreft rivals grac'd their fovercign’s day, 
We ftubborn damfels mec the public view 
In Joathfome wormwood, and repenting rue? 
What Whig bat trembled, when our fpotlefs band 
In virgio rofes wbiren’d half the land! 
Who can forget what fears the foe poffelt, 
When oaken boughs mark’d every ioyal breaft $ 
Lefs fear’d than Medway’s ftream the Norman 
fto d, i 
When crofs the plain he fpy'd a marching wood, 3 
Vill, near at hand, a gleam «f fwords betray’ 


| The youth of Keat beucath its wandering thade ? 


+ Phofe who the fuccours of the fair detpife, _ 
May find that we have nails as well as eyes. 
The female bards, O prince by fortune croft, 
At leaf more courage than thy men can boat : 
Our fex has dar’d the mng-houle chiefs to meet, 
And purchas'd fame in manya well-fought fireet, 
From Drury-Lane, the region of renown, = 
he land of Jove, the Paphos of the town, 
Fair patriots fallying oft have put to flight 
With all their poles the guardians of the night, 
And bore, with {creams of triumph, to their fide 
The leader’s ftaff in all its painted pride. 
Nor fears the hawker in her warbling note’ - 
To vend the difcontented ftatefman’s thought, 
hough red with ttripes, and recent from the thong 
Sore fmitten for the love of facred fong, 
The tuneful fitters ftill purfue their trade, 
Like Philomela darkling ingbe thade, 
Poor Trott attends, forgetful uf a fare, ’ 
And hums in concert o'er his eafy chair. 

Mean while, regardlefs of the royal caufe, 
His fword fur James no brother fovereign draws, 
The Pope himfelf, furrounded with alarms, =< 
Yo France his bails, to Corfu fends his arms, 
And though he hears his darling fon’s complaint, 
Can hardly {pare one tutelary faint, : 
But lifts them all to guard his own abodes, 
And into ready moncy coins his gods. 
The dauntiefs Swede, purfued by vengeful foes, 
Scarce keeps his own hereditary fnows; . 
Nor mutt the fitendly roof of kind Lorrain 
With featts regale our garter’d youth again. 
cafe, Bar-le Duc, within thy filent grove | °° 
{he pheafant now may perch, the hare inay rove ; 
‘Vhe knight, who aims unerring from afar, 
Th’ adventurous knight, now quits the fylvan wat 
‘Thy brinded boars may lumber undifmay’d, * 
Or grunt fecure beneath the chefnur thade. 
Inconitant Orieans {till we mourn the dpy, 
That traficd Qricans with imperial fway,) © 
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D y how'd his fecret 
‘th’ infulting vi&tor’s feorn | (bed ! 


prodigies againft us turn’! © 
ive ore vain’! 
w ‘ ag: 


ory trult eclipfe again!” 


ntains ! be at peace, ye Mies! 
enceforth to sas 


then maft the royal wan 


ury, and 
hap 


t, de of thought, 
of faith his trufty vote! 
is tall in time of need, 
Suffiage fix a creed 4 
lated days pppear, 
urfe once a year! 
with prayers invoke, 


6 wee the vigbor’ 


de truth appear ! 
g paved heart, fincere. 
is fair fame difgrace ; 
1 falfehcod, when +, fhow'd his 
ur boaltful clans were led; 


in the dire fhock they fled; 
HOF Faifes to our fhame_ 
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's funds their wealth ail Europe throws, 
ae Thames the world dance flows rs 
sign'd fears and artificial cries, 
5 {ees fifty churches rift : 
as his worth is kgown, 
imly on his fheken throne. 
thought no beam of hope appears 
sh the long profpedt of fucceeding years. 
afpiring to his father’s fame, 
is fice : another and the fame. ' 
im lovely Carolina’s arms, 


ages propagates her charms: 












| Great 







} once more niay 


Already Albion’s coaft retires, . 
And Calais multiplics her {pires Pires 1 
At length has royal Orleans p: : . 

With open arms, the well-known | 
Before in facred friendfhip join’d, 4 P 
And now in counfels for mankind: ~ wt 


‘And plans the threaten'd world’s repofe, 


In vain new thoughts 
And ftrive to hate their 
© princefs! 
Blett in thy hufband 
As they from th 
While Europe 
Tran{planted to 
Thy fmile iter ad 
itria’s fo 7 tn x 
And fmooth the frowns of Bourbori’s hau: Fiee, 
The fair defcendents of thy facred bed, 
Wide-branching ting o’er the weftern world fhalt 
Like the fam’d Banian tree, whofe hoot 
‘To earthward bending of itfelf takes root, = 
Till, like their pocheg plant ten tho land. { 
In verdant arches on the fertile land; 
Beneath her fliade the’ mar tases sere 
Or Innt, at large, through the wi oin; 
O thou, to whom thefe mour ful line: 
My promis’d hufband, and my ceareft 
Since heaven app ve favour’ 








Tove. 


end, 


And blood 
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igtor’s mercy bend: 

What fares whole thoufands, may to thee extend. 
Should blinded friends thy doubtfu conduét blame, 
Great Brunfwick’s virtue fhall fec a 

Say thefe invite thee to ap; 
And own the monarch, hea’ 
The world, conyinc'd, thy reafons wi approve; 
Say this to them; but fwear to me ’twas love. 












_ AN ODE, — 
Occafiamed by bie Excellency the Bart of 5 lA 






Farr daughter once 

Tn fafety o’er the’ floods, 

Britannia’s boaft and darling care, 

Big with the fate of Europe, bear. 

May winds'propitious on his way 

‘The minifter of peace convey; 

Nor rebel wave, nor rifing 

Great George’s liquid realms ze 
Oar vows are heard. ‘Thy crowded fails” 

Already fwell with weftern gales; 






























Whilft his clear fchemes our patriot 
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POEM & ; 
| May none pretend upon her throne to fit, 


"They fix each haughty monarch’s doom, 
And blefs whole ages yet to come. 
Henceforth gréat Brunfwick fhall decree 
What flag muft awe the Ty:rhene fea; 
From whom the Tufcan grape thall glowy 
And fruitful Arethufa flow. “ 
See in firm leagues with Thames combine 
The Seine, the Maefe, and diftant Rhine ! 
Nor, Ebro, let thy fingle rege ’ 
‘WithRAlf the warring world engage. 
Oh! calf to mind thy thonfands dain, 
And Almanara’s fatal plain; : 
While yet the Gallic terrors fleep, 
Nor Britain thunders from the deep, 


PROLOGUE 
Lo the Univerfty of Oxford, 1724. - 


Wuart ‘kings hegccforth fhall reign, what fates 
. be free; f 
ifr at Jength by Anna’s juft decree: 7 
ofe brows the mufe’s facred wreath fhall fit, 
“Is left to you the arbiters of wit. 
With beating hearts the rival poets wait, 
Till you, Athenians, thal] decide their fate ; 
Secure, when to thefe learned feats they come, . 
Of equal judgment, and impartial doom, 
Poor is the player's fame, whofe whole raxown 
‘Is but the praife of a capricious town ; 
While, with mock-majefty, and fancy’d power, 
He ftruts in robes, the monarch of aa hour. 
Oft wide of nature myft he ad a part, 
Make love in tropes, in bombatt break his heart : 
Jn turn and fimile refign his breath, 
And rhyme and quibble ia the pangs of death, 
We biuth, when plays like thele receive applaufe; 
And laugh, in fecret, at the tcars-we caufe; * 
‘With honeft feorn our own fuccefs difdain, ~ 
A worthleds honour, and inglorious gain. 
No trifling fcencs at Oxford hall appear ; 
Well, what we blush to act, may you to hear, | 
‘To you our fam’d, our flandard plays we bring, 
‘The work of pocts, whom you taught to fing : 
“Though crown’d with fame, they dare not think 
. it due,, 
Nor take the laurel till beftow’d by you, 
Great Cato’s felf the glory of the ftage, 
‘Who charms, corrects, exalts, and fires the age, 
Begs here he may be try’d by Roman laws; 
To you, O fathers, he fubmits his caufe; 
He refts not in the people’s general voice, - - 
‘Till you, the fenate, have confirm'd his choice. 
Fine is the fecret, delicate the art, ? 
To wind the paffions, and command the heart; > 
For fancy’d ills to force our tears to fow, 
And make the generous foul in love with woe; 
To raifethe thades of heroes to our view; eed 
Rebuild fall’n empires, and old time renews 
How hard the tafk! how rare the godlike rage? 
‘None fhould prefume to dictatefor the ftage, -, 
But fuch as boalt a great extenfive mind, 
Enrich'd by nature, and by art refin’d; —_[bring, 
Who from the ancient ftores their kgowledge 
Aad tafled carly of the mules’ fpring. 





wy 


But fuch as, fprung from you, are born to wit + 
Chofen by the mob, their Jawlefs claum we dight + 


| Yours is the old hereditary right. 


THOUGHTS 
aned by the fight of an Original Piftureof King 
Charles I, Taken at the time of bis Trial, 
INSCRIBED TO GEORGE-CLARKE, ESQ. 
« ——Animum piGura pafcit inani 
:* Multa gemens, largoque humedtat flumine 


 woltum,” Vaac. 
Can’ this be he! tould Charles, the good, the 
great, : 


4 Be funk by heaven to fach a difmal ftate! 


How meagre, pale, neglected, worn with care? 
What fteady fadnefs, and auguft defpair ! 

{n thofe funk eyes the grief of years I trace, 
And forrow feems acquainted with that face, * 
Tears, which his heart difdain'd, from me o’er- 
‘ flow, 

Thus to furvey God's fubftitute below, 
§n folemn anguith, and majeftic woe. ; 
When fpoil’d of empire by unhallowed hands, 

Sold by his flaves, and held in impious bands ; 
Rent from, what oft had fweeten’d anxious life, 
Hishelplefs children, and his bofom wife; 
Doom’d for the faith, plebeian rage to ftand, 


| And fall a victim for the guilty land ; 


“Then thus was feen, abandon’d and forlorn, 

‘The kiny, the father, and the faint to mourt, 

How could’ft thou, arti, then thy fkill difplay ? 

‘Fhy fteady hands thy favage heart betray: 

Near thy bold work the ftunn’d {pedtators fajne, 

Nor fee unmov’d, what thou unmov’d could’ 
paint. © eens te 

What brings to mind each various fcene of omg 


] Th’ infulting judge, the folemn-miccking fhow, 


The horrid fentence, and accurfed blow, 
Where then, juit heaven, was thy unactive hand, 
Thy idle thunder, and thy lingering brand! 
Thy adamantine fhield, thy angel wings, 
And the great Genii of anointed kings! 
Treafon and fraud fhall thus the ftars regard! 
And injur’d virtue meet this fad reward! 
So fad, none ke, can-time’s old records tell, 
Though Pompey bled, and poor Darius fell! 
AH names but one too low— that one too high: 
All parallels are wrongs, or blafphemy. ‘ 
© power fupreme? How feeret are thy ways! 
Yet man, vain man, would trace thy myftic mage, 
With foolith wifdom, arguing, charge his God, 
His balance hold, and guide his angry rod; z 
New-mould the {pheres, and mend the tky’s defien, 
And found th’ immenfe with his thort fcanty ling. 
Do thou, my foul, the deftin’d period wait, 
When God thal] folve the dark decrees of fate, 


-His now unegqaal difpenfations clear, 


And make all wife and beaatiful appear 
When fuffering faints aloft in beams fhall glow, 
And profperous traitors gnafh their teeth below. 
Such boding thoughts did guilty confeiensz dait, 
A picdge of heil to dying ears heart = 
ere Pe A A 


es 
‘Then this pale image feem’d 1’ invade his room, 
Gaz’d him to ftone, and warn’d him te the tomb. 
‘While thunders toll, and nimble lightnings play, 
And the ftorm wings his {potted foul away. 
A blaft more bougteons ne'er did heaven com- 
mand “ 
‘To {cater bleffings o'er the Britith land. (Spain, 
Not that more kind, which dath’d the pie of 
And whirl'd her cruth’d Armada ropnd the main; 
Not thofe more kind, which guide our floating 
towers, 
‘Waft gums and gold, and made far India ours; 
‘hat only kinder, which to Britain’s fhore 
Did mitres, crowns, and Stuart’s race reftore, 
Renew'd the church, revers’d the kingdomfs 
‘ doom, ~° : 
And brought with Charics an Anna yet to come, 
O Clarke, to whom a Stuart trufts her reign: - 
O’er Albion’s fleets, and delegates the main ; 
Dear, as the faith thy Joyal heart hath fworn, 
‘Tranfmit this piece to ages yet unbern, 
‘This fight fhall damp the raging ruffian’s breaft, 
"Phe poifon fpill, and half-drawn fword arreft; 
‘Yo foft compaffion ftubborn traitors bend, = ** 
And, one deftroy’d, a thoufand kings defend. 


A FRAGMENT OF 4 POEM ON HUNTING. 


“ Dona cino divéim, laetas venantibus artes,” 
“ Aufpicio. Diana, tuy—” Grativs. 


"Horses and hounds, their gare, their various race, 


. "Phe numerous beatts, that range the rural chafe, 





"The huntfinan’s chofen fcenes, his friendly flars, 

‘The laws and glory of the fylyan wars, we 

J firft in Britifh verfe prefume to raife; > 

A venturous rival of the Roman praife. 

Let me. chafte queen of woods, thy sid obtain, 

Bring here ‘thy light foot nymphs, and {prightly 

train’: 

¥f oft, o'er lawns, thy care prevents the day 

‘To rovie the foe, and pkefs the bounding prey, 

Woo thine own Phoeus in the tafk to join, | 

And grant me genius for the bold defign. 

Jo this foft fhade, O footh the warrior’s fire, 

And fit his bow-ftring to the trembling lyre ; 

And teach, while thus their arts and arms we fing, 

‘The groves to echo and the vales to ring. : 
+ ee eR RR ORS 

ee 

Thy care bé firft the various gifts to trace, _ 

‘The minds and genius of the latrant race, ~'s 

In powers diftingt the different clans excel, 

Jn fight, ot fwiftnels, or fagacious finell ; 

By wiles ungencroys fome furprife the prey, 

«ind fome by courage win the doubtful day. 

Sceft thou the gaze-hound! how with glance fe 

vere, 

From the clofe herd he marks the deftin'’d deer! 

How every nerve the greyhound’s ftretch difplays, 

‘The hare preventing in her airy maze; 

‘The jucklefs prey how treacherous tumblers gain, 

éind dauntlefs wolf-dogs fhake the lion’s mane ; 

Orer all, the blood. hound boafts fuperier fkill, 

‘To Scent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill! 


+] His back is crooked, and his belly plain, ws 
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His fellows’ vain alarstis rejeéts with feorn, 
True to the mafter’s voice, and learned horn, 
His noftrils oft, if ancient fame fing true, 
Trace the fly felon through the tainted dew 3 
Once {nuff'd, he follows with unalter’d aim, 
Nor odours Jure him from the chofen game; 
Deep;mouth’d he thunders, and inflam’d he views, 
Springs on relentlefs, and to death purfues, 

Some hounds of manners vile (nor lefs we find: 
Of fops in hounds, than in the reafoning Bel) * 


| Puff'd with conceit run gladding o’er the plain 
‘| And from the feent divert the wifer train; 


For the foe’s footiteps fondly (nuff their own, 
And mar the mufic with their fenfelefs tone 3 
Start at the flarting prey, or ruftling wind, 
And, hot at firlt, inglorious Jag behind. 
A fauntering tribe! may fach my fues difgrace! 
Give me, ye gods, to breed the nobler race. 
Nor grieve thou to attend, while truths unknowa 
I fing, and make Athenian arts our own. © 
Doft thou in hounds afpire to deathlefs fame? 
Learn well their lincage and their ancient ftem, 
Each tribe with joy old ruftic heralds trace, 
And fing the chofen worthies of their race; 
How his fire’s features in the fon were [py’d, 
When Die was made the vigorous Ringwood’s 
bride, os se 
Lefs fure thick lips the fate of Auftria doom, 
Or eagle nofes rul’d almighty Rome 
Good fhape to various kinds old bards confine, 
Some praife the Greek, and fome the Roman ling; 
And dogs to beauty make as differing claims, 
As Albion’s nymphs, and India’s jetty dames, 
Inimenfe to name their Jands,to mark their bounds, 
And paint the thoufand families of hounds : 
Firft fount the fands, the crops where oceang 
low, 
Or Gauls by Marlborough fent to thades below, 
The tak be mine, to teach Britannia’s {wains, 
My much-lov’d country, and my native plains. 
Such be the dog, I charge, thou mean’ft to train, 





Of fillet ftretch’d, and buge of haunch behin 
A tapering tail, that nimbly cuts the wind; * - 
‘Crufs-thigh’d, ttraight-hanr'd, and fox-like form’d 
his paw, : 
Large-leg’d, dry fol’d, and of protended claw. 
His flat, wide nofirils {nuff the favoury fteam,, 
And from his eyes he thoots pernicious gleam; 
Middling his head, and prone to earth his view, 
With ears and cheft that dafh the morning dew 3 
He beft to ftem the fleod, to leap the bound, x 
And'charm the Dryads with his voice profound 
To pay large tribute to his weary lord, : 
And crown the fylvan hero's plenteous board, 
‘The matron bitch whofe womb fhall beft pro 
duce 
The hopes and fortune ofth’ illuftrious houfe, 
Deriv’d’from noble, but from foreign feed, 
For various nature lothes inceftuous breed, 
Is like the fire’ throughout. Nor yet difpleafe 
Large flanks, and ribs, to give the teemer eafe. 
In {pring let Joofe thy pairs: Then ali. thingy 





prove - es 
The flings ef plegfure, and the pangs of love 3 


POEM & 


SEchereal Jowe then gladé, with genial fhowers,: « 
Earth's mighty womb, and ftrews her lap with 
flowers. . 
sfHlence juices giount, and buds, embolden’d, try - 
. More kindlyJoreezes, and a fofter fky : 
Kind Venus revels.sHark! on every bough, + 


In lulling ftrains the feathcr'd warblers woo. ‘> * 


Fell tigers foften. in th’ infeQious flames, 
nd lions, fawning, court their brinded dames ¢ 
fers love pervades the deep ; to pleafe his mate, 
- héPhale, in gambols, moves his monftrous 
S weight, “ : 
pReav'd by his wayward mirth old ccean roars, " 
‘And featter’d navies bulge on diftant fhores. 
+ Allnature fmiles; come now, nor fear, my love, 
To tafte the odours of the woodbine grove, 
"To pafs the evening glooms in harmle(s play, 
And, fweetly fwearing, languifh life-away. 
_An altar, hound with recent flowers, f rear 
To thee, beft feafon of the various year 5 
All hail! fuch days in beauteous order ran, 
So fwift, fo fweet, when firft the world began, 
In “Eden’s bowers, when man's great fire affign’d 
The names and natures of the brutal kind. 
‘Then Jamb and lion friendly walk’d their round, 
And hares, undaunted, lick’d the fondling hound ; 
Wond’rous to tell! but when, with lucklefs hand, 
Our daring mother broke the fale command, 
_ Then want and envy brought their meagre train, 
‘Then wrath came down, and death hud leave to 
reign: 
Hence fees earth’d, and wolves abhor'd the day, 
And hungry churls enfnar’d the nightly preys 
Rude arts at firit ; but witty want refin’d 
‘The huntfman's wiles, and famine form'd the mind. 

Bold Nimrod firft the Jion’s trophies wore, 

The panther bound, and lane’d the briftling boar ; 
- ‘He taught to turn the hare, to bay the deer, 

And wheel the courfer in his mid career : 

Ah, had he there reftrain’d his tyrant hand! 

Let me, ye powers, an humbler wreath demand. 

No pomps I afk, which crowns and {ceptres yield, 

Nor dangerous laurels in the dutty fields 

Fatt by the foreft, and the limpid fpring, 

Give me the warfare of the woods to fing, 

'To breed my whelps, and healthful prefs the game, 

A mean, inglorious, but a guiltlefs name. 

And now thy female bears in ample womb 
The bane of hares, and triumphs yet to come. - 
No fport, 1 ween, nor Dlaft of fpri: htly horn, 
Should tempt me then to burt the whelps un- 

born, 673 
Unlock’d, in covers let her freely run, : 
To rauge thy courts, and bafk before the fins: 

: Near thy fuil rable let the favourite ftand, 
Strok’d by thy fon’s, or blooming daughter’s hand. 
Carefs, indulge, by arts the matron bribe, 

_ TE” improve her breed, and teem a vigorous tribe. 

So, if fmall things may be compar’d with great, 
And nature's works the mules imitate, 

So, ftretch’d in thades, and lull'd by murmuring 
ftreams, 
Great Maro’s breatt receiv’d the heavenly dreams. 
Reclufe, ferene, the mufing pr: phet lay, 
‘Till thoughts in embsyo, ripening, durft their way. 
7 


qat 
Hence bees in tate, and foaming coutfers come 
Heroes, and gods, arid walls of lofty Rome, 
* * * & © &€ & & OF 
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TO APOLLO MAKING LOVE. 
FROM MONSIEUR FONTENELLE. 


Tam, cry’d Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd, 

And panting for breath, the coy virgin purfued, 
‘When his wifdom, in manner moft ample, expref’'d 
The long lift of the graces his godthip poffe(s'd = 


Fai the god of {weet fong, and infpirer of lays; 
Nor for lays, nor fwect fong, the fair fugitive ftays; 
I'm the god’of the harp—ftop my faireft—in vain 5 
Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her 
again. 

Every plant, every flower,and their virtues I know, 
God of light I'm above, and of phyfic below : 

At the dreadful word phyfic, the nymph fled more 


fat; “ 
At the fatal word phyfic fhe doubled her hafte. 


Thou fond god of wifdom, then, alter thy phrafe, 
Bid her view the young bloom, and thy ravithing 

rays, . » [charms, 
Telt her lef of thy knowledge, and more of thy 
And, my life for't, the damfel will fly to thy arms. 


‘THE FATAL CURIOSITY. 


Moc had I heard of fair Francelia’s name, 
The lavith praifes of the bubler, fame + 

I thought them fuch, and went prepar'd to pry, 
And trace the charmer, with a critic's eye. 
‘Refolv’d to find fome fault, before unfpy'd, 
Arid difappeinted, if but fatisfy'd. 

Love pierc'd the vaffal heart, that durft rebel, 
And, where a judge was meant, a vidtinn fell: 
On thofe dear eyes, with {weet perdition gay, 

I gaz’d, at once, my pride and foul away; 
Allo’er I felt the lufcious poifon run, 
Aid, in a look, the hafty conqueft won. 

Thus the fond moth around the taper plays, 
And fports and flutters near the treacherous blaze > 
Ravith'd with joy, he wings his eager flight, 
Nor dreams of euin in fo clear a light ; 

He tempts his fate, and courtsa glorious doom, 
A bright deftrudtion, anda fining tomb, 


” 


TO ALADY; 
< WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHOENIX. 


Lavise of wit, and bold, appear the lines, 
Where Ciaudian’s genius in the Phoenix fhines ; 
A thoufand ways cach brilliant point is turn’d, 
And the gay poem. like its theme, adorm’d : 

A tale more ftrange ne'er grac’d the poet’sart,’ 
Nor e’er did fi@tion play fo wild a part. 

Each fabled charm in matchlefs Calia meets, 
The heavenly colours, and ambrofial fweets ; 
Her virgin bofom chafter fires furplies, 

And beams more piercing guard her kindred eyes 
O’erfluwing wit th’ imagin’d wonder drew,, 

But fertile fancy ne’er can reach the true, 

: . Dailj 


fia 
Now buds your youth, yeur checks their bloosi 
difciofe, , 

Ph’ untainted lily, and unfolding rofe; 

Safe in youy mion, and (weetnels in your face, 

You fpeak a fyren, and you move a grace; * 
Nor time fhall urge thefe beauties to decay, 
While virtue gives, what years shall fteal away : 
‘The fair, whofe youth can boalt the worth of age, 

+ In age fhall with the charms of youth engage; 

tn every change ftill lovely, {till the fame, , 
A faiter Photnix in a purer flame. 


A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHOENIX: , 
: ¥ROM CLAUDIAN. 
Yr utmoft ocean lies a lovely iffe, 
‘Where {pring {till blooms, and greens for ever {mile, 
Which fees the fun put on his firtt array, . 
And hears his panting fteeds bring on the day; 
‘When, from the deep, they rnth with rapid force, 
And whirl aloft, to run their glorious courfe 5 
‘When firft appear the ruddy ftreaks of light, 
aind glimmering beams difpel the parting night. 
In thefe foft thades, unpreft by human feet, 
"Phe happy phcenix keeps his balmy feat, 
Fur from the world disjoin’d; he reigns alone, 
Alike the empire, and its king unknown. 
‘wA godlike bird! whofe endlefs round of years 
‘ Ontlafts the fare, and tires the circling fpheres ; 
Not us'd jike vulgar birds to eat his fill, 
‘Or drink the cryftal of the murmaring rill;_¢ 
But fed with warmth from Titau’s purer ray, 
Aud flak’d by Qrcams which eaftern feas conveys 
“Still he renews his life in thefe abodes, 
Coatemns the power of fate, and mates the gods, 
Nis fiery eyes fhoot forth a glittering ray, 
And round his head ten thoufand glories play ; 
High on his creft, a ftar.celeftial bright” 
Divides the darknefs with its piercing light; 
His legs are ftain’d with purple’s lively dye, 
His azure wings the fircting winds outfly ; 
Soft piumes of cheerful blue his limbs enfold, . 
yEnrich’d with fpangles, and bedropt with gold 
:  Begot by none himfelf, begetting none, 
Sire of himfelf he is, and of himfelf the fon ; 
‘His life in fruitful death renews his date, 
And kind deftru@ion but prolongs his fate + 


-Ev’o in the grave new ftrength his limbs receive, 


And on the funeral pile begin to live. 

For when a thoufand times the fummer fua~” 

His bending race has on the zodiac run, 

‘And when as, oft the vernal figns have roli’d,’ 

As oft the wintery brought the numbing cold; 

‘Then drops the bird, worn out with aged cares, 

And bends beneath the mighty load of years. 
30 falls the fately pine, that proudly grew, 

?¥be thade and glory of the mountain’s brow. 

When picre’d by blafts, and {pouting clouds o’er- 

i Tpread, * “ @ 

Tt, lowly finking, fiods its tottering head, 

Part dies by winds, and part by fickly rains, 

Ard wafting age deftroys the poor remains, 
‘Then, as the filver emprefs of the night; 

€Y ovtouded, glimmers in a fainter light, 





as lazy rodnds farce roll bis feeble eyes, 


-Who ha: 








, frcz'n with age, and fhuc from light fupplies, 
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And thofe fleet wings, for ftrength suit fpeed He: 
nown’d, 

Scarce rear th’ inadtive lumber from the ground, 
Myfterious arts a fecond time create ‘ 

The bird, prophetic of a-proaching fate. 7 

Pil'd on aheap Sabaan herbx-be lays, 

Parch’d by his fire the dua’s intenfeft rays; 

‘Fhe pile defign'd to form his funeral fcene 

He wraps in covers of a fragrant green, 

And bids his {picy heap z. once became’ 


| A grave déeftrutive, and teeming womlft 


JOn the rich bed the dy.ng wonder lics, 
imploring Phebus with perfuafive cries, 
To dart upon him in colfedted rays, 
And new-create him in a deadly blaze. 
‘The god beholds the fuypliaut from afar, 
And tops the progrefs af his heavenly car. 
* O thou, fays he, whom harmlefsfires fhall barn; 
“ Thy age the flame to fccond youth shall cn 


| ¢ An infant’s cradle is thy funeral-urn. . , 


“ Thou, on whom-heaven ‘has fix’d th’ attibiguone® 
; “ doom 
“ To live by ruin, and by death to bloom, | 
* Thy life, thy ftrength, thy lovely form renew, 
“© And-with freth beautiesdonbly charm the view.” 
” Thus fpeaking, ’midft the aromatic bed 


. A golden beam he toffes from his heads 


Swift as defire, the fining ruin flies. 
And ftraight devours the willing facrifice, 
fies to perifh in the fertile fire, - 
Sink into ftrength, and into life expire. 
In flames the circling odours mount om highs 
Perfume the air, and glitter in the fky,. 
_The moon‘and ftars, amaz’d, retard their flight 
And nature ftartles at the doubtful fight ; 
For, whilft the pregnant urn with fury glows,: 


“| The goddefs labours with a-mother’s throes, 


Yet joys to cherith, in the friendly flames, 
The uobleft produ& of the fill fhe claims. 
‘Th’ enlivening duft its head begins to rear, * 
And on the athes fprouting plumes appear 
In‘ the dead bird reviving vigour reigns, 


-| And life returning revels in his veins: 


A new-born -Pheenix ftarting from the flame, 
Obtains at once a fon’s, and father’s name ; 
And the great change of double life difplays, 
In the fhort moment of one tranfient blaze. 
On his new pinions to the Nile he bends, 


‘| And to the gods his parent urn commends, 


‘Vo Egypt bearing, with majeftic pride, 


|| ‘The balmy neft, where firft-he liv'd and dy’d.- - 
Birds of all kinds admire th’ unufual fight, , 


And grace the triumph of his infant flights ‘i 
In crowds unnumber d round their chief they fly,. 
Opprefs the air, and cloud the fpacious fky ; 

Nor dares the fierceft of the winged race 
Obftru& his journey through th’ cthereal {paces 
The hawk and eagle ufelels wars forbear, By 
Forego their courage, and confent to fear; 

‘The teather'd nations humble homage bring, 


| And blefs the gaudy fight of their ambrofial king. 


Lefs glittering pomp does Parthia’s monarch 
Commanding legions to the dulty field; [yied, 
Though fparkling jewels on his helm abound, 
And rofal'gold his awful head furround; 


And wreath 


_*| Th? ambrofial eae o hy 






O’ertop’dthe mountar a¢ 
‘When the rath youth igh abodes, 
8 the Skies, and fcar’d the deathlefs gods. 
es, thou fhale fill remain, 
3 


Fate's t ws all brave, 






ran! ; 
Baflle deftrution, and elude the grave. , 


ke VERSES TO MRS. LOWTHER 
h ON BER MARRIAGE. 
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sO ap Pe 
Tu greatett fwain that treads th’ Arcadian grove, 
' . Our thepherds envy, and onr vi love,” 
His charming aymph, his fofter fair obtains, 
“The bright Diana of our flowery plains ; 
He, ’midft the graceful, of fuperior grace, 
And fhe the loveliet of the lovelieft race. 
Thy fruitful influence, guardian Juno, hed, 
And crowa the pleafures of the genial bed :* 
Raife thence, their future joy, a {miling heir, 
t Bravevas the father, asthe mother fair. +. 
f ‘Well may’ft thon shower thy choiceft gifts on thofe, 
t ‘Who boldly rival thy matt hited foes; 
‘The vigorous bridegroom with Alcides vies, 
And the fair bride has Cytherea’s eyes ; 


TO A LADY ;: 
WITH A PRESENT OF FLOWERS. 


‘Tur fragrant painting of our flowery fields, 
‘The choiceft ftores that youthful fummer. yields, 
Strephon to fair Eliza hyth convey'd, 
The fweetek garland to the fweeteft maid. 
O cheer the flowers, my fair, and let them reft 
On.theElyfium of thy fnowy breaft, — - 
_f And there regale the fell, and charm the view, 
With riches odours, and a lovelier hue. 

: K 








_| And Venus 


Ten thoufand bez 
How fair the cha 
But ah! gpdon sd 
The fading luftre of one 
This night fhall fee the gaudy d 
pore 3 
to . 

Actas teen y fo Ri chi 
Be wife, my fair, the prefent hour impro 
Let joy be now, and now a waite of lo 

ing bloom fhall plead thy.j 
fhow’d thy ty, 


As Damon Chloe’ 

He figh'd, and languif 

For Cupid taught the artift hand its 

wanton’d in the mimic 
Now he laments a look fo f 

And almoft damns, what yet r 

Now he devours it with his 

Mow fated, from the lovely p 

Yet burns to look again, yet I 

Her ivory neck-his lips pene 

And his bold bands the fyelli 

The fwain drinks in de Thais 

Melts without hi b 

» Strange power of paint 

Struck withlike ; old, P; 

And hugg’d to life his artificial 

Clafp, new Pygmalion, clafp the fe 

Perhaps ev’n vow th’ enlivening 

Deflit'd tocrown thy joys, and¥evel 

Thy arms, which hall with fire fo fierce 

That the at once fhall be, aod ceafe to be 
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PART OF THE FOURTH BOOK OF Li 

Cefar, having refolved to give battle to 
and Afranius, Pompey’s licutenants in 
encan’ fear the enemy in the fa 
The viour of their foldiers, at 


and knowing one another, is the fubject o 
following verfes. : 










Tuer ancient friends, as now they nearer 
Prepar'd for fight the wondering foldie 
Brother, with © in unnatural 
And the fon arm’d againft the father’s fi 
Curft civil war | then confcience firlt was 
And the tough veteran’s heart began to mel 
Fix’d in dumb forrow all at once they 
‘Then wave, @ pledge of peace uiicl 
Da 


/ 





ax THE WORKS 
To vent ten thoufand ftrugpling paffions move, 
‘The ftings of nature, and the pangs of love. 

: All order broken, wide their arms they throw, 
And run with tranfport, to the longing foe :. 
Here the long loft acquaintance neighbours claim, 
There an old friend recalls his comrade’s name, 
Youths, who in arts beneath one tutor grew, 
Rome rent-in twain, and kindred hofts they view. 

Tears wet their impious arms, a fond relief, 
And kiffes, broke by fobs, the words of grief; 
Though yet no blood was fpilt, each anxious mind 
With horror thinks on what his rage defign'd. 
Ab! generous youths, why thus, with fraitlefs pain, 
Beat ye thofe breafts? why guth thofe eyes in vain ? 
‘Why blame ye heaven, and charge your guilt on 


fate? * y 
‘Why dread the tyrant, whom yourfelves maké 
great? 


Bids he the trumpet found? the trumpet flight.- 
Bids he the ftandards move? refufe the fight, 
Your gencrals, left by you, will Jove again 
A for and father, when they're private men. 
Kind Concord, heavenly born $ whofe biifefut 
reign 
Holds thie vaft globe in one furrounding chain, 
Whofe laws the jarring elements contreul, 
And Init each atom clofe from pole to pole ; 
Soul of the world! and love's eternal fpring 1 
This lucky hour, thy aid fair goddefo bring! 
‘This lucky hour, ere aggravated crimes 
Heap guilt on guilt and doubly fain the times. 
No veil henceforth for fin, for pardon none ; 
They know their duty, now their friends are 
known, 
Vain with! from blood hort mutt the refpite be, 
lew crimes, by love evchanc'd, this night fhallfce: i 
Such is the will of fate, and fuch the hard decree. 
*Twas peace, From cither camp, now void of 
om fear, . ’ 
‘The foldiers mingling cheerful feafts prepare : 
On the green fod the friendly bowls were crown’d 
And hafty banquets pil’d upon the ground ; 
Around the fire they talk , one fhows his fears, _ 
‘One tells what chance firft léd him to the wars 5 
Their ftorics o'er the tedious night prevail, 
And the mute circle Jiftens to the tale; 
‘They own they fought, but {wear they ne’er could 
' hate, : 
Deny their guilt and lay the blame on fate 
Their love revives. to make them guiltier grow, 
A fhort-liv'd bh fling, bur to heighten woe. 
When to Petrei.s firft the news was told, 
"The jealous general thought his legions fold. 
Swift with the guards, hi- headftrong fury drew, 
From out his camp be drives the hoftile crew ; 
Cuts clafping friends afunder with his fword, 
And ftains with blood each Hofpitable board. 
! Then thus his wrath breaks out. * Oh! loft to 
j * fame 
© Oh: falfe to Pompey, and the Roman name! 
* Can ye not conquer, ye degenerate bands? 
*Oh die at leaft, "tis all that Rome demands. 
,* What! will you own, while ye can wield the 
‘+ fwoid, : 
“€,A rchel flandard, and uforping lord ? _- 





Or TICKELL. 


« Shalthe be fued to take you trite placé 
£ Amongtt his flaves, and grant you equal grace? 
© What? thall my. life be begg’d? inglorious 
‘ thought! : . 
¢ And life abhorr’d, on fuch conditions bought ! 
* The toils we bear, my friends, are not for life, 
© Too mean a prize in fuch a dreadful firife,; 
* But peace would lead to fervitude and fhame, 
* A fair amufement, and a fpecious name. 
* Never had man explor’d the iron ore, 
« Mark’d out the trench, or rais’d the lofty tower, 
 Ne’er had the fteed in harne(s fought the plain, 
© Or fleets encounter’d on th’ unftable main; 
€ Were life, were breath, with fame to becompar’dy 
* Or peace to glorious liberty preferr’d. 
« By guilty oaths the hoftile army bound, 
* Holds faft its impious faith, and ftands its ground; 
+ Are you perfidjous, who efpoufe. the laws, 
* And traitors only im a righteous caufe ? 
* Oh thame! in vain through nations far and wide, 
* Thou cail’ft the crowding monarchs to thy fide, 
* Fall’n Pompey ! while thy legions here betray 
* Thy cheap. bought life, and treat thy fame away 
He ended fierce. The foldier’s rage returns, _ 
His blood flies upward, and his bofom burns. . 
So, haply tam’d, the tiger bears his bands, 
Lefs grimly growts, and licks his keeper’s hands; 
But if by chance he taftes forbidden gore, 
Ho yells amain, and makes his duageon roar. 
He glares, he foams, he aims a defperate bound, 
And his pale matter flies the dangerous ground. 
Now deeds arc done, which man might charger 
aright 
On fubborn fate, or undifcerning night, —. 
Had not their guile the Jawlefs foldiers knowt, 
And made the whole malignity their own. 
The beds, the plenteous tables, float with gore, 
And breafts are ftabb’d, that were embrac’d befores 
Pity a while their hatids from flaughter kept. 
Inward they groan’d, and,asthey drew, they wepts 
But every blow their wavering rage affures, 
{n murder hardens, and to blood inures, 
Crowds charge on crowds, nor friends their friends 
defery, : oe 
But fires by tons, and fons by fathets dle. 
Black, menftrous rage ! each, with victorious cri¢sy 
Drags his flain friend before the general's eyes, 
Exults in guilt, that throws the only fhame 
On Pompey's caufe, and blots the Roman name: 








at 


THE FIRST BOOK OF HOMER'S ILIAD. 





‘THE DEDICATION. 
Wuen I firft entered upon this tranflation, ¥ way 
ambitious of dedicating it to the Earl of Halifax; 
but being prevented fr'm @ving myfelf that ho- 
noir, by the unfpeakable lofs which our country 
hath fuftained in the death of that extraordinary 
perfon, I hope I fhatl not be blamed-for prefuming 
to make a dedication of it to his memory, The 
greatnefs of his name will juftify a practice alto~ 
getlicr wacommon, and may gain faveur towards + 


». «,| ® work, which (if it had deferved his patronage) 


POEM & 


. in perhaps the only one infcribed to his lordthip, 

yehat will cfeape heing rewarded hy him. 

4 

vation, that nothing, f could fay in it, would be 
fu(pected of flattery. Befides that the world would 
Tak: a pleafure in hearing thofe things faid of this 
great man; now he ts dead, which he himfelf 
would have been offended at when living. Bat 
vhough I'am fenfible, fo amiable and exalted a 
charaGter would be very acceptable to the public, 
were I abl¢ to draw it in ita ful! extent, I thould 
be cenfured very deferved'y, fhovld I venture 
upon an undertaking, to which Lam by ne means 
equal. ’ 

Wiis confummate knowledge in all kinds of bu- 

"Fnefs, his winning eloquence in public aifemblies, 
his active zeal for the good of his country, and 
the thare he had in conveying the fupreme power 
to an illuftrious family famous for being friends to 
mankind, are fubje@s eafy to be enlarged upon, 
but incupable of being exhuufted, I'he nature of 
the following performance more diredtly Yeads me 
to lament the misfortune, which hath befa.len the 
Jearned world, by che death of fo gencrous and 
univerfal a patron, 

He refted not in a barren admiration of the po- 
lite arts, wherein he himlelf was fo great a mafter; 
but was adted by that humanity they naturally 
infpire : which gave rife to many cxcellent writers, 
who have caft a light upon the age in which he 
lived, and will diftinguith ic to pofterity. It is 
well known, that very few celebrated pieces have 
been publithed for feveral years, but what were 
aither promoted by his encouragement, or fup- 
ported by his approbation, or recompenfed by bis 

ounty. And if the fucceffion of men, who excel 
in moft of the refined arts, fhould not continue; 
though fome may impute it to a decay of genius 
in oyr countrymen; thofe, who are unacquainted 
with his lorafhip’s character, will know more 
july how to account for it. 

Vhe caufe of liberty will receive. no fmall ad- 
vantage in future times, when it fhall be obferved 
that the Earl of Halifax was one of the patriots 
who were at the head of it; and that moft of 
thofe, who were eminent in the feveral parts of 
polite or ufeful learning, were by his influence 
and example engaged in the fame intereft. 

Thope, therefore, the public will exeufe my am- 
bition for thus intruding into the number of thofe 
applauded men, who have paid him this kind of 
homage : elpecially fince [ am alfo prompted to it 
by gratitude, for the proteétion with which he had 
begun to honour me; and do it at atime when 

he cannot fuffer by the inportuaity of my acknow~ 
ments. 


TO THE READER. 


I must inform the reader, that when I began this 
firft book, 1 had fome thoughts of tranilating 
the whole Iliad: but had the pleafure of being di- 
verted from that defign, by finding the work was 
fallen into a much abler hand. 1 would not there- 
fere be thought to have apy other view an pubiifh- 





ing this {mall fpecimen of Homer's liad, than to 


; befpeak, if pofible, the favour of the public to’ 


T might have one advantage from fuch a dedi- © 
, alrcady made fome progrefs. 





tranflation of Homer's Odyfeys, 


wherein | have 


Acniiies’ fatal wrath, whence difcord rofe, 

That brought the fons of Greece unnumber’d woes; 

O goddefs, fing. Full many a hero’s gho 

Was driven untimely to th’ infernal coaft, 

While in promifcuous heaps their bodies lay, 

A feaft for dogs, and every bird of prey. 

So did the fire of gods and men fulfil ~ 

His ftcdfaft purpofe, and almighty will; 

What time the haughty chiefs their jars begun 

Atrides, king of men, and Peleus’ godlike fon. 
What gad in ftrife the princes did engage? 

“Pollo burning with vindictive rage 

Againtt the feornful king, whofe impious pride 

His prieft difhonour’d, and his power defy'd. 

Hence fwift contagion, by the god’s cominands, 

Swept through the camp, and thian’d the Grecia 

bands. 


For, wealth, immenfe the hety Chryfes bore, 
(His daughter’s ranfom) to the tented fhore : 
His fceptre ftretching forth, the golden rod, 
Hung round with hajlow'd garlands of his god, 
Of all the holt, of every princely chief, 

But firft of Acreus’ fons he begg’d relief: 

“ Great Atreus’ fons and warlike Gcecks attend, 
So may th’ immortal gods your caufe befriend, 
“ So may you Priam’s lofty bulwarks burn, 

« J.nd rich in gather’d fpoils to Greece return, 
“ As for thefe gifts my daughter you beftow, 
“ And reverence due to great Apollo fhow, 

« Jove’s favourite offspring, terrible in war, 

“ Who fends his fhafts unerring from afar.” 

Throughout the hoft confenting murmurs rife, 
The prieft to reverence, and give back the prize; 
When the great king, incens’d, his filence broke 
in words reproachful, and thus fternly {poke : 

“ Hence, dotard, from my fight. Nor ever more 
“ Approach, 1 warn thee, this forbidden thore ; 
© Left chou ftretch forth, my fury to reftrain, 

“ The wreathes and {ceptre,of thy god, in vain. 
“ The caprive maid I never will refign, 

“© Till age o’ertake her, I have vow'a her miné. 
“ To difkant Argos fhalk the fair be led : 

“* She fhall; to ply the loom, and grace my bed. 
“ Begone, ere evil intercept thy way. 

“ Hence on thy life nor urge me by thy flay.” 

He ended frowning. Speechlefs and difmay’d, 
The aged fire his ftern command obey’d, 

Silent he pafs’d, amid the deafening roar 
Of tumbling billows, on the lonely thore + 
Far from the camp he pals'd: then fuppliant flood; 
And thus the hoary prieft invok’d his god: 
© Dread warrior with the filver bow, give ears 


| © Patron of Chryfa and of Cilla, hear, 


“fo thee the guard of Fenedos belongs; 

“ Propitious Smintheus! Oh. redrefs my wrongs, 

“ If e’er within thy fane, with wreathes adorn’d, 

“ The fat of bulls and well-fed goats 1 burn'd, 

“ Q! hear my prayer. Let Greece thy fury know, 

“and with thy fhatts avenge thy fervant’s 
& woe.” 


ay 

Apollo heard his injur’d fuppliant’s cry. 

Down rufh’d the vengeful warrior from the iky ; 

Acrofs his breaft the glittering bow he flung, 

And at his back the well-ftor'd quiver hung 

(His arrows rattled, as he urg’d his flight.) 

An clouds he flew, conceal’d from mortal fight : 

Then tovk his ftand, the wellaim’d thaft to throw: 

Fierce {prung the iising, aud rwang’d the Llver 
bow. 

‘The dogs and mules his firft keen arrow flew ; 

Amid the ranks the next more fatal flew, 

A deathful dart, The funeral piles around 

For ever blaz'd an the devoted ground. 

Nine days entire he vex’d th’ embattled hoft, 
‘The tenth, Achilles through the winding coaft 
Summon'da council, by the queen's command 
Who wields heaven's fceptre in her fnowy handy 
She mourn’d her favourite Grecks, who now en- 

clofe 
The hero, {wiftly {peaking as he rofe': : 

“ What now, O Atreus’ fon, remains in view, 
* But o'er the deep our wanderings to renew, 

* Doam’d to deftruction, while our wafted powers 

The fword and peftilence at once devours? 

“ Why hafte we not fome prophet’s skill to prove, 

Or feck by dreams? for dreams defcend from 
“ Jove.) 

“ What moves Apollo’s ragetet him cxplain, 

What vow with-held, what hecatomb unflain : 

“ And if the blood of Jambs and goats can pay 

“ The price of guilt, and turn this curfe away.” 

‘Thus he. And next the reverend Calchas role, 
Their guide to tlion whom the Grecians chofe; 
‘The prince of augurs, whofe enlightened eye 
Could things paft, prefent, and to come, defery: 
Snch wifdem Phebus gave, He thus began, 

Mis fpeech addreffing tothe godlike man: 

“ Me then command’ft.thou, lov'd of Jove, to 

“ thew 

© What moves the god that bends the dreadful bow? 

« Fir plighe thy faich thy ready help to lend, 

* By words to aid me, or by arms defend. 

“ Yor I forefee his rage, whofe ample {way 

“The Argian powers and {ceptred chiefs obey, 

* ‘he wrath of kings what fubje@ can oppofe? 

“ Deep in their breafts the fmother'd vengeance 
“ glows, # 

* Still watchful to deftroy. Swear, valiant youth, 

“ Swear, wilt thou guard me, if Iipeak the truth?” 

To this Achilles {wift replies : “ Be bald. 

® Difclofe, what Phoebus telis thee, uncontroul’d. 
“ By him, who, lifteuing to thy powerful prayer, 
“ Reveals the fecret, I devoutly {wear, 
« That, while thefe eyes behold the light, no hand 
® Shall dare to wrong thee on this crowded ftrand, 
“ Not Atreus’ fon, Though now himfelf he boaft 
“ The king of men, and fovercign of the hoft.” 

‘Then boldly he, “ Nor does the gad complain 
* Of vows with-held, or hecatembs unflain, 
© Chryfeis to her awful fire refus'd, 

* he gifts rejected, and the prictt abus’d, [call, 
© Call down thefe judgments, and for more they 
* Jult ready on th’ exhaufted camp to fail; 

© Till ranfom-frce the daiticl is beftow'd, 

& And hecatombs are fent to foothe the god, 





THE WORKS OF TICKELL: 


«To Chryfa fent. Perhaps Apollo's rag# 
« The gitts may expiate, and the prief afiuage.”” 
He ipoke and fat. When, with an angry frowra 
The chief of kings wpftarted from his throne 
Dildain and vengeance in his bofom rife, 
Lour in bis brows, and fparkle in his eyes :, 
Full at the pricft their fiery orbs he bent, 
And all at once his fury found a vent. 
“ Avgur of ills, (for never good to me 
“ Did that moft inaufpicious voice decree) 
“ Forever ready to denounce my woes, 
When Greece is punith’d,1 am ftill the canfe ; 


-“ And now when Phorbus fpreads his plagues a- 


« broad, 

“ And waftes our camp, ’tis Fprovoke the god, gi 
“ Becaufe my blooming captive I detain, 
« And the large raufom is produc’d ia vain. 
* Fond of the maid, my queen, in beauty’s pride, 
“ Ne’er charm’d me more, a virgin and a bride 
“ Not Clytemneftra boafts a nobler race, 
“ A fweeter temper, or a lovelier face, 
© In works of female {kill hath more command, 
“ Or guides thé ncedle witha nicer hand. 
* Yet the fhall go. ‘I'he fair our peace fhall buy: 
“ Better I fulfer, than my people die. 
“ But mark me well. See inftantly prepar’d 
“ A full cquivaleut, a new reward. 
“ Nor is it meet, while each enjoys his fhare, 
“ Your chief fhould lofe his portion of the wart 
“ $n vain your chief; whilft the dear prize] boaft, 
“ Ts wrefted from me, and forever loft.” 

‘To whom the fwift purfuer quick reply’d:. 
 O funk in avarice, and fwoln with pride! , 
“ How fhall the Greeks, though large of foul they 

“ be, 

* Colleét their fever'd fpoils, a heap for thee 
To search anew, and cull the choiceft thare,: 
“ Amid the mighty harveft of the war? 
“ Then yield thy captive to the god refign’d, 
“ Affur’d a tenfold recempenfe to find, 
“ When Jove’s decree fhali throw proud Ilioa ; 
4 « down, 





| © And give to plunder the devoted town.” - 


“ Think not (Atrides anfwer'd) though thou -: 

.“ thing, 

“ Grateful in beauty, like the powers divine, 

« Thitik not, thy wiles, in fpecious words convey’d, 

“ From its firm purpofe {halt my foul diffuade. 

“ Mutt J alone bereft fit down with fhame, 

« And chou infulting keep thy captive dame? 

“Tf, ap (afk, the large-foul'd Greeks confent 

“ Full ecompenfe to give, I ftand content. 

“If not: a prize I fhali myfelf decree, 

“ From him, or him, or elfe perhaps from thee. 

“ While the proud prince, defpoil’d, thal rage in 
vain. 

But break we here, The reft let time explain. 

« Launch nowa well-trimm’d galley from the fhozs, 

« With hands experienc’d at the bending oar: 

“ Encl fe the hecatomb; and then with care ~~ 

“ To the high deck convey the eaptive fair. 

“ The facred bark let fage Ulyffes guide, 

* Or Ajax. or Idomencue, prefide: 

‘© Or thou}O mighty man, the chief thalt be. 

“ Aud who more fit te foothe the god than thee? 


Ports 


D5 Shamelefs, and poor-of foul,” the prince replies, 
d onthe monarch cafts his feornful eyes, 
‘ aWhat, Greek henceforth will march at thy com- 
+ Sys “mand, é a ie 
In fearch of danger on the doubtful ftrand ? 
Winx in the face of day.provoke the fight, 
Or tempt the fecret ambufh of the night ? 
Not I, be fure:) Henceforward 1 am free. 
“ For ne'er was Priam's houfe a foe tome. 
** Far from their inroads, in my paftures feed 
The lowing heifer, and the pamper’d fteed, 
Qn Phthia’s hills our fruits fecurely grow, 
© And ripen carelefs of the diftant foe, 
“Between whofe realms and our Theffalian fhore 
mumber’d mountains rife, and billows roar. 
“ For thine, and for thy baffled brother’s fame, 
“ Acrofs the feas, difdainful man, I came; 
* Yet infolent! by arbitrary fway, - 
* Thou talk’ft of feizing on my rij ‘prey, 
“ The prize whofe purchafe toils and dangers coft, 
« And given by fuffrage of the Grecian hoft. 
“ What town, when fack’d by our victoriousbands, 
But fill brought wealth to thofe rapacious hands? 
“ To me, thus {corn’d, contented, doft thou yicld 
« My thare of blood in the tumultuous field; 
But ftill the flower of all the fpoil is thine; 

»“ There claim'ft thou moft. Nor ¢e’erdid ao 
“ Whate’er was giv’n I took, and thought it beft, 
“ With flaughter tir’d, and panting after reft, 

“ To Phthia now, for | fhall fight no more, 


F cate ss fliell ear nie 
diebe’ zinta all turn from 


- When I am fcorn’d, I think I well forefee 
" What fpoils and pillage will be won by thee, 
“ Honce! (cry’d the monarch) hence! without 
© delays {fay. 
“ Think not, vainiman ! my voice fhall.urge thy 
* Others thou-leav'i to the great caufe inclin’d, 
“* A league of kings thou leav’ft, and Jove behind, 
 Ofall the chiefs doft thou-oppofe me moft ¢ 
“* Outrage and uproar are thy only boat, 
| © Difcord and jars thy Joy. But learn to know, 
“ If thou art ftrong, ‘tis Jove hath made thee fo. 
* Go, at thy pleafure. None will top thy way. 
= “‘ Go, bid thy bafe-born Myrmidons obey. 
“ Thou, nor thy rage, shall my refolyesdubdue ; 
‘I fixmy purpofe, and my threats. renew. 
" “ Since "tis decreed'l. muft the-maid reftore, 
“ A Ship fhall waft her to th’ offended power; 
“ But fair Brifeis-thy allotted prize, 
“ Myfelf will feize, and feize before thy eyes: 
* That thou and-each audacious man may fee, 
How vain the rath attempt to cope with me.” ~ 
_ Stung to the foul, tumultuous thoughts began 
is way and that te rend:the godlike man. 
Fo force a paffage with his falchion drawn, 
~ And hurl th’ imperial ‘boafter from his thro 
/Henowrefolves: and:new refolvesagaia 
Po quell his fury, and his arm refteaws 
ehile thus by turns‘his rage and reafou (way"lly 
And half unfheath’d he held the glittering blade ; 
“That moment, Juno, whofe impartial eye 
‘Watch’d o’er them both, fent Pallas-from the fey : 
p She flew, and caught his yellow hair behind, 
A ‘To him alone the radiant goddefs fhin’d.) 


'« By this dread {ceptre folemnly 1 


Sudden he turn’d, and flarted with furprife 
Rage and reverige flafh’d dreadful in his eyes. 
Then thus with hafty words? “'O! he: 
* born, 3 
“ Com’ft thew to fee proud « 
“ But thon fhalt fee (my fword thall make 
“ This glutted fand fmoke with the tyrant’: 
“ To foothe thy foul, the blue-ey’d'm 
“ (If thou obey my voice) left the skies. 
“ Heaven's quecp, who favours both, gave 
“command ! eS ‘* scogeful 
 Supprefs thy wrath, ‘ay thy u 
et Been thy 38 in tatintful words expreft; : 
a Bit guiltefs let the thirfty falchion ret. ~ 
* Mark what Ffpeak. An hour is on its-way, 
“When gifts tenfold for this affront thall p 
“ Supprefsthy wrath ; and heavenand meo 
Then he: “1 yield; though ‘with 
“ mind. “e 
“ Who yieldstoheaven fhallheaven propitious fin 
‘The filver hilt clofe-grafping, at the word, — 
Deep in the fheath he plung’d his mighty rm 
The goddefs, turniag, darted from hisfight, —~ _ 
And reach’d Olympus in a moment's flight, ~~ 


hrows out his wrath, and goes it F 
“Valiant with wine, and furious from the 
“« : 2 + 


‘bowlt 
“ Thou fierce-look’d talker 
“ War’s glorious perilever flow to thare : 
“ Aloof thou view’ft thefield; for death is 
“Tis greater far this camp to 
« Aoteeak the Greeks, at will, who di : 
“ A tyrant lord o'er flaves'to earth debas'd; 
“ For, hadtthey fouls, this outrage were thy laft 
* But, thou, my fix’d, my bigs? Se hear, 

fwear : 

“ By this (which, once from out the foreft-torthy: 
“ dor leaf nor thade fhall ever more adorn. 
“Which never more its verdure muft renew, 
“ Lopp'd from the vital tem, whence firft it gr 
“ But given by Jove the fons of men to awe, 


= 


“ Now fways the nations, and confirms the 
“ Acday fhall come, when for this hour’s 
« The Greeks fhall with for me, and with 
“ Nor thou, though gricv’d, the wante 
* ford, ¥ 
“ When heaps on heaps thall fallby He 
“ Too late with anguith fhall thy heatt be! ; 
“ That the firft Greek was made the feorn.”” 
He faid. And, mounting withafurious bound, 
He dath'd his ftudded feeptre on the ground; — 
Then fat. Atrides, eager to reply, 
On the fierce champion glanc’d a vengeful eye. 
"Fwas then, the miadding monarchs to compofe aa 
The Pylian prince, the fmooth-fpecch"d Ni 7 
rofe. ’ 
His tomgue dropp’d honey. Full of days was 
wo ages palt, he liv’d the third to fee: z 
And, his firft race of fubje@s tong decay’d,, 


“ 


O’er their fons fons a peaceful fceptre bss 28 
“ Shall Priam hear, and every fon of Troy! at 3 
“ That you, the firft in wifdom asin wars, 


* Alas‘for Greece! (he cries) and 
« Wafte your great fouls in poor iguoble jars¥ > 
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to! yoit both are yéuing. Yet oft rever'd 
aie oti Fe 


through rocks and wilds their prey pur- 
a ““fued; Fa ¥ 


oe Lore. some Centaur race fubdued: 
eT 





‘ith them my early youth was pleas’d to roam 
ions, farfrom my fweet native home; 

call’d me to the wars. No living hand. 

d match their valour, or their ftzength 

“ withftand ; 

Yet wont they oft my fage advice to hear. 

‘Then liften both, with anvattentive ear, 


of men, the beanteous flave, 
= ; i hecavedah ‘voices gave. 


thréatening tone 
J ‘wrath, who fills that facred throne, 
y forty kings, and honour’d more 
By mighty Jove, than-e’er was king before. 
' Brave though thou art, and of arace divine, 
Thou muft obey a power more great than thine. 
* And thou, O king, forbear. Myfelf will.fue 
Great Thetis’ fon his vengeance to fubdue : 
“ Great Thetis’ valiant fon, our country’s boatt, 
* The thield and bulwark of the Grecian hoft.” » 
. & Wife are thy words, O fire, (the ksi ogee) 
_ © But what can fatiate this afpiring man 
emebeandes power he claims o’er hamankind, 
And hopes for flaves, I truft, he ne’er fhall find. 
Shall. we, becaufe the gods have form’d him 
Foe * firong, 
Bear the lewd language of his lawlefs tongne! 
 Ifaw’d by thee, the Grecks might well de- 


ame,” the prince, precipitate, replies. 
An: nodd’ft from thy imperial throne. 
© Thy v: feck elfewhere; for 1 am none. 
 Bubreak wehere. The fair, though juftly mine, 
With {word undrawn I purpole to reigns 
** On aught befide, I once for all command, 
Lay not, I charge thee, thy prefumptuous hand. 
Come nog within my reach, nor dare advance 
Or'thy-heart’s blood thall reek upon my lance.” 
+. Thus both in fou! debate prolong’d the day. 
‘The council broke, cach takes his feparate way. 
Achilles feeks histent with reftlefs mi 

‘atroclus and his train move flow behind. 
a nay @ bark was haul’d along the fand, 
= ten feledted Greeks, a brawny band, 

‘Pug thetough oars,at the great king’scommand. 
The gifts, the hecatomb, the captive fair, 
Are all intrufted to Ulyffes’ care. * 
‘They mount the deck. The veffel takes its flight, 
Bounds o’er the furge, and leffens to the fight. 
@ Next he ordains along the winding coaft 
By hollow’'d rites to purify the hoft 
A herd of chofen viétims they provide, 
‘Agd cal theix offals on the briny tide, 
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OF TICKELL 


Fat bulls and goats to great Apollo die 
In clouds the foyoury team aoe 
The Greeks to heaven their folemn vows 
But dire revenge roll'd in the monarch’ 
Obfequious at his call two heralds ftand 
To them in frowns he sives this harth ceemand 
“ Ye heralds, to Achilles’ tent resar; 3 
“* Thence fwift the female flave Brifeis bear, 
“ With arms, if difobey’d, myfelf will come. 
“ Bid him refign her, or he tempts his doom.”* 
The heralds, though unwillingly “obey. 
Along'the fea-beat thore they fpeed their way 
And, now the Myrmidonian bpd? patt, 
At his tent-door they find the hero plae’d. 
Difturb'd the folemn mefféngers he fay: 
‘They too ftood filent, with refpeeual tees 
Before the royal youth, they neither oke, : 
He guefs’d their meffage, and the broke + 
“Ye minifters of gods and men, draw near, 
‘Not vou, but him whofe heralds ye appear, j 
“ Robb'd of my Fight T blame. Patroclus, bring | 
“ The damfel f¢ for difdainful king. 4 
“ But ye, my wrongs, O heralds, bear in mind, 
“ And cleat me to the gods and all mankind, 
“ Ev’n to your thoughtlefs king ; if evermore 
“ My aid be wanted on the hoftile fhore, 
“ Thoughtlefs he is, nor knows his certain doom, 
ke nor feés the woes to come, 


“« 0 forego 
“ And leave'a naked army to the foe.” 

He ceas’d’ Patroclus his dear friend obey'd, 

And ufher’d in the lovely weeping maid. 

Sore figh’d fhe, as the heralds took her hand, 
And oft look'd back flow-movi the ftrand 
The widow’d hero, ‘when the ‘was gone, 

Far from his friends fat bath’d in tears alone. 

On the cold beach he fat, and fix'd his eyes 
Where black with ftorms the curling billows rift 
And a: the fea wide-rolling he furvey’d, 

With out-ftretch'd arms to his fond mother pray’d 

* Since to fhort life thy haplefs fon was born, 
“Great Jove ftands bound by promife to adorn 
“ His ftinted courfe with an immortal name. 

“ Isthis the grear amends? the promis’d fame? 
“ The fon of Atreus, proud of lawlefs fway, . 
“ Demands, poffcifes, and enjoys my prey. 

Near her old fire enthron’d, the heard him wee 
From the low Gilent caverns of the deep: 
Then in @ morning mift her head fhe rears, 

Sits by her fon, and mingles tears with tears, [erfe, 

Clofe grafps her darling’s hand. « My fon (ft 

“ Why heaves thy heart? and why o’erflow th 
© eyes? 

“ Oh tell me, tell thy mother all thy care, 

“ That both may know it, and that both me 

3 “ fhare.” [groa 

“ Oh! goddefs! (cry’d he with an inwat 

“ Thou know’ft it all: to thee are all thin, 
“ known. t 
“ Eétian Thebes we fack’d, their ranfack’a tower 
The plunder of a people, all was ours, | 
“ We ttood agreed the booty to divide. 
“ Chryfeis rofy-cheek’d, and glofly-ey’d, > 
“ Fell to the king ; but holy Chryfes bore ; 
“ Vaft gifts of ranfom to the tented thore 
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PoEM& + 33 
¢ His feeptre firetching forth (the golden rod. Satine lhe oe 


ng round with hallow’d garlands of his god) | 
hoft, of every princely chief, 
ft of Atreus’ fons he begg’d relief, 
hout the hoft.confenting murmurs ran, 
to Shameneren)e ae Be a 
ing deny’d to. do him right, 
he te ig prophet from his fight. 
|“ Apollo heard his injur’d fuppliant’s cry, 
* And dealt pis arrqws through th’ infected fy ; 
© The (wift contagion fent by his commands, 
* Swept through the camp, and thinn’d the Gre- 
“ cian bands, : 
he guilty caufe a facred augur fhow’d, 
Ani % mov'd to mitigate the god. 
“ At this the tyrant ftorm'd,and vengeance vow’ 
_ * And now too foon hath made his threatnings 
“good. ; é 
# Chryfei- firtt with gifts to Chryfa fent, 
“His heralds came this moment to my. tent, 
« And We thence, my beauteous flave, 


For thine own fon the might of Jove implore. 
Oft in my father’s houfe I've heard thee tell, 
When fudden fears on heaven’s great monarchs 
a fell 
Thy aid the rebel deities o’ercame, 
* And fav'd the mighty thunderer from fhame. 
Pallas, and Neptune, and great Juno, bound 
“The fire in chains, and hemm’d their fovereign 
“ round. 
Thy voice, O goddefs, broke their idle bands, 
And cail’d the giant‘of the hundred hands, 


ther N ngth furpals'd ; 
At Jove’s right hand ideous form he plac’d, 
Proud of hismight. The gods with fecret dread, 
Beheld the huge enormous fhape and fled. 
Remind him then ; for well thou know’fttheart; 
* Go, clafp his knees, and melt his mighty heart. 
Let the driven Argians, hunted o’er the plain, 
Seek ehe val verge of his tempeftuous main : 
‘There let them perith, void of all relief, 
My wrongs remember, and enjoy their chief. 
Too late with anguifh fhall his heart be tern, 
“ That the firft Greek was made the gublic fcorn.”” 
Then the (with tears her azure eyes ran.o’er:) 
> Why bore I thee! or nourifh’d when I bore ! 
© Bleft, if within thy tent, and free from ftrife, 
* Thon might'ft poifefs the poor remains of life, 
Thy death approaching now the fates forefhow; 
* Short is thy deftin’d term, and full of woe. 
* [l-fated thou! and oh unhappy |! 
* But hence to the celeftial courts I fly, 
* Where, hid in {now, to heaven Olympus fwells, 
* And Jove, rejeicing in his thunder, dwells. 
“ Mean time, my fon, indulge thy juft difdain : 
ragé, and fhun the hoftile plain, 
ms. Laft night my waves he 


“: Behind bim all the train of. appear’ 
“A bright proceffion. To the holy feaft 
Of blamelefs men he goes a grateful gue. 
To heaven he comes, when twice fix 
“ over! ! z = ¥ 
‘Then hall his voice the fire of gods implore, 
Then to my lofty manfion will f 
Founded on rocks of ever-di 
There will [ clap his knees with wonted ; 
No doubt, my fon, butt fhall mele his he 
She ceas’d: and left him loft in doubtful 
And bent on vengeance for the ravifh’d fair. 


But, (afe arriv’d near Chry(a’s facred ftand, 
The fage Uh; -advanc’d to land. 
Along the ots with fwelli 
Then lowers ul 


Next plies to with many a - 
And drops hid anchors near the faithful 
The bark now fix’d amid the r 
Chryfeis follows her experiene’d guide: 
Che gifts to Phabus from the Grecian hoft, 
A herd of bulls went bellowing o’er the.coaft. 
To the god’s fane, high looking o'er the land, 
He led, and near the altar took his ftand, 
Then gave Bet ho Seto father’s hand. 
“ Al thy 4 ter 
“ Sends offeri soy eda 
“ But thou entreat the power, 
“ fway 
“ Afflicts his camp, and fweeps 
He faid, and gave her. The 
With fecret rapture, and embrac’d hi 
‘The victims now they range in c 
And offer gifts with unpolluted hands 
When with loud voice, and arms uprear’d 
The hoary prieft preferr’d owerful 
»* Dread warrior with the filver bow,, 
* Patron of Chryfa and of Cilla, hear. _ 
“ Aboutthis domethou walk’ ft thy conftant ro 
Still have my vows thy power propitious fo 
Rous’d by my prayers ev’n now thy ven, 
+ © burns, , 
And-fmit by thee, the Grecian army n 
“ Hear me once more; and let thefu pp 
“ Avert thy wrath, and flack thy dreadful 
He pray’d: and great Apollo he: 
The fuppliants now their votive ri 
Amidit the flames they caft llow’d bread, 
And heaven-ward turn deftin’d heads 
Next flay the fatted their tking divide, 
And from each carcafe rend the fmoking hide, 
On every limb large rolls of fat beftow, 
And chofen morfels round the offering ftrow : 
Myfterious rites. Then on the fire divine 
The great high. pricft pours forth the rnddy 
Himtclf the offering burns. On either hand. 
A troop of youths, in decent order ftand. 
On fharpen’d forks, obedient to the fire, — 
They turn the tatteful fragmentsin i 
Adorn the feait, fee every dith wel 
And ferve the plenteous meffes to the bo: 
When now the various. feafts had cheer’d their 
fouls, _[bewls, 
With {parkling ne! 


« 
“« 


‘wines they crown the | 





“ The fign that ratifies my 


.| That thus T will: ortatiaeen 


: ‘of the king: 
g, through the hore difpers'd they fleep, 
by the diflant roarings of the deep. _ 
now, afcending from the hades of night, 
irora glow’d in all her rofy light, : 
datighter of the dawn : th’ awaken’d crew 
rk to the Greeks "d their courfe renew. 
breezes frethen : “for with friendly gales 
lo Ces he hme fails : 
‘the rapid prow, the waves divide, 
snd in oats teh fom ither fide. 
to the deftin’d port ’d, 
"a their bark with grappling haulfers Fatt; 
dragg’d her farther, on the dry-land coaft, 
i egeines, cir tents, and mingled in the hott. 
fierce Achilles, ftill on vengeance bent, 
'd his wrath, and "din bis tent. 
he Bere y 


high difdain, 
fough ‘hoftile plain ; 
t iftant troops engage, 
¢ grow doubtful, and the battle rage. 
y8 were palt; and now th’ ethereal 


train, 
eve, it their head, to heaven return'd again: 
When Thetis, from the deep prepar’d to rife, 
‘Shot through a big-fwoln wave, and pierc’d the 
tkies. . 
At early morn fhe reach’d the realms above, 
‘The court of gods, the refidence’ of Jove. 
ieee vt ae 8, crown'd 
th on hills, him ‘fhe found, 
ve the reft. The earth beneath difplay’d 
boundlefs profpect) his broad eye furvey’d. 
‘eft hand grafp'd his knees, her right the rear’d, 
‘touch’d with blandifhment his awful beard ; 
‘Then, fuppliant, with fubmiffive voice implor’d ~ 
beatae fon, the god by gods ador’d : 
MWe'er, by rebel deities oppreft- 
ot My aid chew thee, grant this one requeft. 
Since to fhort life my haplefs fon was born, 
4 Do thou with fame the feanty fpace adorn. _ 
_  Punifh the king of men, whofe lawlefs fway 
_ “ Hath tham’d the youth, and feia’d his deftin’d 
tee “ prey. 
“# Awhile let’ Troy prevail,that Greece may grieve, 
__ * And doubled hopoors to my offspring give.” 
: She faid. ‘The god vouch{af’d not to reply 
(A deep fufpence fat in his thoughtful eye) : 
_ Once more around his knees the goddefs clung, 

" And to foft accents forni’d her arcful tongue : 
“Ob! fpeak. Or grant mc, or deny my prayer. 
Fear not to fpeak, what 1 am doom’d to bear ; 

_ “That T may know, if thou my prayer deny, 

The moft defpis’d of all the gods am 1.” 
“With'a deep figh the thundering power replies : 
To what a height will Juno's anger rife! 

Still doth hef voice before the gods upbraid 

My partial hand, that gives the Trojans aid. 

i | thy fuit. But, hence! depart unfeen, 

And fhun the fight of heaven's fufpicious queen. 

ve my nod, the great, the certain fign, 

# When Jove propitious hears the powers divine ; 


e 


This faid, bis kingly brow the fire inclin’dy_ 
The large’ black curls fell awful from behind, 
Thick faadowing the ttern forchead of. 
Olympus trembled at th’ sight 

The goddefs fmil’d : and, wit 
From the high mountain plun; 

But Jove repair’d to his cele 
And, ashe rofe, up-rofe th’ 
In ranks, on either fide, th’Affembly caft, ) 
Bow'd down, and did obeifance ashe pafs'd. 

To him enthron’d (for whifpering the had feey 
Clofe at his knees the filver-footed queep. —— 
Daughter of him, who, low beneath fet tides, 
Agetand hoary in the deep refides) 

Big with invedves, Juno filence broke, 
And thus, opprobrious her refentments {poke : 

« Palle dprst what goddefs whifpering did 

te e 


“ O fond of counfels, fill conceal’d from me! 

“ To me, negledted, thou wilt ne’er impart 

“ One fingle thought of thy clofe-cover’d heart. 
To whom the fire of gods and menreply'd ; 

“ Strive not to find, what | decree to hide. 

“ Laborious were the fearch, and vain the ftrife, 

“ Vain ev’n for thee, my filter and my wife. 


umorta! po 


| “ The thoughts aad counfels, proper to declare, | 


“ Nor god nor mortal fhall before thee thare : 
“ But, what my fecret wifdom thall ordain, 
“Think not to reach, for know the thought wer 
“ vain. 
Dread Saturn’s fon, why fo fevere?”” replics 
“ The goddefs of the large majeftic + 
“ Thy own dark thoughts at pleafu A 
“ Ne’er have I afk’d, nor now afpire to know. 
“* Nor yet my fears are vain, nor came unfeen 
“ To thy high throne, the filver-footed queen, 
“ Daughter of him, who low beneath the tides © 
“ Aged and hoary in the deep refides, 
“ Thy nod affures me the was not deny’d 
“ And Greece mpft perifh for 2 madman ee 
To whom thegod, whofe hand the tempeft form: 
Drives clouds on clouds, and blackens heaven wit! 
ftorms, {plain’ 
Thus wrathful anfyer’d: “ Doft thou fill com 
“ Perplex’d for ever,and perplex'd in vain! 
* Should’ft thou difclofe the dark event to come, 
“ How wilt thou ftop th’ irrevocable doom! 
“ This ferves the more to fharpen my difdain ; 
“ And woes forefeen but lengthen out thy pain. 
“ Be filent then, Difpute not my command; | 
“ Nor tempt the force of this fuperior hand : 
“ Left all the gods, around thee leagu'd, engages 
“ In vain to thield thee from my kindled rage.’ 
Mute and abath’d the fat without reply, 
And downward turn’d her large majeftic eye, 
Nor further durft th’ offended fire provoke ; 
The gods around him trembled, as-he fpoke, 
When Vulcan, for his mother fore diitrefs’d, 
Turn’d orator, and thus his fpeech addrefs'ds 
“ Hard is our fate, if men of mortal line 
“ Stir up. debate araong the powers diyine, 
“ If thingson earth difturb the bleft abodes, 
“ Abd mar th’ ambrofial banquet of the gods4 





let my mother once be tnl’d by me, 
gh much mote wife than T tobe: 
et me advife her filent to. : 
GG due fubmiffion to our a 
rae ‘fe, 
he gevels 


1 
* For fhould of 
Who could refit the 
“« Then thou to lole the: 

* And tempt him ly on us all to fmile.’ 
He faid: alid.in hik tottering hands up-bore 

A double goblet, fill’d} and foaming o’er. 

“ Sit down, dear mother, with a heart content, 

« Nor urgé a more difgraceful ponies 

pais areat Jove inflid, poor T, di 

* Mutt ftand aloof, nor dare to give thee aid. 

§ Great Jove thall reign for ever, uncontrol'd : 

* Remember, when | took thy part of old, 

“ Caught by the heel he fwung me ‘on 

« And headlong hurl'd me from th’ ethetial fky 
“ From morn to oy nova ot pen ts 


{Till 5 Frid sone 
Giddy an he esd 
She fmil’d; and, : 

5 play’d - 

"To feach the bowl her aukward fon convey’d ” 

From tight to left the generous bow! he crown'd, 

And dealt the rofy neétar fairly round. . 

_~ The gods laugh’d out, unweary’d, as they fpy’d 
‘he bufy fkinker wa from fide to fide. 
Thus, feafting to the full, they pafs’d away, 

In blifsful banquets, all the live-long da 

Nor wanted melody. With heavenly art 

‘The mufes fung ; cach mule perform’d her part. 

Alternate warbling; while the golden lyre, 

Touch’d by Apollo, le vocal choir. 

“The fun at when every gueft » 

ht ‘pal er sel to reft; 

Each had his palace on th’ Olympian hill, 

A matterpiece of Vulcan’s matchlefs fill. 
- Ev'n he, the god,who heaven’s gt 
And frowns amid the lightning’s dreadful blaze, 
» His bed of ftate afcending, lay compos’d ; 

His eyes a {weet refrething flumber clos’d : 

‘And at his fide, all-glorious to behold, 

Was Juno lodg’d in her alcove of gold. 


TO, THE EARL OF WARWICK, 
ON THE DEATH OF MR. ADDISON. 
Iz, dumb too long, the drooping mufe hath flay’d, 
And left her debt to Addifon unpaid, 
Blame not her filence, Watwick, but bemoan, 
d judge, oh judge, my bofom by your own. 
‘hat mourner ever felt poetic fires ! 
‘Slow comes the verle that real woe infpires : 
Grief tinaffeéted fuits but ill with art, 
umbers with a bleeding heart. 
rget the difmal night that gave 
My foul’s beft part for ever to the grave! 
How filent did bis old companions tread, 
By midnight , the manfions of the dead, 
“Through breathing ftatues, then unheeded things, 
‘Through rows of | i 
tangs! 


of the fies. ~ 

‘th’ Olympian hill, 

'Y monarch’s will? 
lerer recos 


great fceptre fways, ] 


8s, and through walks of | 


POEMS ae : 
What awe did the flow folemn knell 


ood 


The pealing organ, and the 

The Tides iy he lawn-rob’d prelate 

Ae latt words, that duft to duft ec 

While fpeechlefs o'er thy clofing grave 

Accept thefe tears, thou dear daiga friend. 

Oh, gone ed ever! take this long adi¢a; 

And ce, next thy lov’d Montague. 

Tomenuentacaate the tafk be mine, — 

A frequent pilgrim, at thy facred thrine ; 3 

Mine with true fighs thy gbfence to bemoan, 

And grave with faithful epitaphs thy ftone. = 

If eer from me thy lov’d mémorial 

May fhame afflict this alienated 

Of thee for bpp abgor 2 : 

My *yre be , and untun’d ; Ura) 

My grief be doubled from e free, — 

And mirth a torment, unchattis'd by th 
Oft let me range the gloomy aifles alox 

Sad luxury! t6 vulgar minds unkhowa, ~~ 

Along the walls where fpeaking marbles tow 

What worthies form the hallow’d mould 

Proud names, who once the reins of empire hel 

In artns who triumph’d3 of in arts excell’ds 

Chiefs, 'd with fears, and prodigal of blood 5” 

Stern who for facred freedom ftood; © | 

Juf men, by whom impartial laws were 


And faints who taught, and led, the way to: 2 
Ne’er to thefe cha where the t rely 
Since their foundations, came a nobler 


Nor c’et was to the bowers of blifs convey’ 
A fairer fpirit or more welcome fhiade, 
In what new region, to the jut aflign’d, 
What new employments pleafe th* unbody’d m 
A wingeif virtue, through th” ethereal fky; 
From world to world unweaty’d does he 
Or curious trace the long laborious maze 
Of heaven's decrees, where wondering a: 
Does he delight to hear bold tell 
How Michael battl’d, and the dragon fell ; 
Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow” 
In hymns of love, not ill effay’d below? 
Or doft thou warn poor mortals left behind, — 
A tafk well-fuited to thy gentle mind ? 
Oh! if fometimes thy fpotlefs form defeends © 
To me thy aid, thou guardian genius, lend!) 
When rage mifguides.me, or when 
When pain diftrefffes, or when pl 
In filent whilperings puret thi 
And turn from ill, a frail fe heart 
Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before, 
Till blifs fhall join, nor death can part usmote, ~ 
That awful forth, which, {6 the heavens 
Mut ftill be lov'd and flill deplor'd by me; 
In nightly vifions feldom fails to rife, 
Or, rous'd by fancy, meets my waking eyes. 
If bufinefs calls, or crowded coarts invite; 
Th’ unblemih’dftatefman feems to itrike my fights 
If in the Rage I feck to foothe my care; = 
meet his foul which breathes in Cato there 5. - 
If penfive to the rural fhades I rove ; i es 
His fhape o’ertakes me in the lonely * 
*Twas there of juft and good he reafon’d itr 
Clear’d fome great truth, or sais'd fome ferious 
fong i sii ¢ 


ot 





. 


‘thoy And thus, in dying words, befpoke _. 
candid cenfor, and fl ‘Thesoginamenniig round 5. 
! hes ee a lives and (oh: too high | « I hear a voice, ou cannot hear, 
2 ice for knowledge) taught us how to die. “ Which fays, i mute not fta; 
Nihon ily whats brow de antiqos Urvdturce | « I fee a Aad, yorrensnot Glace 
; pe A hs 
Sy bot chicks of Warwici’s noble ray | a gj emt hechoms me sways 
once folov’d, whene’er thy bower appears, # Inieaiby-yaath {dic : os 
O’er my-dim eye-balls glance the fudden tears! — | « Was ito becaufe his bride a 
w {weet were once thy profpedts frefh and fair, | « Was thrice as rich as 1? 
. "Thy floping walks, sagan lores air! - Fact nal Pe 
_ How {weet the glooms beneath thy aged trees, ah, Colin: give not her fny vows, 
“Thy noon-tide | Bay and thy evening breeze ! Vows due to me alone : , 
mage thy-foriaken bowers reftore; Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs 
walks and airy profpects charm no more; —|- “ Nor think him all thy own, — ” > 
more the fammer in thy glooms allay’d,~ pn ann te Me a towed 
evening breezes, and chy noon-day fhade. 2 repare * 
4 gs ee hulls, however fortune frown'd; bv ae Know, fond maid . and know, falfe mag, 
~ Some refuge in the mufe's art I found ; That Lucy will bc there ! 
pRctudsar now I touch’the trembling ftring, Then bear my ¢ 
“Berefc of him, who taught me how to fing ; « This bri f 
_ And thefe fad accents, murmur’d o'er his urn, “ He in his wedding-trim fo gay, 
Es that abfence, they attempt to mourn. “ Lin my winding fheet.” 
x muft | then (now frefh my bofom bleeds, She fpoke, fhe dy’d, her corfe was borne, 
Asid Craggs in death to Addifon fucceeds) The bridegroom blithe tq meet, 
“The vere, begun to one loft friend, prolong, He in his wedding trim fo gay, 
3 weep a fecond in th’ unfinith’d fong wer She in her winding-fheer, 
» Thefe works divine, which on his death- id | Then whatewere: lin’: hes? 
‘To thee, O Craggs: th’ expiring fage convey’d, Howse aa ‘4 
- Great, but ill-omen'd, monument of fame, he bridefmen flock'd round Lucy dead, $ 
Wor he furviv'd to give, nor thou to claim. . And alll the village wept. 
| Swift after him thy foctal {pirit fies, Confu‘'on, thame, remorfe, defpair, 
E clofe to his, how fon thy coffin Les. at once his bofom fwell : « 
eft pair» whofe union future bards fhall tell | Phe damps ofdeath bedew'd his brow, 
future tongues: cach other's boaft ! fareweil, He thook, he groan'd,he fell. ~ 
ell! whom, join’d in fame, in friendfhip From the wait brade, ah; Onaelet t 


+ try'd,. : 9 
| lo chance could fever, nor the grave divide. The varying crimfon fled, 


When, ftretch’d before her rival’s corfe, 
She faw her hufband dead. 


COLIN AND LUCY, Then to his Lucy’s new-made grave, 
Conyey’d by trembling fwains, 
PERALEAD, One mould with her, beneath one fod, 
“Or Leinfter, fam’d for maidens fair, , For ever he remains. 5 
Bright Lucy was the grace; Oft we: his grave, the conftant hind 
‘And'glt 5 


Nor c’er did Liffy’s limpid ftream plighted n re 
Reflect fo {weet a face : Ni With garlands gay. E knots, 
Til Jucklefs love, and pining care, 4 They deck the facred green ; 
Impair’d her rofy hue, But, fwain forfworn, whoe'er thou art, 
“Her coral lips, and damafk cheeks, , Chis hallow’d fpot forbear ; 
And eyes of gloffy blue. Remember Colin’s dreadful fate, 
‘Oh, have you feen alily pale, And fear to meet him there. 
_ When beating rains defcend ? r 
Te geeugiasthe tlom-contaiaganel?. TO SIR GODEREY KNELLER, _ 
~~ Her hfe now near its end. AT HIS COUNTRY SEAT. 
_ By Lucy warn’d, of flattering fwains To Whitton’s fhades, and Hounflow’s airy plai 
Take heed, ye ealy {air : Tho Kueller, tak’ft thy fummer flights in vai 
PF vengeance due to broken vows, In vain thy with gives all thy rural hours 
Ye perjuc’d {wains, beware. : To the fair villa, and well-order’d bowers; 
Three times, afl in the dead of night, To coure thy peucil early at thy gates, __ 
( A beli was heard to ring ;. Ambition knocks, and fleeting beauty waits; 
BS thricking at her window thrice, The boaftful mufe, of others fame fo fure, 
“The raven flap’d his wing Implores thy aid to make her own fecure ; 
"Yoo well the love-lorn maiden knew The great, the fair, and, if ee nobler be, 
The folemn boding found ; Aught morc belov’d, the arts folicit thee, 


MS 





Alive, though ftain’a’by every 
tet of fanie and juftice in th 


‘| Ah, no!——-when oftce the riortal 


The blaft of fame’s fweet ti 
Too late to ftay the fpitit on its fight, 
Or foothe the new inhabitant of light $ 


"| Who hears regardlefs, while fond:man; 


fperia mourns ; 
Keach garland from her brow, 
fick her painting now, 


+ Let copier, on old Tiber’s thore, 


tiscali tie tale enti breaching butt explore, 


*|jne, with painful patience trace, 


"This Roman grandeur, chat Atheniam grace; 
Vain caret} i of foul, 
‘Th’ ind 1 ils to warm the whole, |. 


Each theft betrays the marble whence it came, 

And acool ftatue ftiffens ih the frame, 

Thee nature taught, nor-art her aid "d, 
and thefureft guide, 


E one piercing. 
And place Macchia tie fae Wee 
Ere yet thy peneil tries her wieer toilsy 
‘Or on thy pallet lie the 
‘Thy cavelefé chalk has half atchiew'd thyatt, 
And her juft image makes Cleord {tart. i 
amind that the whole is: rarely found, 
pul learn’d, ainters, and half wits, abound ; 
” Few, like: igsolsipaa! ion aim, 
great, and the fame. 
Such be thy life, Orfince the rage 
That fir'd thy youth! flames ungabdued by age; 
ugh wealth, nor fame, now touch thy fated 
ind, 


mii 
Still tiny 
Since a 


on THE 
DEATH OF THE EARL OF CADOGAN. 


~ OF Marlborongh’ i d Eugenio’ 
Thai Cubtar i dene hioe 
Low ligs cach shand, whance Blenheim’s: glory 


‘ jung. 
The chiefs who 'd; and the bards who 
Front his cold corfe ‘every friend be fled, 
Lo! envy s, that lover of the dead: 

Thus did the feign o'er Naffau’s herfe to mourn ; 

‘Thus wept infidious Churchill o'er ‘thy urn; 

‘To blaft the living, ‘the dead their due, 
wreaths, herfelf had tainted, trim'd anew. 

yet unnam’d td fill his place, 

And lead to war thy country’s growing race, 

‘Take every with a Britith heart can frame, 

4dd palm to palm, and rife from fame to fame? 

| An hour muft come, when thow thal hear with 


rage 
‘Thyfelf tradue'dy and curfe-a thanklefy age : 
“Nor yet for this declive the generous ftrife, 
. “ils brave-man; thal quit thee with thy life, 
JV oLy VIN, ‘ 


Hangs on the a the let +4 
Farewell then fame; ill fought” 

; and blood, ayer ee 

Farewell unfaithful promiifer of good: 

Thou mufic, warbling to the deafen’d ¢: 2 

Thou incenfé walted'on the funeral bier? 

Through life purfued in vain, by death’ 

When afk’d, deny’d'us;and when giver 
is a ghee 


_ anon 
Infiribed to the Earl of Sum 


Tue dome, where Edward fir 

His red-crofs knights and barons 
Whofe vacant feats, by virtue bought, 
Ambitious emperors have fought : 
Where Britain’s foremoft names are 


A name familiar to th: gates; 
Sprung from the chief whofe 
The garter while thy founder 
He offer'd here his dinted thield, 
‘The dread of Gauls in Creffi’s field, - 
Which, inf thy high-arch’d rais'd, 
For four leu centuries hath 'd. 
Thefe feats our fires, a “kind, 
To the Sevetuwebaiedamed 5 
The flower of chivalry, who drew 
With finew’d arm the ftubborn yew + 
Or with heav'd pole-ax clear'd the field s 
Or who, in“jufts and tourneys fkill'd, 
Before their ladies eyes renown’d, 
Threw horfe and horfeman to the’ ground, 
In after-times, as courts refin’d, 
Our patriots in the lift were join 
Not only Warwick ftain’d with 
OF Marlborough near the Danu 
Have in their crimfon eri 
But, on'jult lawgivers bit 
Thefe emblems Cecil did inveft, 
And gleam'd on wife Godolphin’s breafly 
So Greece, ere arts began to rife, 
Fix’d huge Orion in the fies, 
And ftern Alcides, fam'd in wars, 
Befpangled with a thoufand ftars ; 
Till letter’d- Athens round the pole 
Made gentler-conftellations roll; 
In the Sing heavens the lyre fie ftrung, 
And near the Maid the * Bala: 
‘Then, Spenfer, mount amid’ 
Where knights and’kings pr 
aw 


Na telliations. 
aber of confie ae 





a rude on! 


“| The landikip now fo fweet we well may praife 


guide, : 
and faiths, divide, 
dfor’s fhrine, 7 
it the mufe divine, 
ig, of old, abhorr’d and vain, 
Wag'd realms, and myriads flain. 
praife we, prodigal of fame, 
that fets the world on flame? 
guiltlels brow fhall bind, 
ike bounty {pares mankind. 
ofe, whom bloody garlands crown, 
brafs may breathe, the marble frown, 
him -every refcued land, 


+ 


{ greens and {weets, a regal fabric, ands, . 
m ig, luxuriant in her bowers, 
and a wild of flowers, i 


each {pri 
re Sehy of blo: 
F bee of Bs Fon 0 
walk unpolluted | 
white the town in dampsand darknefs lies, 
breathe in fun-fhine, and fee azure fkies ; 
Each walk, with robes of various dyes befpread, 
ems from afar a moving tulip-bed, 
jere-tich brocades atid glofty damafks glow, 
chints, the rival of the fhowery bow, 
England's daughter, darling of the land, 
with her virgin band, 
She, towering o'er 


¢ faireft of the fairer kind confefs’d, [ny’d, 
‘Form’d to gain hearts, that Briinfwick’s caufe de- 
nd ag a People to her father’s ae [known, 

z, ave thefe groves to guefts been 

N or Natu firft preierd them oa OH 
; banners wav'd in Britith air; 
Bre lordly Hubba with the golden hair 
Pour'd in his Danes; ere clder Julius came; 
r Dardat’ Brutus gave our ifle a name; ~ 
of Albion's lincage grae'd the wood, 
4 ne of and ftain’d with lovers’ blood. 
- a ee gazing crowds, your captive 
; rong, « 

‘hrow pangs and paflions, as you move along, 
rn edhe left, ye fair, your radiant eyes, J 
here all unlevell’d the gay garden lies : 

nerous anguifh for another’s"pains —_[ veins, 
av'd your hearts, or fhiver’d through your 
ok down attentive on the pleafing dale, 
fiften to my melancholy tale. 

it hollow fpace, where now in living rows 

above line the yew’s fad verdure grows, 


But far, far fweeter in its ancient day 

Far fweeter was it, when i ple 

With fairy domes and dazzii 

‘Where in the midft thofe verdant 

Rofe the proud palace of the Elfin 

-For every hedge of vegetable gr 

In happier years a crowded ftreet/Avas feen 

Nor all thofe leaves that now t) profjieét grace, 

Could match the numbers of its pygmyrace, 

What urg’d this mighty empire to its fate, 

A tale of woe and wonder, I relate. i 
‘When Albion rul’d the land, 1 be aa 

From Neptune mingling with a dame, * 

Their midnight pranks the fprightly fairies play’d 

On every hill, and dane’d in every fhade. 2 

Bip foes at 

In dells and dales conceal’d human 

There hew’d their houfes-in the arching rock ; 

Or {coop’d the bofom of the blafted oak; 

Or heard, oerfhadow’d by fome fhelving hill, 

The diftant murmurs of the falling rill. 

They, rich in pilfer’d fpoils, indulg’d their mirth, 

And pity’d the huge wretched fons of earth. 

Ev’n now, 'tis faid, the hinds o’erhear their ftrain, 

And ftrive to view their airy forms in vain " 

They es their cells at man’s 


Like 
The poor mortals ftartle at the found 
Otol thie garden then with woe ot 

Amid thi 7 with woods o’ergrown, 
Stood the lov’d {gat of royal Oberon, . 
From every region to his) 2 - 
€ame peers and princes of the fairy ftate, 
Who, rank’d in council round the facred fhade, ~ 
Their monarch’s will and great behefts obey’d. 
From Thames’ fair banks, by lofty towers adorn’é, 
With loads of plunder’oft his chiefs return’d : 
Hence in proud robes, and colours bright and gay, 
Shone every knight and every lovely fay. 

ee’er on Powell’s dazzling ftage difplay’: 


No mortal enter’d, thofe alone who came 
Stol’n from the couch of fome terreftrial dame + 
For oft of babes they robb’d the matron’s bed, 
And Jeft fome fickly changeling in their flead. 

It chanc’d a youth of Albion’s royal blood 
‘Was fofter’d here, the wonder of the wood. 
Milkah for wiles above her peers renown’d, 
Deep-fkill’d in charms and many a myftic found, 
As through the regal dome the fought for prey, 
Obferv'd the infant Albion where helay 
In mantles broider’d o’er with gorgeous pride, 
And ftole him from the fleeping mother’s fide. 

‘Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind? 
Ah, wretched nymph, to future evils blind! 

The time fhall come when thou fhalt dearly pay ~~ 
The theft, hard-hearted! of that guilty day: ~ 
‘Thou in thy turn halt like the queen repine, 
And all her forrows, doubled, fhall be thine: 





eee eee 
He who adorns thy houfe, the lovely hoy _ All in alayn of mjany a various hie - 
pe adorns 5 fhall at length deftroy. A bed of flowers oe ry foreft). 
= A ‘wo undred moons in their palecourfe had {eety | "T'was here one noon, the gaud . 
pair _gay-rob’d fairies gli the green, The fill, the fecret, filent, hour of 


And Albion 


yw had reach'd in youthful prime 


Ease years, assntortals, time. 
“Fluth'd@ysith refiftlefs charms he fir’d to love 
» Each nymphand lieele Dryad of the grove; 

For fkilful Milkah fpar’d not to employ 

Her utmoft aketorear the princely boy; , 

Each;fupple linth fhe Cwath’d, and tender bone, 

ndto the indard kept him down ; 

c robb’d dwarf-elders of their fragrant fruit, 
And fed him carly with the daify’s root, L 
Ahence through iis veins the powerful juices ran, 

> And forni’d in beauteons miniature the man. 
m Net films inches taller than the rett, 

His birth confefs’d; , 

A foot in t, how ftately did he thow ! »... 

How look fuperior on the crowd below ! 

‘What knight like him could tofs the rufhy tance ! 

‘Who move fo graceful in the mazy dance! 

é A fees nice, or features half fo fair, 

4 elf could boaft! or fuch a flow of hair! 
Bright Kenna faw, a princefs born to reign, 
And felt the charmer burn in every vein. 
he, heirefs to this empire's potent lord, P 
Prais'd like the ftars, and next the moon ador’d. 
She, whom at diftance thrones and princedoms 

view'd, 

To ri pecs d Oriel and Azuriel fued, 
Jn hi palace languith’d, void of joy, 
And pin’d in fecret for a mortal boy. 

He too was [mitten, and difcreetly ftrove 
By courtly deeds to gain the vitgin’s love. 
For her he cull’d the faire} flowers that grew, 
Fre morning funs had drai 
He chas'd.the hornet in his mid-day flight, 


And beouahsher glove-ner in the noon of aight; 

Titever Alton think the tee to hgh 

id ever Albion think the tree too high! S 

He thow’d her where the pregnant goldfinch hung, 

And the wren-mother brooding o'er her young ; 

‘To her th’ infeription on their 

(Admire, ye clerks, the youth w 

‘To her he fhow’d each herb of virtuous jaice, 

‘Their powers diftinguith’d and defcrib’d their ufe: 

All vain their powers, alas! to Kenna prove, 

Ana well fung Ovid, That no herb for love.” 
As when a , ehlarg’d from realms below, 

Secks its old set to tell fome fetret wo, 

‘The poor thade thivering ftands, and mutt not 

break 

Hie painful filence, till the mortal fpeak : 

So far’d it with the little love-fick maid, 

Forbid to utter, what her eyes betray’d. 

He faw her anguith, and reveal’d his flame, 

And fpar’d the bluthes of the rongue-ty’d dame. 

"The day would fail me, thould I reckon o’er _ 

‘Thé fighs they lavih’d, and the oaths they fwore 

In words fo melting, that compar’d with thofe 

‘The niceft courthip of terreftrial beaux 4 

‘Would found like compliments, from country 

clowns [gowns. 
To red check'd fweet-hearts in their home-fpun 





a lofty tulip’s ample thade 

Sat the young lover and.th’ im: 
They thought all fairies flept, ah, in 
Hid, but in vain; in the fun’s noon-t gla 
When Albion, leaning on his Kenna’s 
Thus all the foftnefs of his foul exp 

« All things aré hufh’d. The fun’ 

Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze 

Nor moon nor ftar in heaven's b 

With kindly rays to filver o’er the gr 

Grateful to fairy eyes; they fecret 
“ Their reft, and only wretched 

This dead of day | fly to thee alone, 

A world to me, a multitade in 

Oh, fweet as dew-drops on thefe 

When the ficy opens, and ening ¢ 

Straight as the pink, that towers fo 


Sofz.as the blow-bell | as.the daify fair! © 


Bleft, be the hour, when firft T was con: 
An infant captive to this blifsful hade! — 
As bleft the hand that did my form 9: 
And fhrunk my Qature to.a match with 
om ape thee renountce my royal bi 
And all the giant.daughters of the ear 
Thon, if tl Ficaatt with equal ardour b 
Renounce thy kind, and love for lo 
So from us two, combin’d by ial 
A race of unknown denii-gods hall rif 
* © peak, my love! my vows with vox 
“, And fweetly {wear my rifing fears) 
To whom (the fhining azure of her eyes 
Mere brighten’d) thus th’ enamour’d n 
lies : . 
« By all the ftars, and firft the glorio 
“ | fwear; and by the head of Oberon, 
A dreadful oath | no prince of fairy line 
“ Shall e’er in wedlock plight his vows wi 


“ Where’er my footfteps in the dance are fen, 


May twad{tools rife; and mildews blaft the, 
“ May the keen eaft wind blight my fa 
“ flowers, 

And {nakes and {potted adders haunt 

Confin'd whole ages in an hemlock i 

There rather pine { a neglected 

Or worfe, exil’d from Cynthia’s gr 

Parch in the fun a thoufand fammer. 

Than any prince, a prince of fairy line, _ 
“ In fagred wedlock plight his i 

She ended: with lips of roly bue 
Dipp’d five times over in ambrofial dew, 
Stifled his words. When from his covert 
The frowning brow of Oberon appear’d. 
A fun-flower’s trunk was near, whence 

fight !) “3 saat 
The monarch iffued, half an ell in height : 
Full on the pair a furious look he caft, _ 
Nor {poke ; but gave his bugle-horm 
That through the woodland echoed 
And drew a fwarm of fubjeéts to his fd 
A hundred chofen knights, in war cenow’ 
Drive Albion banifh’d om the facregl 
£4 








=a 


Warwick fadden’d all the thades, 
fteod; nor didin hin afford 
iner, or alovelier lord. 

¢¢ a hundred fields produc’d their ore, 
by thy. name ten thoufand vaffals {wore ; 

Io thy name, that, at their monarch’s 


oes 


3 
y thouted with a general voice, 
el alone a fecret rage fuppreft, 
: his bofom henv'd:the golden vel. 
the banks of Thame ran, 
range, and lous his clan, 


\ el we traft old tales, 
ign ome fairy vails, 
ps of filver tokens, nightly 
wife, or the neat dairy-maid, 
his flores, With fmiles and powerful 
sbribes * 
d the Jeaders of his neighbour tribes 
the night the face of heaven had chang’d, 
half the fairies rang’d, 
/hile, driven back to earth, a lonely way 
erlefs Albion wander’d half the day, 
jy long journey, chok’d with brakes and 
thorns 


fur’d ‘by ten thoufand barley-corns, 
d out at length, a {preading ftream he fpy’d 
by old Thame, a-daughter of the tide : 
pthena fpreading ftream, though. now its 


bears the Creek’s inglorious name, 
ef as through contradted bounds it ftrays, 
; hoys in thefe degenerate ate 
clear cryftal’s verdant bank he ftood, 
d thrice look'd backward on the fatal ‘wood, 
thrice he groan’d, and thrice he beat his 
-breaft a 


: 5 ‘ 
thus in tears his kindred gods addreft, 
_t lfcrue, ye watery powers, my lineage came 
From Nepwune fotigling with a mortal dame; 
Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd 
bs your grottoes waft my plaintive, 
o 
d Pee ek tiaent thakes the earth, 
race his offspring, and affert my birth.” 
tad. A gentle Naiad heard his prayer, 
touch’d with pity for a lover’s care, 
ots to the fea, where low beneath the tides 
Neptune in th’ unfathom’d deep refides, 
bat the news, the fea’s ftern fultan fwore 
e, and fcarce from prefent arms forbore; 
‘the nymph his harbinger he fends, 
care the favourite boy commends. 


Driven by his current 


gui 
Along his banks the pi legions 
She fpies, and haughty Oriel at their head. ~ 
Soon with wrong’d Albion’swame the 
And counts the ocean’s 


Lies Albion : him the fates yor 
Hear, and obey ; ’tis Neptunes powerful cally 
By him Azurie! and his king fhall fall.” ee: 


She faid. They bow'd: and on their thielde 
— _— 


up-bore F 

With fhouts their new faluted emperor. 
Ev'n Orie} fmil’d: at leaft to fimile he 
And hopes of vengeance triumph’d over love. 
: See meee the mournerof the lonely shade 

y gods protedted, and by hofts obey’d,. 
A flave, & chief, by peindronec ~ 
In the fhort courfe of one day. 
What wonder if the youth, fo ftrangely bleft, 
Felt his heart fufter in his little breaft ! « 
His thick embattled troops, with fecret pride, — 
He views extended half an acre wide; 
More light he treads, more tall he feems to rife, 
And ftruts a ftraw-breadth nearer to the tkies, 

O for 
In battle join'’d the pigmies and the cranes ! 
Each gaudy knight, had I that warmth divine, 
Each ‘d legion-in my verfe fhould fhine. 
But fimple 1, and innocent of art, 
‘The tale, that footh’d my infant years, impart, 
The tale heard whole winter-eves, untir'd, 
And fing the battles, that my-nurfe tapi, : 

Now the fhrill corn-pipes, echoing. loud 

arms, nf 
To rank and file reduce the ftraggling fwarms. 
Thick rows of {pears at once, with fudden glare, 
A grove of needles glitter in the air ; 
Loofe in the winds {mall ribbon-ftreamers flow, 
Dipt in all colours of the heavenly bow; : 
And deme hoft, that now its march purfuesy 
Gleams o'er the meadows in a thoufand hues, 
ul 


ae 
Shone Afia’s a fight. 
In various robes filken troops were feen, 


The blue, the red, and’prophet's facred green : 


When blooming Brunfwick, near the Danube’s 
flood, 


Firft tain’d his maiden fword'in Turkith bloods 
Unfeen and filent march the flow brigades 

Through pathlefs wilds, and unfrequented fhades. 

In hope already vanquith’d by furprife, 

In Albion’s power the fairy empire lies; > 

Already has-he feiz’d on Kenna’s charms, 

And the glad beauty tremblesin his arms. 


The march concludes; and-now in profpeé& 


near, 
Butfene'd with arms, the hoftile towers appeary 
For Oberon, or Druids falfely fing, 
Wore his prime vifier in a magic ring, 
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thy mufe, great Bard*, whofe lofty ftrains 


nthe Thamesher backward eourfe fd 
up therefluent tides, = 


) 





POR Ms Fer 
foretold’ “|The fea’s great fire, with looks den 
‘The trident thakes, and mounts the pea 
With one ftern frown the wide-fp 


5 By r 
Bt foes Seaham And works the madding ocean into ftorm 
van doth bold Azoriel ftand. -O’er foaming niountains, and through 
age that hour did Albion’s foul poffefs, tides, . 
Let chiefs idyagine, and let lovers guefs! - Now high, now low, the bounding ch: 
Forth iffuin, his ranks, that ftrove in vain Till through the Thames ‘in’a loud w! 
fe, athwart the dreadful plain roar 9 
‘He ftrides indig) and with haughty ries Tt thoots, and lands him on the deftin’d 
To fingle fight tie fairy prince defies. Now fix’d on earth his towering ftat 
Forbear! rafh youth, th’ unequal war to try; | Hung o’er the mountains, and o’erlook’ 
Nor, from mortals, with immortals vic. ‘To Brumpton’s grove one ample ftride 
ftands ready to avert thy doom, (‘Che vallies trembled, and the forefts | 
Nor yet thy grandfire of the waves'is come. +The next huge ftep reach’d the devoted 
My words are vain—no words the wretch can | Where chok’d in blood was wretched All 
E Romrjtt eis Where nowthe vanquith’d, with the vi 
By beauty daz! id bewitch’d by love’: Beneath the banners ftood com 
He longs, he burns, to win the glorious prize, Th’ embattell’d dwarfs with 
And fees no danger, while he fees her eyes, patt, . 
~~ Noweftom cach hoft the eager warriors ftart, | And on their town his eye vindidtiv 
ee ‘Albion flings his hafty dart. In deep foundations his ftrong’ trident 
*Twas feather'd from the bee's tranfparent wing, ' in air th’ uprooted empire 
And its thaft ended in 5 ad engine the valt ruin hun 
But, toft in rage, it flew wound, “Which on the foe with force divine he flang ' 
High o’er the foes and guiltlefs pierc’d the ground, | Aghaft the ‘in th’ approaching thade 
Not.fo Azuriel’s : with unerting aim ‘Th’ inverted ‘and rocking dotnes fur 
‘Too near the needle-pointed javelin came, That downward tumbling on the h 
Drove through the fevenfold fhield, and filken'veft, | Crufh’d the whole nation at one dr 
And 'd the lover’s ivory breaft. ‘Towers, arms, nymphs, warriors, are” 
at the fmart, and rifing to the blow, Jott, ail 
With his keen (word he cleaves his fairy foe, And a wholeempire falls to foothe fad 
Sheer from the fhoulder to the wafte he Cleaves Such was the period, long reftrain’d b 
And of one arm the tottering trunk bereaves. And fuch the downfall of the fairy fate. 
His ufelefs fteel brave Albion weilds no more, | This dale, a pleafing region, not unblef, 
But fternly fmiles, and thinks the combat o'er: This dale poffeft they ; and had ftill poll 
a naa de besa tid egies A caor tal treia, Hal por ceie mem sen ride, 
Or lefs than fairy felt the deadly : Rent from her lord th’ inviolable bride, 
Bute forms howe’er in Ere : Rath to-diffolve the contraé feal’d above, 
Gafh'd and difmember’d, eafily unite, The folemn vows and facred bonds of loves” 
As fome frail cup of China’s pureft mould, Now, where his elves fo fprightly danc’d the Fou 
With azure varnith'd, and bedropt with gold, No violet breatlies, nor daify paints the groun 
Though broke, if cur’d by fome nice virgin’s | His towers and people fill one common 
hands, A fhapelefs ruin, anda barren cave. 
In its old ftrength and priftine beauty ftands ; Beneath huge hills of fmokin, 
‘The tumults of the boiling bohea braves, Stunn’d and confounded a whi 
And holds fecure the coffee’s fable waves: At length awak’d (for what can long 
So did Azuriel’s arm, if fame fay true, Unbody'd fpirits!) but awak'd in p 
Rejoin the vital trunk whence firft it grew And as he faw the defolatéd wood, 
And, whilft in wonder fix’d poor Albion’ ftood, And the dark den where once his empire 
“Plung’d the curs'd fabre in his heart’s warm blood. | Grief chill’d histheart : to his halfopen’d 
The golden broidery, tender Milkah wove, Jn every oak a Neptune feem'd to rife 
The breaft, to Kenna facred and to Jove, He fled: and left, with all his trembling 
Lie rent and mangled : and the gaping wound The long poffeffiom of a thoufand years. 
Pours out a flood of purple on the ground. w Through bufh, through brake, throu 
‘The jetty luftre fickens in his eyes : 5 and gloomy dal. : 
‘On his cold checks the bloomy frefhnefs dies; Through dank and dry, o’er ‘flreams 
£ Oh Kenna, Kenna, thrice he try’d to fay, “vales, 
* Kenna, farewell !’ and figh’d his foul away. Dire& they fled; but often look’d 
His fall the Dryads with loud shrieks deplore, | And ftopt and-ftarted at each raftl 
By fifter Naiads echo'd from the fhore, Wing’d with like fear, his abdicated 
Thence down to Neptune’s fecret realms con- | Difperfe and wander into different lands. 
vey'd, Part hid bencath the Peak’s deep caverns lie, 
‘Through grots, and glooms,and manya coral thade, | In filent glooms, impervious to the tky; 
7 Eciij 
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Avon's thargin feck feck Frpoles ies 
o'er Britain's midmoft region flows, 
Neptune pever came, 
nd oceans are but known by fame: 
irk woods and fecret fhade retreat ; 
¢ on mountains choofe their airy feat. 
the ruddy damfel feen, 
» they fently foot the green, 
a girchiog verdure fprings; 
towns, and dread the courts of kings. 
ile fad: Kenna, lott to uit the grove, 
the body of her breathlefs love, 
ar (sin in arts! }to change bis doom, 
(va to join bim in the tomb. 
og do? dl ? the fated alike’deny * 
0 live, or fairy forms to dic. [tells 
ther toa Se (the fame ‘old * Homer 
irce’s {pells) 
mk but fini to light 
is With flowrets milky white, 
he plane, which gods and fairies know," 


us juice fhe thed, 
coy sad er the dead, 
pe by magic power 
dlefs, contra@ed to a lg 
fir io this fweet garden {mil’d, 
(cred, ahd the {now-drop ftyl’d. 
born, pant with fweet regret the 
[dew"d, 
Neen her ‘aie: and with her tear’ 
n'd feeds from bank to bank convey’d, 
ber’ lover whiten’d half the fhade, 


a4 


ae 


inereas'd through wide Britannia's 
pe rersith and fpotlefs name retains, 

of the: flowery. ‘ace afpires, 
we catches the fun’s genial fires, 
and fnows triumphant dares appear, 
the featens, and leads on the year.» 


yj y race, 


ilty place. 
peek 4 YP ay 


otek mar! pe ge Fe feptune’s rage, 
at Nailan recloth'd'the defart fhade, 
lene facred to Britannia’s monarchs made. 
§ then the green-rob' ‘d nymph, fai Kenna, 
came, 
aithatgaye she ncighbeurngtown its namfe.) 
‘faw th’ ennobled garden fine, - 
mphs and heroes of her lover's line, 
grace'thé marifions once her own, 
‘out in plonts the fairy town. 
ares al her ieee ft unten the fped, 
i he I'd the craftiman’s head, 
pie lene Big sp a a pleafing fcheme, “ 
1d that landfhip iti a morning “Gream. 
With oh {weet view the fire of gardens fir’d, 
the labour by the nymph anipir'd, * 
‘and ftreets in rows of yew defigns, 
town in all its cient linge 5 


‘The corner treet he lifts more high in’ait, ” 
And girds the palace with a verdant {quare ; 


Nor knows, while sound he views the rifing {conte j 


He builds a city as he plants his greens, 
With a fad pleafure the aérial maid 
This image of her ancient realms furvey’d, _ 


How chang’d, how. fall’n from its Eyer re : 
Yet here each moon, the hour her lovey dy’d, 


Each moon his folemn obfequies fhe ci c 
And leads the dance beneath pale C a 2 $ , ida 
Pleas'd in thefe thades to head her 

And grace the groveswhere Albior Avintmenre reign, 


TO ALADY BEFORE BARRIAGE be 


On, form’d by nature, and refin'd by rae 
With charms to win, and fenfe to fix the ! 
By thoufands fought, Clotilda, canft thou free 
Thy crowd of captives, and defcend to me 
Content in thades obfcure to watte thy li 
A hidden beauty, and a country. wii 
O, liften, while thy fummers are my theme ! 
Ah, foothe thy partger in his dream ! 
In fome {mall hamlet on the lonely plain, 
Where T! hames, through meadows, rolls his’ its 
zy train; Z ray’ d, 
Or where high Windfor, thick with greens 
Waves his old oaks, arid iad inane, 
Fancy has figur'd Su 
Already ‘round the feat 
Our limes 1 to fhoot, our flowers tofpring, 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to fing. + 
Where doft thou lie, thoy thinly. peopled green & 
Thou namelefs lawn, and ge yet unfe 
Where fons, contented with their native ground, _ 
Ne’er trayell’d further than ten furlongs round ; 
And the tann'd peafant, and his ruddy bride, © 
Were born together, and together died. 
Where éarly larks beft tell the morning light, 
And only Philomel difturbs the night ; 
*Midft gardens here my humble pile thall rife, 
With fweets furrounded of ten thoyfand dyes 
All favage ¥ where th’ en:broider'd gardens end, 
‘he haunt of echoes woods afcend3, 
And oh ! if heaven th” ambitious thought: approve, 
A rill fhall warble crofs the gloomy grove," 
A little rill, o'er pebbly beds convey’d, 
Guth down the fteep, and glitter through the glade. 
What cheermg {cents thofe bordering banks ex- 
" haleh © °° 
Hoay loud that heifer lows from yonder.vale! 
‘That thrush how fhrill : “his note fo clear, fo high, © 
He drowns each feather’d minftrel of the ky. 
Here let me trace, beneath the purpled morn, 
The deep-mouth’d beagle, and the fprightly horn = 
ith well-diflembled flies, 
Or fetch the fluttering partridge from the fkies, 
Nor fgli thy hand difdain to crop the vine, 
‘The downy peach, or flavour'd nedtarine 5 
Or rob the bee-hive of its golden hoard, 
And bear th’ unbought luxuriance to thy board. 
Sometinies my books by ‘day hall kill the hours, 
While from thy needle rile the filken flowers; 
And thou, by turns, to eafe my feeble Sight, 
Refume the voluase, and deceive the night, 
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x "This wifdom thy reward for every pain, 


‘ad 


x «'¥hen watch thee, charm’d, while fleep locks every 
~ Ze) fe < ~ ; 
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Oh! when I mark thy twinkling eyes oppreft, 

_ Soft whifpering, let me warn my Jove to reft ; 
fenfe, y 

And to fweet heaven commend thy innocence, 

"Thus reign’d-our fathers o'er the rural fold, 
‘Wife, hale, and honeft, in the days of old ; 

‘Till courts rofe, where fubftance pays for thow, 
And fpeciows joys are bought with real woe. 

‘Sée Flavia’’ pendants, large, well-fpread, and 

right, : 
ear A i whars them hears a fool each night : 
k how th’ embroider’d colonel fneaks away, 

'To fhun the withering dame that made him gay ; 
‘That knave, to gain a title, loft his fame ; 

"That rats’d his credit by a daughter’s fhame ; 
"This coxcomb’s ribband coft him half his land, 
And oaks, unnumber’d, bought that fool a wand. 
Fond man, as all his forrows were too few, 
Acquires ftrange wants that nature never knew, 
By midnight lamps he emulates the day, 

“And fleeps, perverfe, the cheerful funs away ; 
From goblets high-emboft, his wine muft glide, 
Round his clos’d fight the gorgeous curtain flide 
Fruits ere their time to grace his ‘pomp mutt rife, 
And three untalted courfes glut his eyes. 

” For this are nature’s gentle calls withftood, 

The voice of confcience, and the bonds of blood ; 


And this gay glory all thy mighty gain, 
_Fair phantoms woo'd and feorn’d from age to age, 
‘Since bards began to laugh, or priefts to rage. 
‘And yet, juft curfe on man’s afpiring kind, 

Prone to ambition, to example blind, 
Our children’s children fhall ovr fteps purfue, . 
And the fame errors be for ever new. 

\ Mean while in hope a guiltlefs country fwain, 
My reed with warblings cheers th’ imagin’d plain. 
Hail humble thades, where truth and filence dwell 
‘Thou noify town, and faithlefs court, farewell! 

Farewell ambition, once my darling flame ! 

4 "Tlie thirit of lucre, and the charm of fame! 

In Jife’s by-road, that winds through paths un- 
known, 

My days, though aumber’d, fhall be all my own. 

Here fhall they end, (O, might they twice begin !) 

And all be white the fates intend to fpin, 


3 A POEM, 
IN PRAISE OF THE HORN-BOOK, 


Writtenunder a Fit of the Gout, 


* Magni magna patrant, nos non nifi ludicra— 
——— Podagra hac otia fecit.”” 


* 
Hast, ancient book, moft venerable code ! 
Learning’s firft cradle, and its laft abqde! 

"The huge unnumber’d yolumes which we fee, 
By lazy plagiaries are ftol'n from thee. ¥ 
Yet future timas, to thy fufficient ftore, 
Shall’ne’er prefume to add one letter more. *' 
‘Thee will Lfing, in comely wainfcot bound, 

. Amd golden verge enclofing thce around ; 

The faithful horn before, from age to age, 
Preferving thyinvaluable page ; : 


EMS. 












| Behind, thy patron faint in armour fhines 
With fword and lance, to ee thy 
Beneath his courfer’s fect the dragon 
Transfix’d ; his blood thy fcarlet cover 
TW inflruétive handle’s at the bottom 
Left wrangling critics fhould pervert 
Or if to ginger-bread thou fhalt defe 
And liquorith learning to thy babes exten 
Or fugar’d plane, o’crfpread with beaten 
Dees the {weet treafure of thy letters 
‘Thou fill thalt’be my fong——Apoll 
I fcorn t” invoke ; Cadmus my verfe 
Twas Cadmus who the firft materials: 
Of all the learning which has fince b taugl 
Soon made complete ! for mortals ne’er fh 
More than contain’d of old the Chrift 
>What mafters dictate, or what doctors 
‘Wife matrons hence, ev'n to our childre 
But as the naa of oer plant and 
(So common that eac! peafant kn 
Phyficians in myfterious cant exprefs, 
T’ amufe the patient, and enhance their 
So from the letters of our native tong 
Put in Greek fcrawls, a myftery too 
Schools are erected, puzzling gramm 
And artful men ftrike out a gainful trade: 
Strange characters adorn the learned 
And heedlefs youth catch at the fhini 
‘The pregnant boys the noify charn 
And * Tau’sand Delta’s make their 
Th’ uncommon founds amaze the 
And what's uncommon never co 
Yet in all tongues the horn-book is tht 
Taught by the Grecian mafter, o 
dame. . 
But how fhall f thy endlefs virtues 
In which thou doft al! other books 
No greafy thumbs thy fpotlefs leaf can 
Nor crooked dogs-ears thy fmooth e 
In idle pages no errata ftand, 
Totell the blundersef the printer’s hand: 
No fulfome dedication here is writ, - ~ 
Nor flattering verfe, to praife the author’ 
The margin with no tedious notes is vex’dy 
Nor various reading to confound the text 
All parties in thy literal fenfe agree, 
Thou perfeé centre of concordancy * 
Search we the records of an ancient date, 
Qr read what modern hiftories relate, 
They all proclaim what wonders have 
By the plain letters taken as they run 
«'+ Too high the floods of paffion us'd 
“ And rend the P.oman youth’s impatient 
His hafty anger furnifli'd fcenes of bioo 
* And frequent deaths of worthy men ent 
“ In vain were all the weaker methodst: 
None could fuffice to flem the furious 1 
“ Thy facred line he did but once re; 
And laid the ftorm, and cool’ the. 
Thy heavenly notes, like @ngels’ 
Departing fouls, and focthe the dyi 





* The Gredh letters T, A. 
+ The advice given ta auguflut, by diben 
Stoic philofopber, a 
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me Res at 
ms 4 le@ture higsaetd 
J ; th’ important foun 
d Palow oat rebound : 
s dro head, 
6 ftars that Hodge had learnt to 


poker bauls; O heavenly breath ! 
comforts in the hour of death ! 
s feel! great C, pronounc’d the boy ; 
lire dies with ectaly of joy. 
n ¢ Jands fuch ignorance abounds, 
fcarce know thy ufeful founds, 
s fame gives this report, 
fays many things infport, 
man to whom thou’rt quite un- 


wn, » ‘< 
w th’ extent of thy vaft empire own. 
wonders magic {pells can do p 
in air, in fea, in s below ; 
profound and dark wife Mahomet 
ow an angel's figure took ; 
enchantments fage Canidia knew, 
ung, Gerce monfters to fubdue, 
‘book! are all contain’d in you? 
arts; and-every fcience meet, 
he Limits of th "fagle theet : 
y vatt root all learning’s branches grow, 


r ftreams from thy deep fountain flow, _ 


+ while thus thy wonders | indite, 
{ feel the power of whieh I write; 
+ gout his former rage forgets, 

frequent now, and Je% fevere the fits + 
few the chains which bound my ulelefs feet; 
and pain from every joint retreat ; 
comes every moment on, 
and, I ftep, 1 bbe ass lig Tron. Fi 
Ietme-ceafe, my heblipg numbers flop, 

* thy handle hang my crutches up, 
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OR, THE LORDLING, 















es of amphibious breed, 
ley fruit of mongrel feed: 
dam from lordlings fprung, 
fire exhal’d from dung: *' 
every vice in both, 
“him, and fee their growth. 
w him‘on x! mother's fide, ‘ 
‘with falfchood, fpleen, and pride, 
and ovérsbearing, ox 
ing fill, and fill adhering, 
4 ith, rude, untoward: 
in tongue, in heart a cowards 
en his friends he moft is hard on, 
comesto beg their pardon 3 


} Some, perl 
In the fate to 
| Could we place him in a ftation 
















+ [ever deatet frenathi * 
Judgment weak, and plies feeagg 
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» Always various, always wrong: = 
Provocation never waits, ‘ 
Where he loves, or where he hates. : 
‘Talks whate’er comes.in his head, bl 
Withes it were all unfaid, s 

Let me now the vicestrace,  £ 
From his father’s fooundrel Face, 
Who could give the looby fuch ai 
Were they mafons? Were they. 
Herald lend the mufe an anfwer, ~ ‘ 
From his atavus and grandfire; 
This was dexterous at his trowel, 
‘That was bred to killa cow well: 
Hence the greafy clumfy mien, |‘ 
In his drefs and figure feen : 
Hence that mean and fordid foul, ] 
Like his body, rank.and foul: 
Hence that wild fufgicions. grey, ] 
Like 2 rogue that fteals a theep.: eat 
Hence he learn'd the butcher’s gui 
How to cut a throat and fmile; ~ 
Like a butcher doom’d for life, * is 
In his mouth to wear his knife. 1 
Hence he draws his daily food, 
From his tenant’s vital blood, 


Laftly, let his ihe ade 
3 in] 
uid a Babel; fs 





To deftroy the old foundation. . 
True, indeed, I fhould be gladder 22 
Could he learn to mount the ladder... Sees 
May he at his letter end Mae 

Mount alive, and dead defcend, 

In lim tell me, which prevail,’ 
Female vices moft, or male? 

What produc’d them, can you tell ? 
Haman race, or imp of hell? 


OXFORD: 
Aron. | ee i" 
Inferibed ty Lord Lonfdale, 1407. 


Unum opus eft inta@z palladis urbem 
“ Carmine perpetuo celebrare”— 
‘ : Hor. 1 Od. vi, 


‘Wnuitsr you, my lord, adorn that ftately feat, 
Where thining beauty her foft retreat,” 
Enjoying all thofe graces, uncontrol’d, 

Which nobleft youths would die but to behold A 
Whilft you inhabit Lowther’s awful pile, 2 
A ftrugture worthy of the founder's toil; 
Amaz’d we fee the former Lonfdale thine 

In each defcendant of his noble line : 

But moft tranfported and furpriz’d we view 
His ancient glories all reviv'd'in you, a 
Where charms and virtues join their equal gra 
Your father’s godlike foul, your mother’s lovely 
: face, ate : ee) 
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and kind Heaven's indulgent care 4 So fountains, which fecret « 
s Oxford and the mufes‘bear, And peur above ty hates take be 
of all ranks, the blooming youths combine | Back to their father ocean urge their 
“er pay due homage ito the mighty Nine, And to the fea, the ftreams it gave, 
And fnatch, with Eniling joy, the laurel crown, No niore we fear the military rage, 
+ Due to the learned honours of the Bhs Nurs’d up in fome obfcure barbarian ages 
Merc I, the meaneft of the tuneful throng, Nor dread the ruin of our arts divine, 
Delude the time with an unhallow’d fong, From thick-fenll'd heroes of the Gothic Tine, 
~ Which thus my thanks to much-lov’d Oxford pays, | Though pale the Romans faw thofe rm 
In no pas ser, ase h unartful lays. And wept their learning loft in ‘ ¥ 
Where fhall 1 Srft the beauteous fcene difelofe, | Let brutal rage around its terrors — 
And all the gay variety expofe ?’ The living murder, and. confume hedead, 
~ For wherefoe’er I turn my wondering eyes, In impious fires let nobleft writings burn, 
Afpiring towers and verdant groves arife, And with their authors thare @ common urag _ 
mortal greens the fmiling plains array, Only, ye fates, our lov’d Bodleian fpare, 


And magyrivers murmur all the way. . Be IT, and learni felf thall be your care, 
~ Qt might yeur eyes behold cach fparkling | Htre every art an St £8 
’ dome, Collected Phoobus here 
_ And freely o’er the beauteous profpec roam, Each other feat be dark, and this be all 
Lefs ravish'd your own Lowther you'd furvey, Thus when the Grecks imperial T) 
‘Though pomp and ftate the coftly feat difplay, And to the ground its fata) lis d s ‘d, 
SpWhere art do nicely has adorn’d the pacts In vain they burn the work of hand divines 
line, © 


: Said might feem an ufelefs grace ; Whe tik ee Pt fe Dardan 
Yet nature's fmiles various charms impart,” i eas flies th’ wu Wats, 
~ {Phat vain and naiheare the flrokes of ad And, with Facey liilus bears, 
In equal ftete our rifing Nruétures thine, Old Troy for ever ftands in himaloue, 
Fram’d by fuch rulés, and form'd by fugh dcfign, And all the i ive inone. 
‘That here, at once furpris'd and picas'd, we view Here itll prefides each fage’s reverend fhade, — 
(Old Athens loft and conquer’d inthe new; In foft and eafy grandeur laid; Peper 
, More dweet our thades, more fit our bright abodes } ‘Their deathlefs works forbid their fame to. 
© For warbling mufes and infpiring gous. Nor time itfelf their ns fhall déftroy,, 
© Great * Vanbrogk’s felf might ows cach artful | Preferv’d within the iving gallery *, 
draught =" ‘ What greater gift could bounteous 
Equal to models in his curious thought, ftow, 
Nor {corn a fabric by our plans to frame, Than to be feen above, and r 
* Or in immortal labours fing their fame; With deep refpect I be 
oth ways he faves them from deftroying fate, To fee the fai ‘ a 
> fihe but praife them, or but imitate. ~ | But O! what mufe can equal warmth imp 
See, where the facred + Sheldon’s hau; fhty dome The pairiter’s fii 
ery here aid of ancient ‘Rome! 
hofe form, fo great and noble feems defign’d With goodnefs foft, and y 
‘T’ exprefs. the grandeur of its founder’s mind. So much of life the artful colours give; 
Here, in one lofty building, we behold Scarce more within their they lives 
Whate’er the Latian pride could beat of pld, My blood begins in wilder roundstoroll, 
‘True, no dire combats feed the favage eye, And pleafing tumults combat in my foul; 
And ftrew the fand with fportive cruelty ; An humble awe my downcaft eyes 
pe moré adorn’d with what the mufe infpires, | And only lefs than adoration pays os 
far outthines their bloody theatres, Such were the Roman fathers, when 0’ 
Delightful fcene! when here, in equal verfe, They faw the Gauls infult o'er 
‘The'youthful bards their godlike queen rehearfe, | Each captive feem'd the haughty vi 
‘To Churchill’s wreaths Apollo’s laurel join, And proftrate chiefs their awful fla 
And fing the plains of Hockftet and udoign, Such arc as this adorns your Lowther’s 
Next let the mufe record our Bodley’s fear t Where feafting gods caroufe upon the wall; 
Nor aim at numbers, like the fubject, great; ‘The nectar, which creating paint fupplies, 
All hail, thou fabric, facred to the Nine, Tntoxicates each pleas'd {peCtator’s eyes; ) aae 
‘Thy fame immortal, and thy form divine! 0 view, amaz’d, the Source heayenly fair, —— 
> Who to thy praife attempts the dangerous flight, .| And think they breathe the true Elyfian air, 


Should in thy various tongues be taught to write; | With ftrokes fo hold, gréat Verrio’s h: 
His verfe, like thee, a lofty drefs thould Wear, drawn 


And breathe the enius which inhabits there 5 The gods in dw: bright thei 
hy proper lays’ alone can make thee live, Fir’d with a thoufand taptures, I behold 
nd pay that fame, which firft thyfelf didft give. | What lively features grae’d each bard of olds. 
‘ 1 Seg y- Such lips, | think, did guide his charming topeu 
* Sir Fobn Vanbrugh, In fuch an air as this the poet. fung; a 
+ The Teed ’ Dee 


fate ety 
4 The Bodleian Librery, * The Figure Gallery, 
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Such eycs as thefe plow'd with the facred fire, 
And hands like thefe employ’d the vocal lyre. 
Quite ravith’d; I purfue cach image o'er, 

And {earce admire their deathlefs labours more. 
See where the gloomy Scaliger appears, 
Each thade is ¢ritic, and each feature {neer: 
‘The artful Ben fo {martly ftrikes the eye, 
I more than fee a fancied comedy ; 

The muddy Scotus crowns the motley thew, | 
~And metaphyfics cloud. bis wrinkled brow. 
But diftant awe invades my beating breaft, 
‘Totee great Ormond in the paint expreft; 

With fear I view the figure from afar, 

‘Which burns with noble ardour for the war; 

But near approaches free my doubting mind, 

‘To view fuch fweetnefs with fuch grandeur join’d, 
Here ftudious heads the graver tablet fhowa, 
Gad there with martial warmth the pi@ure glows; 
he blooming youth here boafts a brighter hue, 

“And painted virgins far ovtfhine the true. 
- Hail, colours, which with nature bear a frife, 
And only want a voice to perfect life ; 
The wondering ftranger makes a fudden ftand, 
And pays low homage to the lovely band; 
Within each frame a real fair believes, 
And vainly thinks the mimic canvafs lives; 
‘Till, undeceiv’d, he quits th’ enchanting fhow, 
Pleas’d with the art, though he laments it too, 
~ $0 when his Juno bold Ixion woo’d, 
And aim’d at pleafures worthy of a god, 
A beauteous cloud was form’d by angry Jove, 
Fit to invite, though not indulge his love; 
The mortal thought he faw his geddefs thine, 
~dhad all the lying graces look’d divine ; . 
But when with heat he clafp’d her fancied charms, 
‘The empty vapour bauik’d his cager arms, 
~ Loth to depart, leave th’ inviting feene,’ 
Yet fcarce forbear to view it o’er again ; 
But.ftill new objects give a new delight, 
And various profpeéts blefs the wandering fight, 
Aloft in Gate the airy towers arife, 
“And with new luftre deck the wondering fkies ; 
Lo! to what height the fchools afcending reach, 
Built with that art which they alone can teach ; 
‘The lofty dome expands her fpacious gate, 
Where all the decent graces jointly wait ; 
In every fhape the god of art reforts, 
And crowds of fages fill th’ extended eonrta, 
With wonders fraught the bright mufeum fee, 
Hefclf the greateft curiofity! 
‘Where nature’s choiceft treafure, all combin’d, 
Delight at once, and quite confound the mind; 
‘Ten thoufand fplendors ftrike the dazzled eye, 
And form on earth another galaxy. 
Here colleges in {weet confufton rife, 
‘There temples feem to reach their native fkies; 





Spires, towers, and groves, compofe the various- 


Ow, . > 
And mingled profpedts charm the doubting view ; 
‘Who can deny their characters divine, 
‘Without ‘refplendent, and infpir’d within ? 
But, fince above my weak and artlefs lays, 
Let their own poets fing their equal praife. 
, One laheur more my grateful verfe renews, 
Aud sears aloft the low-defcending mufe; 
ro 4 
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The building *, parent of my young effays, 
s in return a tributary praife. . 
Pillars fablime bear up the learned weight, 
And antique fages tread the pompous height; «. 
Whilf guardian mufes fhade the Happy piles, 
And all around diffufe propitious fmiles. 
Here Lancafter, adorn’d"with every grace, 
Stands chief in merit, as the chief in places * 
To his lov'd name our earlieft lays belong, 


~The theme at once, and patron of our fongs 


Long may he o'er his much lov’ quegn's prefide, 
Our arts encourage, and our counfels guide 5 
Till after-ages, fill’d with glad furprife, 

Behold his image all pied fa rife, * 

Where now in pomp a venerable band, 

Princes and queens, and holy fathers,-Aand. 
Good Egglestield + claims homage from the eye, 
And the hard ftone feems foft with piety ; 

The mighty monarchs {till the fame appear, 


4 And every marble frown provokes the war; 


Whilft ragged rocks, mark’d with Philippa's face, 
Soften to charms, and glow with new-born gracey. 
A fight lefs noble did the warriors yield, 
Transform’d to ftatues by the Gorgon thield 5 
Diftorting fear the coward’s form confeft, 2 
And fary feem'd to heave the hero’s breaft; 

The lifele(s rocks each various thought betray’d, 
And all the fou) was in the ftone difplay’d: 

Too high, my verfe, has been thy daring flight, 
Thy fofter numbers now the groves invite, 
Where filent fhades provoke the {peaking lyre, 
And cheerful objects happy fongs infpire, : 
At once beftow rewards, and thoughts infufey 
Compofe a garland, and fupply a mufe. L 

Behold around, and fee the living green 
In native colours paints a blooming fcene » 

Th’ eternal buds no deadly winter fear, 

But feorn the coldeft feafon of the years 
Apollo fure will blefs the happy place, 

Which his own Daphne condefcends to grace ;- 
For here the everlafting laurels grow, 

In every grotto, and on every brow. 

Profpects fo gay demand a Congreve's4trains, -- 
To call the gods and nymphs upon the plains ; 
Pan yields his empire o’er the fylyan throng, .- 
Pleas’d to fubmit to his fuperior fong ; 

Great Denham’s genius looks with rapture dewn, 


oh 


| And Spenfer’s thade refigns the rural crown, 


Fill'd with great thopghts, a thoufand fages 
rove 
Through every field and {plitary grove; 
Whofe fouls, afcending an exalted height, 
Outfosr the drooping mufe’s vulgar flight, - 
That longs to fec her darling votarics laid 
Beneath the coyert of fome gentle fhade, 
Where purling Qgeams and warbling birds con~ 
fpire oa 
To aid th’ enchartments of the trembling lyre.” 
Bear me, fome God, to Chrift-Church, royal feat, 
And lay me foftly in the green retreat, 
Where Aldrich holds o'er wit the fovereign power, 
And crowns the poets which he taught before. * 
© Queen's College Library. , 
t Robert Egglefeld, B. D. the founder, 13400 
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5 Aldrich Britain owes her tuneful Boyle, 
the nébleft trophy of the conquer’d ifle 5 
ho adds new warmth to our poetic fire, 
nd-gives to England the Hibernian lyre. 
bilips, by Phebus and his Aldrich taught, 
ijhgs with that heat wherewith his Churchill 
~ fought, _. z ; 
Ghfetter’d, in great Milton’s ftrain he wrices, 
¢ Milton’s angels whilft his hero fights 5 
urfues the bard, whilft he with honour can, 
iquals the poet, and excels the man. [round, 


» O’er all the plains, the ftreams, and woods a- 
he pleafing lays of fweetcit bards refound; 


: echo every note returns, 
nd liftening river-gods negle& their urns. 
When Codrington * and Steele their verfe unrein, 
id formean eafy, unaffected flrain, 
double wreath of laurel binds their brow, 
As they are poets and are warriors too. 
‘rapp’s lofty fcenes in ntle numbers flow, 
Like Dryden great, as foft as moving Rowe. 

Phen youthful Harrifon, with tuneful fill, [Hill 5 
‘Woodltock Park fearce yield to Cooper's 
d Chaucer from th’ Elyfian fields looks down, 
ond fees at length a genius like hisown; . [low, 

m’d with his lays, which reach the fhades be- 
Fair Rofamonda intermits her woe, 
Forgets the anguifh of an injur’d foul, 
The fatal poignard, and envenom’d bowl. 
Apollo {miles on Magd’len’s peaceful bowers, 
erfumes the. air, and paints the grot with flowers, 
Where Yalden learn’d to gain the myrtle crown, 
ndevery mufe was fond of Addifon. j 
‘Applauded man | for weightier trufts defign’d, . 
For once difdain not to unbend thy mind; 
Thy mother Mis and her groves rehearfe, 
{ubjeet not unworthy of thy verle ; 
So Latian fields will ceafe to boaft thy praife, 
nd yield to Oxford, painted in thy lays+ 
Rein the age to come, from envy free, 
hat thou to Virgil giv’ft fhall give to thee, 
mortal by the poet’s fill, 
« Shall, in thefmooth defcription, murmur fill t;” 
lew beauties thall adorn our (ylvan fcene, 
And in thy numbers grow for ever green. 
Darby's fam’d gift } fuch verfe as thine requires, 
Exalted raptures, and celeftjal fires ; 
Apollo ‘here thould plenteoufly impart, 
‘As well his finging, as his curing art 5 
Nature herfelf the healing garden loves, 
Which kindly her declining ftrength improves, 
Bafiles the flrokes of unrelenting death, 
(an break his arrows, and can blunt his teeth. 
flow fweet the landfkip ! where, in living trees, 
Here frowns a vegetable Hercules ! 
"There'fam’d Achilles learns to live again, 
And looks yet angry in the mimic feene 5 
Here artful birds, which blooming arbours fhow, 
em to fly higher, whilft they upwards grow, 
From the fame leaves both arms and warriors rife, 
“And every bough a different charm {upplics, 


® The great benefuttor to All-fouls Callige, 
+ Letter from Italy, by Mr. Addifon, 
4 Tie Phyfic-garden at Oxford, J 
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So when’ our world the great Creator made — 
‘And, unadorn’d, the fluggith chaos laid, 
Horror and Beauty own'd their fire the famey 
And Form itfelf from Parent Matter came, ——~ 
"That lumpifh mafs alone was fburce of all, 
And and Themes had one original. 

In vain the groves demand my longer ftay, 

‘The gentle {fis wafts the mufe away; 
With eafe the river guides her wandering fts 
And haftes to mingle with uxprious Thame, 
Attempting poets on her banks lic down, 
And quaff, infpir’d, the better Helicon, 
Harmonious ftrains adorn theit various themes, 
Sweet as the banks, and flowing as the ftreams: ~ 
Ble{s’d we, whom bounteous fortune’ here 

e thrown, - : 
And ‘made the various bleffings all our own ! 
Nor crowns, nor globes, the pageantry of 
Upon our humble, eafy flumbers wait; = 
Nor aught that is ambition’s lofty theme =~ 
Difturbs our fleep, and gilds the gaudy 
Touch’d by no ills which vex th’ unl 
‘We only read the changes in the -ftate, 
‘Triumphant Marlborough’s arms at diftance hea 
And learn from fame the rough events of war 5” 
With pointed rhymes the Gallic tyrant pierce, 
And make the cannon thunder in our verle. 

See how the matchlefs youth their hours 


2 


prove, . 
And in the glorious way to knowledge move!” 7 
Eager for fame, prevent the rifing fun, ae 
‘And watch the midnight labours of the moon, 

Not tender ycars their bold attempts reftrain,” 
Who leave dull Time, and haften into man, 
Pure to the foul, and pleafing to the eyes, 

Like angels youthful, and like angels wife. 
Some learn the mighty deeds of ages gone, 
And, by the lives of heroes, form their own; se 

Now the Granique chok’d with’ heaps of 
ain, 5 
And warring worlds on the Pharfalian plain; 
Now hear the trumpets clangour from abr, 
And all the dreadful harmony of war; eae 
Now trace thofe fecret tricks that loft-a ftate, 
And fearch the fine-fpun arts that made it ~~ 
Corre& thofe errors that its ruin bred, 
And bers Some Jong-loft empire rear its ancient: 
ead, sj 
Others, to whom perfuafive arts belong 
(Words in their looks, and mufic on their tongue 
Inftru@ted by the wit of Greece and Rome, 
Learn richly to adorn their native home; 
Whilft liftening crowds confefs the {weet furprife, 
With pleafure in their breafts, and wonder in their 
eyes. = 
Here curious minds the latent feeds difclofe, 
And nature’s darkeft labyrinths expofe ; 
-Whilft greater fouls the diftant words defery, 
Pierce to the outftretch’d borders of the fey, 
Enlarge the fearching mind, and broad expand 
the eye. ig 
O you, whofe rifing years fo great 1s 
In whofe bright youth’! read the fhining man, 
© Lonfdale, know what nobleft minds approve, 7 
The thoyghts they cherifh, aod the arts they lovq, 


‘ 
2 
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‘Above the faint attempts of humble verle, 


‘Which Garth should in immortal ftrains defign 


= Your looks refitth 


ie ‘ 


Or Addifon exalt with warmth divine ; 
_ Ameaner fong my tender voice requires, 


d fainter Jays confefs the fainter fires, 
nature fitted for an humble theme, 
A painted profpect, or a murmuring ftream, 


tune a vulgar note in Echo's . 
iE Sell salt refennds the ing |: 
_ Or, whilft 1 tell how Myra’s charms furprife, 
‘Paint rofes on her cheeks, and {uns within her eyes. 
O, did proportion’d height to me belong, 
Great Anna’s name fhould grace th’ ambitious 
: fon; 


3 

Mluftrions dames fhould round their queen yefort, 
‘And Lonfdale’s mpther crown the fplendid court ; 
og ape fon fhould boaft no vulgar place, 

it fhare the roa ee? {eyes 

ir ‘8 conquering 

‘To Venus only fhould privengtcrr oat 
© matchlefs beauties: more than heavenly fair, 
ind divine your air, 


t your bright eyes their bounteous beams diffule, 
no fond bard fhall afk an ufelefs mufe ; 
kindling rays:excite a noble fire, 
Give beauty to the fong, and mufic to the lyre. 
This charming theme I ever could purfue, 
And think the infpiration 
~ not the God my wandering pen reftrain ; 
f Mecdtrtny weet he Onlord techegain. 
Oxford, the goddefs mufe’s native home, 


_ Ynfpir'd like Athens, and adorn'd like Rome ! 


© nd Pogan suufes cole thy lovely fea, 


“Hadft thou of old been Learning's fam’d retreat, 


. 


a 

0, how unbounded had their fiction been f © 
What fancy'd vifions had adorn’d the fcene 
Upon each-hill a Sylvan Pan had ftood, 
‘And every thicket boafted of aGod;  ~ 
Satyrs had frifk’d in each poetic grove, ¢ ‘ 
And not aftream without its nymphs could be 
Each fummit had the train of Mufes thow’d, + | 
and arisperss ¢ in every fountain flow'd ; 

¢ tal lorn'd with each poetic grace, 
‘Had look’d alnioft as charming asthe place. 

Ev'n now we hear the world with tranfports own” 
Thofe fi&ions by more wond’rous truths outdone 3 
Here pure Eufebia keeps her holy feat, 
And Themis fmiles from Heaven on this retreat ; 
‘Our chafter graces own refin’d defires, 
And all our mufes burn with veftal fitess 
Whilft guardian-angels our-Apollo’s ftand, 
Scattering rich favours with a bounteous hand J 
To blefs the happy air, and fandtify the land. 

O pleafing thades! O ever-green retreats ! 
Ye learned grottos! and ye facred feats! 9) 
Never may you politer arts refufe, 
But entertain in peace the bafhful mufe! 
So may you be kind Heav'n’s diftinguith'’d care, | 
And may your fame be lafting, as ’tis fair ! 4 
Let greater bards on fam’d Parnaflus dream, 
Or tafte th’ infpir'd Heliconian ftream } 
Yet, whilft our Oxford is the bleft abode 
Of every mufe, and every tuneful god, 
Parnaffus owns its henours far outdone, 
And His boafts more bards than Helicon, 

A thoufand bleflings I to Oxford owe, 
But you, my Lord, th’ infpiring mufe beftow; 
Grac’d with your name th’ unpoli Aa eyes, i 
You guard its faults, and lines, 
O might yon here meet my defiring eyes, 
My drooping fong to nobler heights would rife: 
Or might I come to breathe your northern air, 
Yet fhould J find an equal pleafure theres * 
Your prefence would the harfher climate foothe, 
Huth every wind, and every mountain {mooth 5 | 
Would bid the groves in fpringing pomp arife, 
And open charming vifta’s to the eyes; - 
Would make my trifling 5d around, 
And fportive echo play the empty found: 
With you I thould a better Phoebus find, 
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; 





| And owp in you alone she charms of Oxford join'd. 
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Attend, ye vocal throng, 
Somervite meditates th’ adventurous fong. 
Boldto attempt, and happy to excel, 

His numerous verfe the huntfman’s art fhall tell. 
From him, ye Britifh youths, a vigorous race, 
Ambibe the various fcience of the Cha/z. 
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THE LIFE OF SOMERVILE. 
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Taz family of Somervile was originally from Normandy; and came to England with William the 
Congucror, in 1066. Sir Walter de Somervile had a confiderable command in the Conqueror’$ 
army ; and was rewarded for his fervices, with the lordfhip of Whichenovre in Staffordthire, and 
Afton in Gloucefterfhice. His eldctt fon, Sir Walter de Somervile, facceeded him in the lordhip 
of Whichenovre; and from him was defcended Sir Philip de Somervile, lord of Whichenovre, in 
thercign of Henry V. who held the lands of Whichenovre, Scircfcot, Ridware, Netherton, and Cowlee, 
of the Earls of Lancatter, by the memorable fervice of giving a flitch of bacon, as a reward to any hats 
band and wifc, who could fay, that they never had the leaft difference, nor contradiéted one another, 
within the {pace of twelve months after marriage, &c. The male line of the Whichenovre family” 
is Jong fince extinst, having ended in a daughter, married to Stafford Duke of Buckingham, beheaded’ 
in the reign of Henry VIL William de Somervile, the {econd fon of the firft Sir Walter, having 
coutraéted a friendthip with David l. King of Scotland, when he was in England, accompanied 
him to Scotland, and obtained from him the barony of Carnwath in Lanarkfhire, where he fettled, 
‘He was the progenitor of the prefent Lord Somerville, and thc other Families of that name in Scotland, 

Roger de Somervile, the third fon of the firft Sir Walter, got from his father the lordthip of 
Afton in Gloucefterfhire, which, after him, was called Somervile-Afton. 

Sir John Somervile, his grandfon, obtained by marriage feveral eftates in Warwickthire, which,’ 
with Somervile-Afton, defcended to Robert Somervile, Efq. his lineal reprefentative, fathér of Wile 
liam Somervile, the poet, who was born at Edfton in Warwickhhire, in 1692. 

He tells of himfelf, in his Owe to General Stanhope, that he was Lora near Avona’s winding fiream ; and 
Ramfay, his contemporary and admirer, in an encomiattic epiftle addreffed to him, on reading feveral 
Of bis excellent poews, gives a metrical, but inaccurate account of his illuftrious lincage, and that of-his 
“ poble kinfman.’”” 4 

+ 
You both from one great lineage {pring, 
Both from de Somervile, who came 
With William, England’s conqu'ring king, 
‘To win fair plains and latting fame. 
Whichnour he left to’s eldeft fon, 
‘That firtt-born chief you reprefent ; 
‘The fecond came to Caledon, 
From whom our Somer’je takes defcent. 


©f the perfonal hiftory of Somervile, fome dates, and fume few fads, fearce more interefting than 

thefe thut make the ornaments ef a country tombilone, are all the memorials that have defcended 
tor rity. 

or, while living, it has been well obferved, is feldom an object fuficiently great to attract 

ention; his real merits are known but toa few, and thefe are generally fparing in their 

‘When his fame is increafed by time, it is then too late to inveftigate the peculiarities of 

--tpoition and familiar practices: “ the dews of the morning are paft, and we vainly try to 

‘fis vt the chafe by the meridian fplendour.’* 
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He was educated at Winchefter {chool, and afterward chofen to one of the vacancies in New? 
College, Oxford. 

In the places of his education, tradition has preferved no account of his having difplayed any/un- 
eommon proofs of his genius or literature. 

It ie probable that he was not negligent of ftudy ; and, it is certain, that “he made a confiderable 
proficiency i in claffical learning, and difcuvered an early propenfity to poctry. 

It is not known how long he refided at Oxtord, or what literary or political connections he formed 
there ; but hie feems to have been an carly friend to the Hanover fucceflion, and othe? meafures re+ 
Gulting from principles of freedom. 

‘When the Tory minifters of Queen Anne removed the Duke of Marlborongh from all his places, 
fhe addreffed an Ode to him, which ftauds high among the molt diftinguifhed compolitions of that 
time, 4 

ft was followed, in 1712, by an Gde, eccajtned by the Duke of Marlborouzb’s embarking for Qflend$ 
which, though lefs elevated, has fome fine encomiaftic ftrains. 

Alter the acceffion of King George, he preferved his attachment to the Whig party ; and ad~ 
dreffed an Ove to General Stanhope, one of his Majefty’s Secretarics of State, afterward Earl Stan- 
hope, in which he is conftant to his theme, and mingles the praifes of Marlborough and Stanhope 
with appropriate encomiums on Milton, and Addifon, and other Englifh pocts, whole efforts have 
‘been diredted to fupport the caufe of freedom. 

‘When Addifon purchafed an eftate in Warwickthire, his native county, he did not mifs fo fair am 
eccatfion of thowing his refpeét for that great man, and of doing honous to the feat of hia illufrioud 
gnceflors, and the birth-place of the immortal Shakfpeare. 


Contending nations ancient Homer claim, 

And Mantua glories in her Maro’s name, 

Our happier foil the prize fhall yield to none, 

Ardenna’s groves fhail boat an Addifon— 

Your wifer choice prefers this fpot of earth, 

Diftinguifh’d by th’ immortal Shak{peare’s birth; 

Where through the vales the fair Avona ulides, 

And nourifhes the glebe with fattening tides— 
“ Here, on the painted borders of the flood 

‘The babe was born, bis bed with roles ftrew'ds 

Here, in an ancient venerable dome, 

Oppreft with grief, we view the poet’s tomb ! 


Wis compliment to Addison, asa teacher of moral and religious truth, is exprefled with sdmirabld 
tii ity and delicacy. 





When panting virtue her laft efforts made, 

You brought your Cxio to the virgin’s aid, 
Prefumptuous Folly blufh’d, and Vice withdrew, 
To vengeance yielding her abandon’d crew. 


He was now diftingnifhed as a poet, and came forward among the reft, with verfes to the author 
Of the Ezy on Man, and an Epifie to Mr, Thomfon, on the firft edition of his Seafons 

He was no lefs diftinguifhed as an accomplifhed gentleman, an active and fkilful {porefman, and # 
ufcful juitice of the peace. 

Inheriting an eftate of fifteen hundred a- 
ample to men of his own clafs, by, devotin, 
which his poctry has adorned, show that it is practicable to be at ence a fkilful fportiman and a 
man of letters. 

He was a man of high fpirit ; and feems to have practifed an unbounded hofpirality, and to have 
been wholly negligent of economy, by which he impaired his fortune, and fubjegted himfelf to dif 
arcfles, which met with but lite commiferation from his unfecling neighbours, 


ear, he lived chiefly in the country; and fet a good ex- 








part of his time to elegant knowledge; the fabjects 
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™~ In i74o, he concluded a bargain with James Lord Somerville (who claimed and obtained, in - 
t, 22, the ancient pecrage that had been dormant fince 1618), for the reverfion of his cftate at his , 
death. 
. Bis conneétion with Lord Somerville probably occafioned his poetical correfpondence with Ram. 
” fay, who was patronifed by that nobleman. 

He was the intimate friend of Shenflone, who was his neighbour, and by whom hé was too muck 
refembled in his negligence of economy. ; 

« Floved Mr. Somervile,” fays Shenftone, “ becaufe he knew fo perfectly what belonged to the 
flocci-nauci-nihili-pilification of money.” i 

In the latter part of his life, he wrote The Chafe, which raifed his reputation very high among 
fportfmen, and men of letters, and by which he is bef known. Iris written with equal vigour and 
clegance, and juftly ranks among the bet dida@ic poems in the Englifh language. 

It was followed by Hobbinol, a burlefque poem, dedicated to Hogarth ; and Fieéd Sports, a potm om 
hawking, addreffed to Frederick Prince of Wales, and printed in £742. ie 

« Mr. Somervile’s poem upon hawking, called Field Sports," fays Shenftone, in his letter to Mes 
Graves, “ was fent to Mr. Lyttleton, to be read to the Prince, to whom it is inferibed. It feemp 
he is fond of hawking.” . 

Of the clofe of his life, thofe whom his poems have delighted, will read with pain the following 
account, copied from the letters of his friend Shenftone. 

« Our old friend Somervile is dead! I did not imagine t could have been fo forry as I find myfel€ 
‘vpon this occafion. Sublatum querimur. can now excute all his foibles, impute them to age, and 
to diftrefs of circumftances ; the latt.of thefe confiderations wrings my very foul to think on. For 
a man of high fpirit, confcious of having (at leaft in one production) generally pleafed the world, 
to be plagued and threatened by wretches that are very low in every fenfe; to be forced to Brink « 
himfelf into pains of the body, in order to get rid of the pains of the mind, isa mifery.” P 

He died July 19, 1742, in the goth year of his age, and was buried at Wotton, near Henley, on 
Arden. 

His eftate, inherited from a long Hne of ancettors, devolved to Lord Somerville, chargeable witht 
a jointure of fix hundred a-year to his mother, who lived till ninety. ° 

His Chaje, Hobbinol, and Field Sports, have been frequently printed; and are inferted with: hia 
Occafional Poems, Tranflations, Fables, and Tales, in the collection of the “ Englih Poets” 179% 
and 1790. ‘ 

From Lady Luxborough’s “ Letters to Shenflone,” p. 215, it. appears that he tranflated Alsirt, 
from Voltaire, which was then in M3., in her pofleffion; together with feveral “ little poems and 
impromptus, which,” fhe fays, ‘ are, for the moft part, too trivial or too local for the prefs.””, 

Gomervile is, by his contempoteries, dhlowed to have been a man of very great benevolence, apd 
ef very agreeable manners. 

Shenttone, who knew him weil, has tranfmitted to pofterity a very advantageous idea of his prie 
were charadter, a3 well as his capacity as a poct. 


Near Avon’s banks, on Arden’s flowery plain, 
A tuneful J-pherd charm’d the lift'ning wave, 
‘And fupny Cotful’ fondly lov’d the {wain ; 

Yet not a garland crowi:s the feepherd’s grave. 


Ob loft Ophelia! fmoothiy flow'd the day, 
"To feel bis mafic with my flames agree, 
"Votafte the beauties of his melting lay, 

To tafte, and fancy it was dear to thee ! 





When, for his tomb, with cach revolving year, 
1 fteal the mufk rofe trom the scented brake, 
1 ftrew my cowdlips, and I pay my tear; 
PH add the myrtle for Ophelin’s fake. ae Eleg. ava: 


Vor, WU. TE 
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He was much efteemed for his amiable and eftimable qualities by Lady Luxborough, the fitter 

Lord Bolingbroke ; who “ feemed,” fays Shenftone, “ in all refpects the female Lord Bolingbrok¢?? 
Her correfpondence with Shenftone exhibits many unequivocal teftimonies of her veneration fof his 
virtueand his genius, “ 1 return,” fays the, “ Mr. Somervile’s pidure. I chink it very liké Wor. 
ledge’s, and indeed very like Mr. Somervile; but, methinks, ic fearcely Cees him juftice, as foine 
of the leaft agreeable features in his face are rather too flrongly marked; as under the eyes, for ex- 
ample ; and I think, as he was very fair, the pencil might be fainter. But, upon the whole, had i 
Aot another of him, I would not give this for a great fam.” In another place : “ As to the urn for 
“Mr. Somervile, my prefent defign is to place it under the great double oak, as himfelf expreffes it, 
under the oak’s protecting fhade.” It will be like raifing a throne as well as a monument for 
‘Mr. Somervile ; and, could he fee it, he would, I believe, think himfelf more honourably placed, 
than if he was dicked down below one’s feet, which might offend his elevated fpirit,’ Again ; 
“4 Mr. Allen propofes, that below where Mrs Somervile’s name, &c. is placed, fhould be added, 





Muttis ille bonis flebiliis occidit.” 

T think with him, that this motto will record him as 2 man who deferved the eftcem of every 
good man, aud was regretted accordingly. But you and I may both be in the right in agreeing te 
‘the infcription’s being in Englifh. 

Sacred tc the Memory of 
WILLIAM SOMERVILE, Esquine. 


“ Tam charmed with your thought of alluding to the Chafe, which you very juftly fay would bs 
ig the maf proper ornament, a wreath and French born. As the reaton of my erecting it is to be plainly 
underftood to mean no more than my efteem for him as a worthy man, anda good poct, who had 
honoured me with his friendthip, 1 fhould like the whole to be as plain as poflible; that is to fay, 
as far as is confiftent with exprefling my fricndfhip for Mr, Somervite, and his poetical genius, tro- 
phies of which muft undoubtedly be un one fide the urn. Neither would I have it expenflve ; but 
I would exprefs with as puch fimplicity as poflible, my refpect fur kis memory, without flattery or 
- pomp; and that it was my friendthip only which made me raife this memorandum of him. So that 
my firk thought of all was, only to have had an altar, without any urn, and fomething wrote upon 
it equivalent to what you have put round the blazing altar you drew out in your letter, viz. Sacred 
. to Priendip, or to that effet.’ In her letter, April 25, 1750, fhe writes: As to the urn, I told 
you it wasereéted. As the motto Mr. Alicn, and that you had chofe, cannot, in your opinion, be. 
on each fide the fame plinth, and ucither of them fingly take in both the moral and the poetical, 
ehara@ter of Mr. Somervile, nor my friendihip, 1 fearched Francis’s Horace, with a view to find ne 
oiy that thould exprefs, in fome meafure, the whole. ‘The motto is, 


Debita fparge lacryma fuvillam 
Vatis Amici. 


This upon the plinth, and under it on the pedeftal over the wreath, Mr. Somervile’s name ia 
Latin, and 1 sod, at bottom, the date of the year he died, becaule of the word favillam, 1 
do ‘not imagine Author of the Chafe can be pot agreeably into Latin; and, I confefs, it appears to 
me, that-the emblematical Lora, wreathed with laurel, will fullice to put all who know him, in mind 
ofthat poctical performance, without any explanation by words.”” 

His charater asa poet, as given by Dr. Johnfon, may be generally allowed, with fome exception 
to his unreafonable diflike of blank verfe and burlefque poetry, 

“ Somervile has tried many modes of poetry; and though perhaps he has not in any reached fueh 
excellence as to raife mach chvy, it may commonly be faid, at leaft, that “ he writes very well for a 
gentleman.” Hisferious pieces are fometimes elevated, and his trifles are fometimes elegant. In his 
Vrrfes to ciddifon, the couplet which mentious Cio, is written with the mmol exquifitg delicacy of 
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 praife ; it exhibits one of thofe happy ftrokes that are feldom attained. In his Odes to Marlborough, 
Paere are beautiful lines, His fubje¢ts are commonly fuch as require no great depth of thought, 
prasie of expreflion, His Fulies are generally tale; and therefore excite no curiofity. OF his 
favorite, The Two Springs, the fiction is unnatural, and the moral inconfequential, In his Tales, 
"there is too much coarfenels, with too little eafe of language, and not fufficient rapidity of narrations 

“His great work is his Cha/e, which he undertook in his maturer age, when his ear was ims 


oved to the approbation of blank verfe ; of which, however, his two firft lines give a bad fpecimen. 


pr 
y fportimen, to write with great in- 


"To this poem praife cannot be totally denied. He is allowed b: 
telligenccof his fubjeét, which is the firft requifite to excellence ; and, though it is impoffible to iu~ 
terelt the common readers of verfe, in the dangers or pleafures of the chafe, he has done all that tran- 
fition and variety could effect; and has, with great propricty, enlarged his plan, by the modes of 
hunting ufed in other countries. 

“ With Ttill Jefs judgment did he choafe blank verfe as the vehicle of Rural Sports. If blank 
verfe be not tumid and gorgeous, it is crippled profe--and familiar images in Jaboured language, 


have nothing to recommend them bat abfurd novelty, which, wanting the attractions of nature; 
cannot pleafe long-—-One excellence of the “ Splendid Shilling,” is, chaz ic is tort. Difguife cam, 


gratify no longer thun it deceives.” 
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Attend, ye vocal throng, 
Somenrvite meditates th’ adventurous fong. 
Bold to attempt, and happy to excel, 

His numerous verfe the hunt{man’s art fhall tell. 
From him, ye Britith youths, a vigorous race, 
Ambibe the various fcience of the Cha/. 


NIXON'S EPISTLE TO SOMERVILE, 
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PREFACE, 


Tur old and infirm have at leat this privilege, 
that they can recal to their minds thofe fcenes of 
joy in which they once delighted, and ruminate 
over their patt pleafures, with a fatisfaction almoft 
equal to the firft enjoyment. For thofe ideas, to 
which any agreeable fenfation is annexed, are cafily 
excited; as leaving behind the moft {trong and per- 
manent impreffians. The amufements of our youth 
are the boaft and comfort of ourdeclining years. The 
ancients carried this notiun even yet further, and 
fuppofed their heroes in the Hlyfian fields were fond 
of the very fame diverfions they exercifed on earth. 
Death itfelf could not wean them trom the accuf- 
tomed {ports and gaicties of life. 
« Pars in gramineis exercent membra palaftris; 
 Contendune ludo, ct fulva fu@antur arena : 
“ Pars pedibus plaudunt chorcas, et carmina di- 
cunt. 
* Arma procul, curréfque virdm miratur inanes, 
* Stant terra defixm hate, paflimque foluti 
* Per campum pafcuntur equi. Qua gratia cur- 
© rim 
* Armorumque fuit vivis, qua cura nitentes 
* Pafcere equos, eadem fequitur tellure repof- 
“ tos,”” —-—Vire, Eneid. vi. 


with fo many defcriptions and digreffions, in the 
Georgie manner, that I hope they will nat be tes 
dious. 1 am fure they are very neceflary to be well: 
underftood by any gentleman, who would enjoy’ 
this noble fport in full perfeGion. tn this, at leaft, 
1 may comfort myfelf, that { cannot trefpafs upom 
their patience more than Markham, Blome, and, 
the other profe writers upon this {ubject. 

It is moft certain, that hunting was the exercife 
of the greateft heroes in antiquity. By this they 
formed themfelves for war; and their exploits 
againft wild beafts werea prelude to their othe 
victories. Xenophon fays, that, almoft all the ang 
cient heroes, Neftor, Thefeus, Caftor, Pollux, Ulyf« 
fas, Diomedes, Achilles, &c. were purtrijad xvymysoiiorg 
difciples of hunting ; being taught carefully that 
art, as what would be highly ferviceable to them, 
in military difcipline, Ken. Cynegetic. And Plia 
ny obferves, thofe who were defigned for great: 
captains, were firft taught “ certare cum fugaci«, 
“bus feris curfu, cum audacibus robore, cunm: 
“ callidis aftu:” to conteft with the fwifteft wild, 
beafts, in fpeed; with the boldeft, in ftrength s* 
with the moft cunning, in craft and fubtilty. Plias 
Panegyr. And the Roman emperors, in thofe- 
monuments they erected, to tranfmit their aca: 
tions to future ages, made no fcruple to .joim* 
the glories of the chafe to their moft celebrate 
triumphs. Neither were their pocts wanting to 
do juttice to this heroic exercifes Befide that of 
Oppian in Greek, we have feveral poems in Latin 
upon hunting, Gratius was contemporary with 
Ovid, as appears by this verfe = 


“* Aptaque venanti Gratius arma dabit.”” 


; Lib. iv, Pont. 
Gratius hall arm the buntfman for the chafe, 























Part on the graffy cirque their pliant limbs 

In wreftling exercife, or on the fands 

Struggling difpute the prize. Part lead the ring, 

Or {well the chorus with alternate lays. 

‘The chief their arms admires, their empty cars, 

Their lances fix’d in earth. Th’ unharnefs’d 

fteeds 

Graze unreftrain’d; horfes, and cars, and arms, 

All the fame fond defires, and pleafing cares, 

Still haunt their thades, and after death furvive. 
I hope, therefore, I may be indulged (even by the 
more grave and cenforious part of mankind) if at 
my leifure hours, [ run over, in my elbow-chair, 
fome of thofe chafes, which were once the delight 
of a more vigorous age. It isan entertaining, and 
(as I conceive) a very innocent amufement, The 
refult of thefe rambling imaginations wil! be found 
in the following pocm; which, if equally divert- 
ing to my readers, as to myfelf, { thal} have gained 
my end. Ihave intermixed the preceptive parts 


But of his works only fome fragments remain, 
There are many others of more modern date. 
Amongit thefe Nemefianus, who feems very much 
fuperior to Gratius though of a more degenerate 
age, But only a fragment of his firft book is pre- 
ferved. We might indeed have expected to have 
fcen it treated more at large by Virgil, in his third 
Georgic, fince it is exprefily pare of his fubjed. 
But he has favoured a only with ten verfes; and 
Fi iij 





base 
what he fays of dogs, relates wholly to greyhounds 
ge and mattifie. 


© Veloces Sparta catules, acremque Moloffum.”* 
Georg. iii. 
‘The greyhound fwift, and maftiff’s furious breed. 


“And be dire&s us to feed them with butter-milk. 
* Pafce fero pingui.” “He has, it is true, touched 
‘upon the Chafe, in the 4th and 7th books of the 
-fEncid. Bur it is evident, that the art of hunting 
yas very different now from what it was in his 
“days, and very much altered and improved in thete 












Jatter ages. It docs not apprar to me, that the 
; Ancients had any notion of purfuing wild heafts by 
pthe feent only, with a regular and well plined 


= pack of hounds; and therefore they mutt haye 
‘palled’for poachers amongft our modern fportf- 
men. The mufter-roll, given us by Ovid, in his 
eflory of AGron, is of all forts of dogs, and of all 
ficountrics. And the defeription of the ancient hunt. 
Hing, as we find it in the antiquitics of Pere de 
tSMfontfaucon, taken from thc fepulchre of the Na- 
«fob, and the arch of Conftantine, hus rot the Jcait 
«trace of the manner now in ufe. 

Whenever the ancients mention dogs followed 
iby the feent, they mean no more than finding out 
_the game by the nofe of one fingle dog. I his was 
“as much as they knew of the * odoga canum vis.” 
“Thus Nemefianus fays, 


“ Odorato nofcant veltigia prato, 
. Atque ctiam Ieporum fecreta cubilia mon- 
“ ftrant.” 


+ They challenge on the mead the recent fains, 
» And trail the hare unto her fecret form. 


eQppian has a long defcription of thefe dogs in his 
fir book, from ver. 479 to 626. And here, though 
phe feems to deferibe the hunting of the bare by 
ethe feent through many turnings and windings ; 
Eeyet he really tays no more, than that one of thoiv 
Ehounds, which he calls cy surag:c, finds ort the 
Egame. | For he follows the fcout no fursher thaa 
the hare’s form; from whence, after he has flurt- 
Fed her, he purfues her by fight. 1 am indebted tor 
fahefe wo laft rena. ks to a reverend and very icarn- 
fed gentleman, whofe judgment in the Aeciss Letives 
nobody difputes, and whofe arprobation gave me 
"the allurance to publifh this poem, 

that the bet fore of thefe 
this ifland 
tthis day) 
ons tke be ft 








Seated 
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Oppian aio obfer ves 
(fipders were Lroughi fram Britai 
having always becn fameus (as it 
for the heft biged of hound:, tor rerf 







filled in the art of hunting, aud fer hortes the | 
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moft enduring to follow the chafe. It is therefoxe 
firange that none of our poets have yet thought 1 
worth their while to treat of this fabje@; which 
is without doubt very noble in itfelf, and very 
well adapted to reccive the mof beautifu” turns 
of poetry. Perhaps ous poets have uo grea 
genius for hunting. Yet I hope, my brethren of 
the couples, by encouraging this firlt, but impere 
fed, eflay, will fhow the world they havé at leaf 
fome tafte for poctry. . 

The ancients efteemed hunting, not-only as a 
manly and warlike exereife, but as highly condu- 
¢ tu health, The famons Galen recommends it 
above all others, as not only exercifing the body, 
but giving delight and entertainnient to the mind, 
And he calls the inventors of this ar wife, men, 
and well skilled in human nature, Lib. de parvaa 
pile exercitio. ; 
urtiemen, who are fond of a gingle at the 
clofe very veric, and think no poem truly mu. 
fical, but what is in rhyme, will here findkhem- 
felves difappointed. If they be pleafed to read . 
over the fhort pref=ce before the Paradife Loft, 
Mr. Smith’s poem in memory of his friend Mr. 
John Philips, and the Archbifhop of Cambray’s 
fetter to Monficur Fontenelle, they may probably 
be of another opinion. For my ofwn part, I thall 
not. be afhamed to follow the example of Milton, 
Vhilips, Vhomfon, and all our beft tragic writers. 

Some few terms of art are difperfed here and 
there; but fech only as are abfolutely requifite to 
esplain my fubj T hope in this the critics will 
excufe me; for I am humbly of opinion, that the 
affeGation, and not the neceflary ufe, is the proper 
objcét of their cenfure. 

But Thaye done. 1 know the impatience of my 
brethren, when a fine day, and thy concert of the 
Kennel, invite them abroad. 1 fhall therefore leave 
my reader to fch diveriion as he niay find in the 
poem itfelf. 



















* Ep age, {egner, 
* Rompe moras; vocat ingenti clamore Citha- 


ron, 
“ Vaygetique cancs,domit:ixque Epidaurusequo- 
ecru? : [git.” 





“ Et vox affenfu nemorum ingeminata remn~ 
Vira. Georg. iii, 

Hark, away, 

Caft far behind the lingering cares of life. 

Cithzeren calls aloud, and in full cry 

The hounds, Taygetus, Epidaurns trains 

For us the generous fteed; the hunter's fhouts, 

Aud cheering crics, aTenting woods return, 
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yo WituaM SOMERVILE, Esq. 


ON BIS POEM CALLED THE CHASE, 


Wit you, Sir, gain the fteep afcent to fame, 
And honours due to deathlefs merit claim ; 
_'Yo a weak mufe a kiad indulgence tend, 
Fond with juft praife your labours to commen 
' And tell the world that Somervile’s her friend. 
Her incenfe guilclefs of the forms of art 
Breataes all the hantfman's honefty of heart 5 
Whofe fancy flill the pleafing fcene retains 
Of Eric's villa, and Ardenna’s plains : 
Joys, which from change fuperior charms reeciv'd, 
“fhe horn hoarfe founding by the lyre reliev'd : 
‘When the day crown'd with rural chafte delight, 
Reigns obfequious to the feftive night; 
The felive pight awakes th’ harmonions lay, 
And in fweet verfe recounts the triumphs of the 
day. 
Strange! that the Britih mufe fhould leave fo 
long, 
The chate the {port of Britain's kings, unfung! 
Diftinguith'd land! by Heaven indulg’d to breed, 
The ftout, fagacious hound, and generous ftecd ; 
Jn vain! while yct no bard adorn’d our ifle, 
‘Ko celcbrate the glorious fylvan coil. 
or this what darling fon hall feel thy fire, 
God ef.th’ unerring bow, and tuneful lyre ? 
Our vows are heard.— Attend, ye vocal throng, 
Somervile meditates th’ adventurous fong. 
Bold to attempt, and happy to excel, 
His numerois verfe the hunffman’s art fhall tcl. 
trom hin, ye Britifh youths, a vigorous race, 
Imbibe she various f{cience of the chafe ; 
And while the well-plann’d fyftem you admire, 
Know Brunfwick only could the work infpire ; 
A Georgic mufe awaits Auguflan days, 
find Somervile’s will fag, when Frederick's give 
the bays, 








Jous Nixon, 


TO THE 

AUTHOR OF THE CHASE, . 
Once more, my friend, I touch the trembling lyre’; 
And in my bofom feel poetic fire. : 
For thee I quit the law's more rugged ways, 
TS pay my humble tribute to thy lays, 
Whar. though | daily turn each learned fage, 
Acd labour throvgh the unenlighten'd page + 
Wak'd by thy lincs, the bortow’d flames I feel, 
As flints give fire when aided by the fteel. “e 
Though in fuiphutcous clouds of fnoke confin'dy 
Thy rural fcenes {pring freth into my mind. * 
Thy genius in fuch colours paints the chafe, 
‘The real to fititions joys give place. 
When the wild mufic charms my ravifh'd ear, 
How dull, how taftelefs Handel's notes appear £ 
Ev’n Farinelli’s felf the palm refigns, 4 
He yields—but to the mufic of thy lines. 
If friends to poetry can yet be found ; 
Who without blufhing fenfe prefer to founds 
Then Jet this foft, this foul-enfeebling band, >. 
Thefe warbling minftrels, quit the beggar’d lands 
They but a momentary joy impart, as 
’Tis you, who touch the foul, and warm the heart. 
How tempting do thy fylvan fports appear ! 
Ev’n wild Ambition might vouchfafe an ear, 
Might her fond luft of power a while compofe, 
And gladly change it for thy fweet repofe. °° 
No fierce, unruly fenates, threaten here, 
No axe, no feaffold, to the view appear, 
No envy, dilappointment, and defpair. 
Ucre, bleft viciffitude, whenc’er you pleafe, 
You ttep from exercife to learned cafe: 
‘Furn o'er each claffic page, each beauty trace, © 
The mind unwearied in the pleafing chafe, + > 
Ob! would kind Heaven fuch happinefs beRtow, 
Let fools, let knaves, be mafters here below. 
Grandeur and place, thofe baits te catch the wif. 
And all their pageant train, I pity and defpife. 

J. Tracy, 


rr , 








THE CHASE. 











BOOK I, 


§ Nec tibi cura canum fuerit poftrema.”-——Vire. Georg. iii, 


* Romanis folenne viris opus, utile famz, 





“ Vitaque, et membris,” 


‘Hor. 3 Ep. xviii. 


=—_—— 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


“phe fabje® propofed. Addrefs to his Royal High- 
* nefs the Prince, The origin of hunting. The 
fude and unpolifhed manner of the firft hunters, 
Beatts at firft hunted for food and facrifice. The 
grant made by God to man of the beafts, &e. 
‘The regplar manner of hunting firlt brought 
into this ifland bythe Normans, ‘The heft hounds 
« and beft horfes bred here. The advantage of this 
exercile to us, asiflanders. Addrefsto gentlemen 
“of eftates. Situation-of the kennel and its feve- 
.¥al courts, The diverfion and employment of 
hounds in the kennel. The different forts of 
hounds for each different chafe. Defeription of 
a perfed hound, Of fizing and forting of hounds, 
the middle-fized hound recommended. Of the 
large deep-mouthed hound for hunting the fag 
sand otter, Of the lime-hound ; their ufe on the 
~ borders of England and Scotland. A phyfical ac- 
« count of {centa. Of good and bad fcenting days. 
“A. fhort admonition to my brethren of the cou- 
a Pies. 


We Chafe I fing, hounds, and their various breed, 
And po lefs various ufe. O thou great prince ! 
{Whon: Cambria’stowering hills proclaim their lord. 
Deign thou to hear my bold, inftruétive fong. 

While grateful citizens with pompous fhow, 
‘Rear the triumphal arch, rich with th’ exploits 

et shy illuftrious houfe ; while virgins pave 

eeThy way with ilowers, and, as the royal youth 
iPalling they view, admire and figh in vain ; 

* While crowded theatres, too fondly proud 

£ OF their exotic minftrels, and fhrill pipes, 

“The price of manhood, hail thee with a fong, 
And airs foft warbling ; my hoarie-founding horn 
Invites thee to the Chafe, the fpurt of kings; 
Jmage of war, without its guilt. The mufe 
Aloft on wing Shall foar, conduét with care 
‘Thy foaming courfer o’er the fteepy rock, 

§ Or on the river bank receive chee fafe, 

: pratt bouniing o'er the wave, from fhore to fhore. 

* Be thou our great protedter, gracious yeuth ! 


$) 





And if, in future times, fome envious prince, 
Carelefs of right and guileful, fhould invade 
Thy Britain’s commerce, or fhould ftrive in vag. 
To wreft the balance from thy equal hand; 
Thy hunter-train, in cheerful green array’d, 
(A band undaunted, and inour'd to toils) 
Shall compafs thee around, die at thy fect, 
Or hew thy paffage through th embattled foe, 
And clear thy way to fame: infpir’d by thee 
The nobler chafe of glory thall purfuc 
Theaieh fire, and fmoke, and blood, and fields.of 
cath. 

Nature, in her productions flow, alpires 
By jut degrees to reach perfeetion’s height = 
So mimic art works leifurcly, till time 
Improve the piece, or wife experience give 
The proper finifhing. When Nimrod bold, 
That mighty hunter, firft made war on beafts, 
And ftain'd the woodland-green with purple dye, 
New, and unpolifh’d was the hunt{man’s art ; 
No ftated rule, his wanton will his guide. 
With clubs and flones, rude implements of war, 
He arm’d his favege bands, a multitude 
Untrain'd; of twining ofiers form'd, they pitch 
‘Their artlefs toils, then range the defert hills, 
And fcour the plains below; the trembling herd 
Start at th’ unufual found, and glamorous thout 
Unheard before ; furpris’d, alas! to find {lord, 
Man now their foe, when erft they deem’d their 
Eut mild and gentle, and by whom as yet 
Secure they graz’d. Death ftretches o’er the plain 
Wide-wafling, and grim flaughter red with blood: 
Urg’d on by hunger keen, they wound, they kill, 
‘Their rage licentious knows no bound ; at lat, 
incumber'd with their fpoils, joyful they bear 
Upon their fhoulders broad the bleeding prey, 
Part on their altars fmoke a facrifice 
To that all-gracious power, whofe bounteous hang 
Supports his wide creation ; what remaing 
On living coals they broil, inelegant 
Of tafte, nor fkill'd as yet in nicer arts 
Of pamper’d luxury. Devotion pure, 
Acé Srong neceffity, thus firkt began 
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chafe of beafls: though bloody was the deed, ; And fronting to the ruddy dawn; its courts | 
| On either hand wide opening to receive 


Wet without guilt. For the green herb alone 
Unequal td fultain man’s labouring race, 
Now every moving thing that liv’d on earth 
} Was granted him for food #. So juft is Heaven, 
To give us in proportion to our wants. 
Or chance or induftry in after-time 
Some few improvements made, but short as yet 
Of due perfection. In this ifle rgmore, 
Our painted anceftors were flow to learn, 
»'To arms devote, of the politer arts 
Nor feill'd nor ftudious ; till from Neuftria’s coafts 
‘Viorious William, to more decent rules 
Subdu’d our Saxon'fathers, taught to {peak 
‘The proper dialect, with horn and voice 
‘To cheer thebufy hound, whofe well-known cry 
Hibs liftening peers approve with joint acclaim. 
From him fucceflive huntfmen learn'd to join 
In bloody focial leagues, the multitude 
piped, to fize, to fort their various tribes, 
(o rear, feed, hunt, and difcipline the pack. 
Hail, happy Britain ! highly favour'd iffe, 
And Heav'n's peculiar care! To thee ’tis given 
‘To train the fprightly fteed, more fleet than thofe 
Begot by winds, or the celeftial breed 
‘That bore the great Pelides through the prefs 
iOf heroes arm’d, and broke their crowded ranks; 
Which proudly neighing, with the fun begins 
Cheerful his courfe ? and ere his beams decline, 
Has meafur'd half thy furface unfatigu’d. 
In thee alone, fair land of liberty | 
3s bred the perfeé hound, in {cent and {peed 
As yet unrival’d, while in other climes 
‘Their virtue fails, a weak degenerate race. 
Jn vain malignant dtcams and winter fogs 
Load the dull air, and hover round our coafts, 
‘The huntiman ever gay, rebuit, and bold, 
Defies the noxious vapour, and confides 
In this delightful exercife, to raife 
His drooping head, and cheer his heart with joy. 
Ye vigorous youths, by fmiling fortune bleft 
‘With large demefnes, hereditary wealth, 
Heap'd copious by your wife forefathers care, 
Hear and attend! while I the means reveal 
T’ enjoy thofe pleafures, for the weak too ftrong, 
‘Too coftly for the poor : To rein the ftced 
Swift-ftretching o'er the plain, to cheer the pack, 
Opening in conforts of harmonious joy, 
Butbreathingdeath. What though the gripe fevere 
Cf brazen-fited Time, and flow difeafe 
Creeping through every vein, and nerve unftrung, 
AMIGA my fhatter’d frame, undaunted fill, 
Fig’d as a mountain ahh, that braves the bolts 
Of angry Jove; though blafted, yet unfallen; 
Still can my foul in Fancy’s mirror view 
Deeds glorious once, recal the joyous icene 
In all its {plendours deck'd, o'er the full bow] 
Recount my triumphs paft, urge others on 
‘With hand and voice, and point the winding way 
Pleas'd with that focial weet garrulity, 
‘The poor difbanded veteran’s fole delight. 
Firft let the kennel be the hunt{man’s care, 
Upon fome little eminence erect, 
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The fun’s all-cheering beams, when mild he fhines, 
And gilds the mountain tops. For much the pack 
(Rous'd from their dark alcoves) delight to ftretch 
And bafk in his invigorating ray : ‘ : 
Warn'd by the ftreaming light and merry lark, 
Forth rufh the jolly cian; with tuneful throats 
They carol loud, ard in grand chorus joit’d 
Salute the new-born day. For not alone 
The vegetable world, but men and brutes 
Own his reviving influence, and joy 
At his approach. Fountain of light! if charice 
Some envious cloud veil thy refulgent brow, 
In vain the mufes aid; untouch'd, unftrung, 
Lies my mute harp, and thy defponding bard 
Sits darkly mufing o’er th’ unfinifh’d lay. 
Let no Corinthian pillars prop the dome, 
A vain expence, on charitable deeds 
Better dilpos'd, to clethe the tatter’d wretch, 
Who thrinks bencath the blaft, to feed the poor 
Pinch'd with affli@tive want: For ufe, not ftatdy 
Gracefully plain, let each apartment rife. ‘ 
O’er all let cleanlinefs prefide, no {craps ne 
Beftrew the pavement, and no half-pick'd bored 
Wo kindle fierce debate, or to difgutt s 
That nicer fenfe, on which the fportfman's’ hope, 
And all his future triumphs, muft depend. 
Soon as the growling pack with eager joy 
Have lapp’d their fmoking viands, morn or ewey .. 
From the full ciftern lead the ductile ftlreams, ‘ 
‘To wath thy court well pav’d, ror fpare thy paing, 
For much to health will cleanlinefs avail. 
Seek’ft thou tor hounds to climb the rocky fteep 
And brvfh th’ entangled covert, whofe nice fcent - 
O’er greafy fallows and frequented roads 
Can pick the dubious way. Banifh far off 
Each noifome tench, let no offenfive {melf 
Invade thy wide enclofure, but admit 
The nitrous air and purifying breege, 
Water and fhade no lefs demand thy care = 
In a large {quare th’ adjacent field enclofe, 
‘There plant in equal ranks the fpreading elm, 
Or fragrant lime; moft happy thy defign, 
If at the bottom of thy fpacious court, 
A large canal, fed by the cryftal brook, 
From its tranfparent bofom fhall refle& 
Dowaward thy ftru@ure and inverted gre 
Here when the fun’s too potent gleams annoy 
The crowded kennel, and the drooping pack, 
Reftlefs, and faint, loll cheir unmoiften'd tongues, 
And drop their feeble tails, to cooler fhades 
Lead forth the panting tribe; foon thalt thou find 
The cordial breeze their fainting hearts revive : 
Tumultuous foon they plunge into the flreant, 
There lave their reeking fides, with greedy joy 
Gulp down the flying wave, this way and that 
From hore to fhore they fwim, while clamour load 
And wild uproar torments the troubled flood :' 
Then on the funny bank they roll and ftretch 
Their dripping limbs, or elfe in wanton rings 
Courfing around, purfuing and purfued, 
The merry muititude difporting play. 
But here with watchful and obfervant eye, 
Attend their frolics, which too often end 
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In bleody broils and death. High o'er thy head 
‘Wave thy refounding whip, and with a voice 
- Hierce-menacing o’er-rule the ftern debate, 
wand quench their kindling rage ; for oft in fport 
Begun, combat enfues, growling they fnarl, 
‘Then on,their haunches rear’d, rampant they feize 
Fach other's throats, with teeth and claws in gore 
Befmear'd, they wound, they tcar, ull on the 
ground, 
Panting, half dead the conquer’d champion lies : 
‘Then fudden ail the bafe ignoble crowd 
Loud-clamouring feize the helplefs worried wretch, 
And, thitfling for his blood, drag different ways 
His mangled carcafe on th’ enfanguin'd plain. 
O breafts of pity void! t’ opprefs the weak, 
To. pelnt your vengeance at the fricndlefs head, 
And with one mutual cry infult the fali'n! 
Emblem tuo jul of man’s degenerate race. 
|, Others apart, by native infting led, 
Knowing inftractor ! "mong the ranker grafs 
Cull each falubrious plant, with bitter juice 
Concodive ftor'd, and potent to allay 
Fach vicious ferment. ‘Chus the hand divine 
Of Providence, Leneficent and kind 
To-all his creatures, for the brutes prefcribes 
A ready remedy, and is himfelf 
‘Their great phyfician, Now grown Rift with age, 
And many a painful chafe, the wile old hound, 
Regardlefs of the frolic pack, attends 
His mafter's fide, or flumbers at his eafe 
Beneath the bending fhade; there many a sing 
Runs o’er in dreams; row on the doubtful foil 
Puzztes perplex'd, or doubles intricate 
Cautious unfolds, then wing’d with all his fpced, 
Bounds o’er the lawn to feize his panting prey + 
And in imperfeél whimperings {peaks his joy. 
A different hound for every different chute 
Sele& with judgment ; nor the timorous hare 
O'ermatch’d deftroy, but Jeave that vite offence 
To the mean, murderous, courling crew 5 intent 
Qn blood and fpoil. O blaf their hopes, ju 
Heaven! 
And all their painful drudgeries repay 
With difappointment and fevere remorfe. 
But hufband thou thy pleafures, and give {cope 
"To all her fubtle play: by nature led 
A thoufand fhifts fhe tries; t' unravel thefe 
Th’ induftrious beagle twifts his waving tail, 
‘Through all her labyrinths purfues, and rings 
Ber doleful knell. 
blithe, 
And with a courtly grin, the fawning hound 
Salutes thee cowering, his wide opening nofe 
Upward he curls, and bis large floe-black eyes 
Melt in foft blandifiments, and humble joy! 
His gloffy fkin, or yellow-picd, or blue, 
In lights or fhades by Nature's pencil drawn, 
Reflects the various tints: his ears and legs 
Fleckt here and there, in gay enamel"d pride, 
Rival the Speckled pard; his ruth-grown tail 
O’er his broad back bends in an ample arch ; 
On fhoulders clean, upright and firm he flands; 








See there with countenance 


His round cae foor, ftrait hans, and wide-ipread 


thighs, 
And his low-dropping clef, confefs his fpced, 
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His ftrerigth, his wind, or on the fleepy hill, = 
Or far-extended plain; in every part 

So well proportion’d that the nicer fkill 

Of Phidias himfelf can’t blame thy choice. 

Of fuch compofe thy pack. But here a mean 
Obfeeve, nor the large hound prefer, of fize 
Gigantic ; he in the thick-woven covert 
Painfully tugs, or in the thorny brake 

Torn and embarrafs’d bleeds ; but if too fmall, 
The pigmy brood in every furrow fwims ; 
Meil'd in the clogging clay, panting they lag 
Behind inglorious ; or elfe thivering greep 
Benumb‘d and faint beneath the fheltering thorm. 
For hounds of middle fize, active and ftrong, 
Will better anfwer all thy various ends, 

And crown thy pleafing labours wit fuccefs, 
As fome brave captoin, curious and exa@ 

By his fix'd fandard forms in equal ranks 

His gay battalion, as one man they move 

ter ftep, their fize the fame, their arms 
leaming, dart the fame united blaze : 
Reviewing generals his merit own; 

How regular! how juft! And ail his cares 

Are well repaid, if mighty George approves 

So model thou thy pack, if honour couch 

Thy generous foul, and the world’s jut applaufe, 
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Thut above all take heed, nor mix thy hounds 

Of different kinds ; difcordant founds fhall grate 
‘Thy ears offended, and a lagging line 

Of babbling curs difgrace thy broken pack, 

But if Gh’ amphibious otier be thy chace, 

Or ftately flay, that o’cr the woodland reigns; 

Or if the harmonions thunder of the field 

Delight thy ravith’d cara; the deep Hew'd hound 
Breed up with care, ftrong, heavy, ow, but fure s 
Whofe ears down-heyging from his thick round 
head 

Shall fweep the morning dew, whofe clanging voice 
Awake the mountain echo in her cell, 

And thake the forciis: The bold Talbot kind 

Gf thefe the prime ; as white as Alpine {hows 
And great their ufe of old. Upon the banks 

Of Tweed, flow winding through the vaie, the feat 
Of war and rapine once, ere“Britons knew 

‘The fweets of pedce, or Anna’s dread commands 
To lafting leagues the haughty rivals aw’d, 

‘There dwelt a pilfering race; well train’d and 
fill’d 

In all the myfterics of theft, the {pail 

‘Vheir only fubftance, feuds and war their fport = 
Not more expert in every fraudtul are 

‘TH’ arch * felon was of old, who by the tail 
Drew back his lowing prize: in vain his wiles, 
In vain the fhelter of the covering rock, 

In vain the footy cloud, and ruddy ames 

‘That iffued from his mouth; for foon he paid 
His forfeit life: a debt how jaftly duc 

To wrong'd Alcides, and avenging heaven! 
Veil’d in the thades of night they ford the flream, 
Then prowling far and near, whate'er they feize 
Becomes their prey ; nor flocks nor herds are fafe, 
Nor ftalls protect the fleer, nor Qrorg-bare’d doorg .. 


Secure the favourite horfe, Sovn as the mora: - 
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"Reveals his wrongs, with ghaftly vifage*wan 
"The plunder'd owner ftands, and from his lips 
A thoufand thronging curfes burft their way: 
~ He calls his flout allies, and in a line 
His faithful hound he leads, then with a voice 
‘That utters loud his rageysattentive cheers: 
Soon the fagacious brute, his curling tail 
Flourifh’d in air, low bending plics arcund 
His bufy nofe, the fteaming vapour fnuffs 
Inquifite, nor leaves énc turf untried, 
Till, confcieus of the recent ftains, his heart 
Beats quick; his fnufling nofe, his active tail, 
Atteft his joy ; then with deep opening mouth, 
‘That makes the welkin tremble, he proclaims 
'Th’ eudacious felon; foot by foot he marks 
His winding way, while all the liftening crowd 
‘Applaud his reafonings. O'er the watery ford, 
Dry {andy heaths, and ftony barren bills, 
O'cr beaten paths, with men and beafts diftain’d, 
Uncrring he purfucs; till ar the cor 
Arriv’d, and feizing by his guilty throat 
"Che caitif vile, redeems the captive prey : 
So exquifitely delicate his fenfe ! {quire 
Ehould fome more curious fporifman here in- 
Whence this fagacity, this wondrous power 
‘Of tracing ftep by ftep, or man or brute? 
Wohiut guide invifible points out their way, 
Over the dank nsacth, bleak hill, and Candy plain? 
"Che courteous mufe fha!} the dark caue reveal. 
"Che blood that from the heart incc Mant roils 
Io many a crimfon tide, then here and there 
In fmaller rills difparted, as it flows 
Propell’d, the ferous particles evade 
‘Through th’ open pores, and with the ambient air 
Lnrangling mix. As fuming vapours rife, 
And hang upon the gently purlitg brook, 
"There by th’ incumbent atmofphere comprefs'd. 
The panting chafe grows warmer as he flies, 
And through the net-work of the fkin perfpires ; 
Leaves a long fircaming trail behind, which by 
"The cooler air condeaik'd, remains, unlefs 
By fome rude ftorm difpers’d, or rarified 
By the merician fon’s invenfer h 
"To every fhrub the warm eflluy 
Hang on the grafs, impregiate carth and tkjes. 
With noftrils opening wide, o'er Lill, o’er dale 
The vigorous hounds purfue, with every breath 
Ynhale the grateful leam, quick pleafures ing 
Their tingling nerves, while they their thanks re- 















pays 
And in triumphant melody corfefs 
“the tititating joy.‘ Thus on the air 
Depend the hunter’s hopes. When rucdy freaks 
At eve forebede a bhuttering fozmy ¢ 
Or lowering clouds blacken the menntain’s brow, 
hen nipping frofts, and the keen biting blafts 
Of the dry parching caft, menave she trees 
With tender bloffoms teeming 
Thy fleeping pack, in their warm beds of ftraw 
Low-finking at their eafe; liftlels they fhrink 
Into fome dark recefs, nor hear thy voice 
"hough oft invok’d; or baply if thy call 
Roufe up the lumbering tribe, with heavy eyes 
qcae’d, aoe dull, downward they crop their 
grils 
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‘ 
Urg'd to their fpeed, his weak deluded foes 
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Inverted; high on their bent backs erect 

“Lheic pointed briftles ftare, or mong the tufts 

Of ranker weeds, cach ftomach.healing plant 

Curious they crop, fick, fpiritlefs, forlorn. 

‘Thefe inaufpicious days, on other cares oe 

Employ thy precious hours; th’ improving friend 

With open-arms emhiace, and from his lips 

Glean fcience, feafor'd with good-natur’d wit. 

But if th’ inclement ficies and angry Jove 

Forbid the pleafing intercourfe, thy books * 

Invite thy ready hand, each facred page 

Rich with the wife remarks of heroes old. 

Converfe familiar with th’ ilhiftrious dead ; 

With great examples of old Greece or Rome, 

Enlarge thy free-born heart, and blefs kind Heaveng 

That Britain yet enjoys dear liberty, 

That balm of life, that fweeteft blefling, cheap - 

‘Vhough purchas’d with our bleod. Well bredy 
polite, *, 

Credit thy calling, See! how mean, how low, ~ 

‘The bocklefs faunterine youth, proud of the fut 

i shis cap, his Bcurith’d belt, 

ouples gingling by his fide. 


Be thou cf ether mol:i; and know that fuch 
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THRE ARGUME 
Of the power of infling in brutes. Two rematke 
ees in the Lanting of the rocbuele, and 
in the hare going to feat in the morning. Of the 
variety of feats or forms of the hare, according’ 
to the change of the feafor, weather, or wind. 
Detcription of the hare-hur:ting in ail its parts, 
interfperfed with rules to be obferved by thofe 
who foliow that chafc. ‘Yvaniition to the Afia- 
tic way of hunting, particularly the magnificent 
manner of the Grcat Mogul, and other ‘Tartas 
rian princes, taken from Monfieur Bernier, and 
the hiftory of Gengifkan the Great. Concludes 
with a fhort reproof of tyrants and oppreffors of 
inankind. 











Nor will it lefs dclight ch’ attentive fage 

1” obferve that inflinct, which unerring guides 

‘The brutal race, which miitic's reafon's lore, 

And oft tranfcends: Heaven-taught, the roe-buck 
fwift 

3 ar cafe before the driving pack 

mocks their vain purfuit, nor far he flies, 

his ardour, till the Reaming {cent 

ens on the blade, provokes their rageg 











n ued ; ftrain’d to excels cach nerve, 
n'd finew fails; they pant, they fogar ¢ 
: lawn he bounds, o'er the high hilly 
Stretches fecure, and leaves the fcatter’d crowd. ~ 

To puzzie in the diftant vale below. 
"Tis infting that direéts the jealous hare 
To choofe her foft abode: With ftep revers’d 
She forms the duubling maze ; then, ere the morn 
Peers through the clouds, leaps to her clofe recefig 






aS 
As wandering fhepherds on th’ Arabian plains 

No fettled refidence obferve, but thift 

‘Their moving camp, now, on fome cooler hill 

‘With cedars crown’d, court the refrething breeze; 

i then, below, where trickling ftreams diftil 
rom fome penurious fource, their thirft allay, 

And feed their fainting flocks: fo the wife hares 

Ofte quit their feats, left fome more curious eye 

Should mark their haunts, and by dark treacher- 

ous wiles 

Plot their deftruétion ; or perchance in hopes 

Of plenteous forage, near the ranker mead, 

Or matted blade, wary and clofe they fit. 

When {pring fhines forth, feafon of love and joy, 

In the moift marth, ’mong beds of rufhes hid, 

They cool their boiling blood : When fummer funs 

Bake the cleft earth, to thick wide waving fields 

Of corn full grown. they lead their helplels young : 

But when autumnal torrents and fierce rains 

‘Deluge the vale, in the dry crumbling bank 
‘Their forms they delve, and-cautioufly avoid 
‘The dripping covert: Yer when winter's cold 

5 "Fheir limbs benumbs, thither with {peed return’d 
Ja the long grafs they tkulk, or thrinking creep 
Among the wither’d leaves, thus changing fill, 
As fancy prompts them, or as food invites. 

Bur every feafon carefully obferv’d, 

‘ ‘Th’ inconftant winds, the fickle element, 

‘The wife experienc’d huntinan foon may find 
His fubtle, various game, nor wafte in vain 
His tedious hours, till his impatient hounds, 
‘With dilappointment vex'd, each fpringing lark 
Babbling purfue, far featter'd o'er the fields. 

Now gold: o Autumn from her open lap 
Her fragrant bounties thowers; the fields are 

fhorn ; 

thwardly fmiling, the proud farmer views 
The rifling pyramids that grace his yard, 

‘And counts his Jarge increale ; his barns are ftor’d 

“And groaning ftaddles bend beneath their load. 
All now is free as air, and the gay pack 
In the rough briftly ftubbles range unblam’d ; 

‘No widow's tears o’erflow, no fecret curfe 
Swells im the farmer’s breaft, which his pale lips 
‘Trembling conceal, by his fierce landlord aw’d: 
But courteous now he levels every fence, 

. Joins in the common cry, and halloos fond, 
Charm’d with the rattling thunder of the field. 
Oh bear me, fome kind power invifible ! 

"To that extended Jawn, where the gay court 
View the {wift racers, ftretching to the goal ; 
Games more renown’d, and a far nobler train, 
‘Than proud Elean fields could boaft of old. 
Oh! were a Theban lyre not wanting here, 
And Pindar’s voice, to do their merit right! 
Or to thofe {pacious plains, where the flrain’d eye 
In the wide profped ioft, beholds at jut 
Saruin’s proud {pire, that o’er the hills afcends, 
And pierces through the clouds. Or to thy downs, 
Fair Cotfwold, where the well-breath'd beagle 
climbs 

With matchlefs fpced, thy green afyiring brow, 
Arid leaves the lagging nuultitude behind. 

Hail, gentle dawn ! mild bluthing gcddefs, hail ! 
Rejoie’d | fee thy purple mantle fpread 
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Over half the fkies, gems pave thy radiant way; 

And orient pearls from every thrub depend. 

Farewell, Cleora; here deep funk in down 

Slumber fecure, with happy dreams amus’d, . 

‘Tili grateful fteams fhall tempt thee to receive 

Thy early meal, or thy Bfficious maids, 

The toilet plac’d, thall urge thee to perform 

Th’ important work. Me other joys invite, 

‘The horn fonorous calls, the pack awak’d 

Their mattins chavnt, nor brook my long delay, 

My courfer bears their voice; fee there, with ears 

And tail creat, neighing he paws the ground; 

Fierce rapture kindles in his reddening eyes, 

And boils in every vein. As captive boys 

Cow’d by the ruling rod and haughyy frowns 

Of pedagogues fevere, from their hard tafks 

If once difmifs'd, no limits can contain 

The tumuit rais’d within their little breatts, 

But give a loofe to all their frolic play : 

So from their kennel ruth the joyous pack ; 

A thoufand wanton gaicties exprefs 

‘Their inward ecitacy, their pleafing {port 

Once more indulg’d, and liberty reftor’d. 

The rifing fun, that o'er th’ horizon peeps, 

As mauy colours from their gloffy {kins 

Beaming refle&s, as paint the various bow 

When April fhowers defcend. Delightful fcene! 

Where all around is gay, men, horfes, dogs, 

And in each fmiling countenance appears 

Freth blooming health, and univerfat joy. 

Huntfman, lead on! behind the cluftering pack 

Submifé attend, hear with refped thy whip : 

Loud clanging, and thy harfher voice obey + 

Sparc not the ftraggling cur that wildly roves; 

But let thy brifk affiftant on his back 

Imprint thy juft refentments; let each lath 

Bite to the quick, till howling he return, 

And whining creep amid the trembling crowd. 

Here on this verdant {pot, where nature kind 

With double bleflings crowns the farmer's hopes; 

Where flowers autumnal fpring, and the rank 
mead 

Affords the wandering hares a rich repaft ; . 

‘Throw off thy ready pack. See, where they’ 
f{pread, 

And range around, and dafh the glittering dew. 

Mf fone launch hound, with his authentic voice, 

Avow the recent trail, the juftling tribe 

Attend his call, then with one mutual cry, 

The welcome news confirm, and echoing hills 

Repeat the pleafing tale. See how they thread 

The brakes, and up yon furrow drive along! ™ 

But quick they back recoil, and wifely check 

‘Their eager hafte; then o’er the fallow'd ground; 

How leifurely they work, and many a paule 

Th’ harmonious concert breaks; till more affur'd 

With joy redoubled the low vallies ring. 

What artful labyrinths perplex their way ! 

Ab! there the lies; how clofe! the pants, fhe 
doubts 

If now fhe lives; the trembles as the fits, 

With horror fejz’d. The wither'd grafs thag 
clin 

Around her head, of the fame ruffet hne 

Almott deceiv'd my fight, had not her eyeg 


THE CHASE. 


K@rith life full-beaming her vain wiles betray’d. 
€ diftance draw thy pack, let'all be hufh’d, 
‘No clamour ioud, no frantic joy be heard, 
- Left the wild hound run gadding o’er the plain 
Wotractable, nor hear thy chiding voice. 
‘Now gently put her off ; fee how direct 
"To her known mew fhe @ies! Herc, huntfman, 
brin, 
(But without hurry) all thy jolly hounds, 
And calmly lay them in. How low they ftoop, 
And feem to plough the ground! then all at once 
“With greedy noftrile fnuff the fuming fteam 
"That glads their fluttering hearts. As winds let 
loofe 
‘From the dark caverns of the bluftering god, 
‘They burft away, and fweep the dewy lawn. 
Hope gives them wings while fhe’s {purr’d on by 
fear, { woods, 
The welkin rings, men, dogs, hills, rocks, and 
In the full concert join. Now, my brave youths, 
Stripp'd for the chafe, give all your foulsto joy ! 
See how their courfers, than the mountain roe 
More fleet, the verdant carpet fkim, thick clouds 
Buorting they breathe, their thining hoofs fearce 
‘int 


‘The grafs unbrnis’d; with emulation fir'd 
They ftrain to lead the field, top the barr'd gate, 
Over the deep ditch exulting bound, and truth 
‘The thorny-twining hedge : The riders bend 
O’er their arch’d necks; with fteady hands, by 
turns 
Indulge their fpeed, or moderate their rage. 
Where are their forrows, difappointments, wrongs, 
Vexations, ficknefs, cares? All, all are gone, 
And with the panting winds lag far behind, 
Hunt{man ! her gait obferve ; if in wide rings 
She wheel her mazy way, in the fame round 
Perfitting ftill, fhe’lt foil the beaten track, 
But if the fly, and with the favouring wind 
Urge her bold courfe ; lefs intricate thy tafk : 
Push on thy pack, Like fome poor exil’d wretch 
The frighted chafe leaves her late dear abodes, 
O’r plains remote fhe ftretches far away, 
Ah. never toreturn! For greedy death 
Hovering exults, fecure to feize his prey. 
Hark’ from yon covert, where thofe towering 
oaks 
Above the humble copfe afpiring rife, 
‘What glorious triumphs burit in every gale 
Upon our ravith'd ears! the hunters fhout, 
‘The clanging horns fwell their fweet-winding 
notes, 4 
Tha pack wide opening load the trembling air 
‘With various melody ; trom tree to tree 
The propagated cry redoubling bounds, 
nd winged zcphyrs waft the floating joy 
FThrough all the regions near z aillictive birch 
No more the {chool-boy dreads, his prifon broke, 
Scampering he flies, nor heeds his mafter’s call ; 
The weary traveller forgets his road, 
And climbs th’ adjacent hill; the ploughmen 
leaves 
Th’ unfinifh’d furrow ; nor his bleating Aocks 
Are now the fhepherd’s joy ! men, boys, and girk 





agg 
Spread o'er the plain, by the fweet frenzy feiz'd. 
Look, how fhe pants!. and o’er yon opening giade 
Slips glancing by! while, at the further end, 
The puzzling back unravel wile by wile, 
Maze within maze. The covert’s utmoft bound 
Slily the ikirts ; behind them cautious creeps 
And in that very track, fo lately ftain’d 
By all the fteaming crowd, feems to purfue 
‘The foe fhe flies. Let cavillers deny 
‘That brutes have reafon; fure ’tis fomething more 
"Tis Heaven dire@ts, and ftratagems infpires 
Beyond the fhort extent of human thought. 
But hold—I fee her from the covert break ¢ 
Sad on yon little eminence the fits; 
Intent fhe liftens with one ear erect, 
Pondering, and doubtful what new courfe to takey 
And how t’ efcape the fierce blood-thirfty crew, 
That ftill urge on, and ftill in vollies loud 
Infult her woes, and mock her fore diftrefs, 
As now in louder peals the loaded winds 
Bring on the gathering ftorm, her fears prevail, 
And o’er the plain, and o’er the mountain’s ridgtg . 
Away fhe flies; nor fhips with wind and tide, ' 
And all their canvafs wings, fcud half fo faft. 
Once more, ye jovial train, your courage try, 
And each clean courfer’s fpeed. We four alongs 
In pleafing hurry and confufion toft ; 2 
Oblivion to be with'd. The patient pack 
Hang on the {cent unweary'd, up they climb, 
And ardent we purfue; our labouring feeds 
We prefs, we gore; till once the fummit gain’d, 
Painfully panting; there we breathe a while ; 
Then, like 2 foaming torrent, pouring down 
Precipitant, we fmoke along the vale. 
Happy the man who with unrival’d {peed 
Can pafs his fellows, and with pleafure view 
The ftruggling pack ; how in the rapid courfe 
Alternate they prefide, and joftling pufh 
To guide the dubious fcent; how giddy. youth’ ~ 
Oft babbling errs, by wifer age reprov’d ; 
How, niggard of his ftrength, the wife old houn® 
Hangs in the rear, till {ome important point 
Roufe all his diligence, or till the chafe 
Sinking he finds: then to the head he fpringy 
With thirft of glory fir’d, and wins the prize. 
Huntfman, take heed; they ftop in full career. 
Yon crowding flocks, that at a diftance gaze; 
Have haply foil’d the turf. See! that old bound, 
How bullly he works, but dares not truf® 
His doubtful fenfe; draw yet a wider ring. 
Hark! now again the chorus fills. As bells, 
Sally’d a while, at once their peal renew, 
And high in air the tuneful thunder rolls, 
See, how they tofs, with animated rage 
Recovering all they loft! That eager hafte 
Some doubling wile forefhows, Ah! yet once 
more [hand 
They’re check’d, hold back with fpeed—on either 
They flourith round—ev'n yet perfit—'Tis right, 
Away they Spring; the ruftling ftubbles bend 
| Beneath the driving ftorm. Now the poor chafs 
1 Begins to flag, to her laft fhifts reduc’d. 
From brake to brake fhe flies, and vifits all i 
} Her well-known haunts, where once fhe rang'd 
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With love and plenty bleft. See! there fle goes; 

She recls along, and by her gait betrays 

Her inward weaknefs. See, how black fhe looks! ¢ 

The fweat, that clogs th’ obftructed pores, fcarce { 
leaves 

A languid fcent. And now in open view 

See, fee, the flies! each eager hound exerts 

His utmoft {peed, and ftretches every nerve. 

How quick the turns! their gaping jaws cludes, 

And yet a moment lives; cill, round enclos'd 

By all the greedy pack, with infant fercams 

She yields her breath, and there reluctant dics. 

So when the furious Bacchanals affail’d 

‘Vbreician Orpheus, poor ill-fated bard ! 

Zioud was the cry; hills, woods, and Hebrus” 

2 banks, 

Return'd their clamorous rage ; diftrefs’d he flies, 

Shifting from place to place, but flies in vain ; 

For eager they purfue, till panting, faint, 

By noily multitudes o’erpower'd, he tinks 

To the relentlefs crowd a bleeding prey. 

"The huntfinan now, a deep incifion made, 
Shakes out with hands impure, and dafhes down 
Her reeking entrails and yet quivering heart. 
Thefe claim the pack, the bloudy perquifite 
For all fa toils, Stretch’d ou the ground fhe 

ics 
‘A mangled corfe; in her dim glaring eyes 
Cold death exults, and Riffensevery limb. 
Aw’d by the threatening whip, the furious hounds 
Around her hay; orat their mafter’s foot, 
Fach happy favourite courts his kind applaufe, 
‘With humble adulation cowering low. 
All now is joy. With checks full-blown they 
wind 

Her folemn dirye, while the Iond-opening pack 
The concert fwell, and hills and dales return 
The fadly-p} Jeafing founds. Thus the poor hare, 
A pony, daflard animal, but vers’ 
Jo fubtle wilcs, diverts the youthful train. 
But if thy proud, afpiring foul ditdains 
So mean a prey, delighted with the pomp, 
Magnificence, and grandeur of the chafe; 
Hear what the mute from faithful records fi 

. Why on the banks of Genina, Indian ftre 
Line within line, rife the pavilions proud, 

_ Their filken ftreamers waving in the wind ? 
Why neighs the warrior horfe ? Brom tent to tent, 
Why pref. in crowds the buzzing multitude ? 
Why fhines the polith’d helm, and pointed kunce, 
"This way and that far beaming o’er the plain ? 
Nor Vilspour nor Golconda rebel ; 
Nor the great Sopy, with his numero 
Lays waite the provinces; ner glory 
To rob and tu deftroy, beneath the nane 
And fpecivus guife of war. A nobler cau 
Calls Aurengzebe toarms. No citics fack'd, 
No mother’s tears, no helplefs orphan’s cris, 
No violated leagues, with thurp remorfe 
Shall fting the confcious vilor : but mankind 
Shall hail him good and jut. Yor ‘tis on bealts 
He draws his vengeful fword! on beafts of prey 
Full-fed with Luman gore. See, fee, be cumes | 
Lnperial Dehli, npening wide Fer 
Pours oui br Cavngarg gi 
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THE WORKS OF SOMERVILE 


, And all the pomp of war. 
; Clarions and trumpets, breathing martial airs, 


Before them found 


And bold defiance. High upon this throne, 
Borne on the back of his proud elephant, 


j Sits the great chicf of Tamut’s glorious race: 


Sublime he fits, amid the radiant blaze 

OF gems and gold. Omrahs about him crowd, 
And rein th’ Arabian itecd, and watch his nod 
And potent rajahs, who themlelves prefide_ 

O’er realms of wide extent ; but here fubmifs 
‘Theis homage pay, alternate kings and flaves, 
Next thefe, with prying cunuchs girt aroundy 
‘The fair fultanas of his court: a croop’ _ 
OF chofen beauties, but with care conceal'd 

‘rom cach intrufive eye; one look is death. 

A heruel eaftern Jaw! (had kings aepower 

But equal to their wild tyrannic will) 

‘Lo rob us of the fun's all-cheering ray, 

Were lefs fevere. The vulgar clofe the march, 
Slaves and artificers; and Dehli mourns 

Her empty and depopulated ftreets. 

Now ut the camp arriv'd with ftern review, 
‘Through groves of fpears, from fife to file he darts’ 
His fharp expericnc’d eye; their order marks, 
Each in his {tation rang’d, exact and firm, 

Til in the boundlefs line his fight is loft, 

Not greater multitudes in arms appear’d 

On thefe extended plains, whea Ammon’s fort 
With mighty Porosin dread battle join’d, 

‘The vaffal world the prize, Nor was that hoft 
More numerous of old, which the great king* 
Pour'd out on Greece from all th’ unpeopled Eaft 5 
That bridg’d the Hellefpont from thore to thore, 
And drank the rivers dry. Mean while in troops 
The bafy hunter-train mark out the ground, 

A wide circumference ; full many a Icague 

In compafs round ; woods, rivers, hills, and plains, 
Large provinces; cuough to gratily 

Ambition’s highew aim, could reafon hound 
Maw’s erring will, Now fit in clofe divau 

The mighty chicts of this prodigious hog. 

He from the throne high-eminent prefides, 

Gives out his mandates proud, laws of the chafe, 
Frem ancient recordsdrawn, With reverence low, 
hiefe receive , 


















> vary is to die, 
ck to his ftation leads; encamping 
wide circle is completely for 
re decent order reigris, what thefe coramaad, 
‘Thefe execute with fpeed, and pundtual care; 
in ali the ftricett difcipline of war: 
Asif fome watchful foe, with boid infult, 
Hang lowering o’er thei camp. ‘The high refolve 
‘That flies on wings through all th’ encircling li oy 
Each motion fteers, and animates the whole, 
So by the fun’s attractive power controll’, 
‘The planets in thcir fphercs roll round his orb + 
Onall he fhines, and rules the great machine. 

Ere yet the morn difpels the fleeting mitts, 
‘The fignal given by the loud trunr 
Now high in air imperial ftandard waves, 
; Emblazen’d vith yold, and gi 
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THE CHACE. 


ey catch the floating = 
Round all the ‘wide circumference, tigers fell 
Shrink at the noifé, deep in his gloomy den 
The lion ftarts, and morfels yet unchew’d 
from his jaws. Now all at once 
‘Onward thepmarch embattled, to the found 
Of martial: harmony ; fifes, cornets, drums, 
‘hat roufe the fleepy foul to arms, and bold 
leroic deeds, In parties here and there 
h’d o'er bill and oe apne nyt 
inquifiti' ftfing 1 match in it 
Tl ub ontie’ brute, ar rh their mafters as, 
A-faithful guard. No haunt unfearch’d, they 


From every covert, and from every den, 
‘The Jurking favages. Inceffant fhouts 
= Re-echo throvgh the woods, and kindling fires 
+ ui 1 tops; the foreft feems 
Due 't e+. like oa of pease they 


fly, oY 
Before the flaming brand + Rs 
Boars, tigers, bears, and wolves; a ton jul crew 
Of grim blood-thirfty foes ; growling along, 
They ftalk indignant; but fierce vengeance fill 
§ pealing on their rear, and pointed {pears 
nt immediate death, Soon as the night 
Wrapt in her fable veil forbids the chafe, 
ch their tents, in even ranks, around 
‘The a camp. The guards are plac’d, and 
res” + 
t pese ftances afcending rife, 
And paint th’ horizon’ with their ruddy light. 
So round fome ifland’s 


breaking on th 
Seem alcege flame, and the bri 
Appears a bulwark of furrounding fire, 
What dreadful howlings, and what hideous roar, 
Difturb thofe peaceful fhades! where erft the bird 
That glads the night had chear’d the liftening 
ves [gloom 
IWith fweet complainings. Through the filent 
Oft they:the guards affail; as oft repell’d ; 
' hey fly reluctant, with hot boiling rage 
g to the and mad with wild defpair. 
‘hus day ‘they ftill the chafe renew, 4 
t pight encamp ; till now in flreighter bounds 
he circle Jeffens, and the beafts perceive 
he wall that hems them in on every fide. 
} new their fury burfts, and knows no mean ; 
void they turn, and point their ill-judg’d 


gst i fellow brutes. With teeth and claws: 
he civil war begins ; Breppling u they tear, 
J § prey, and wolves: 
ble Qifcord! till the crowd behind 
Shouting purfue, and part the bloody fray. 
At once theif wrath {ublides; tame.as the lamb 
ion hangs his head, the ‘forious pard, 
ow'd and fubdued, flies from the face of man, 
WNor beats one glance of his commanding cyc. 


So abje& is tyrant in diftrefs! ~~ 

At laft, within the mre i cn 
A lifted field, mark’d out for 
An amphitheatre more glorious far 
Than ancient Rome could boaft, th 

ar Id. I 

Difmay’d, and: al 'd. Meet array 
Sheath’d in refi pads anit — oor 
Advance; great lords of high imperial 
Early refolv’d t’ affert their royal race, 
And prove by glorious deedstheir vale 
Mature, ere yet the callow down 
Its curling fhade. On bold Arabian fteeds’ ~ 
With decent pride they fit, that fearlefs h 
The lion’s dreadful roar; and dowri the Fotle 


_| Swift-thooting plunge, or o’er the mountain's 


Stretching along, the greedy tiget aed 
Panting behind. On foot tl 
With javelins arm’d attend; cacl wate i 
Fix’d on his youthful care, for him alone 
He fears, and, to redeem his life, unmo’ 
Would lofehis own. "The mighty Ruresetas 
From his high elevated throne, beholds 
His blooming race; revolving in his mind 
‘What once he was, in his gay {pring of 
When vi ftrung his nerves. 
Melts in his eye, and flushes in his bow 
Now the loud 

fhouts 
Of eager hofts, throu 
And the wild howlings 
Rend wide the welkin, flights of arrows, 


With death, and javelins launch from every” ri 

Gall fore the brutal bands, with many a-woili 

Gor'd through and through. Defpair at _— 
vails, 


When ontore fhe; td one ath " 


| Their drooping courage. — Swell'd i) 


Their cyes dart fire ; anid on the outa 0 
They rufh implacable. ‘They their brond fh 
Siar pes urd on each devoted head - 
Their flaming falchions, as the bolts of Jove, 
Defcend unerring. Proftrate on the grourid ~ 
‘The grinning monfters lie, and their foul gore” 
Defiles the verdant plain. Nor idle aye 
The trufty flaves; with pointed fpearst 
Through. their tough hides; OF ee 

moaths ws wt 
An eafier paffage find. The biog of brates 
In broken roarings breathes ‘his laft ; the bear 
Grumbles in death; nor can his {potted 
‘Though fleck it thine, with varied "beauties: 
Save the proud pard from: unrelenting fate. - 
The battle bleeds, grim flaughter ftrides: along, 
Glutting her greedy jaws, grins o’er her preys 
Men, herfes, dogs, fierce beafts of every kind, 
A ftrange promifcuous carnage, drench’ b 
And heaps on heaps amafs’d. What-yet. 
Alive, with vain affault contend:to break 
Th’ impenetrable line.- Others, wh 
infpires with felf-preferving wiles, 
The bodies of the dlain for thelter 
Aghaft they fly, or hide their heads difj pers'd! 
And now — (had. Heaven but plea’d 

‘Wor 





whofe vain hearts exult 
‘of power, ‘gainft the brute race, 
@ like yourfelves, a guiltlefs war 


ial lames, 


blood ; 
earn from Aurengztbe to fpate mankind 


the nie oe : 
“4 ‘om 
= henc a sive to fox-hunting, which is de- 
a its parts, Cenfure of an over-nu- 
of engines to. ior. 

‘Ser wild beafts. The fteel- 
and the manner of ufing it. Dip 

pitch for the lion; and another 
of hunting 


the 
dll boar. Deleon of the soyal | K 

Windfor Foreft. Concludes with an ad- 

to his Majefty, and an eulogy upon necks 


ee 


F Albion’ 'sifle; when glorious Edgar reign’ 4, 
RI he fo from her white cliffs 
her forefls,and with numerous flects. 
domain: there sea rode 


bold, 
e and Ni Bip em cha 
|, difappointed, gnafh"d his teeth in vain. 
four de fet and to remote fore 
pe ireclling Gils the trembling corfair fled, 
¢ flourifh’d ; and with bufy oars 
a A Gib relounding farge. Nor lefs at land 
4 ent, gracious prince... 
soe 
hd from their flocks : 


ia’s id kings (though with relu@ance) 
a wolves ; head after head, 
fall secon, till the woods yield no more; 

the ravenous rate exting is loft. 


ears morefecurely graz'd 
and foon their large increafe 
cling Boece whiten’d all the plains. 
me ye alas: the wily fox remain’d 
» pilfering foe, prowling around 
fhades, and wakeful to deftroy, 
ulk fold, the poor defencelefs lamb, 


i'd: bes ee your thir of | 


Es oni 
’'d her neft) joins in her 
wah fweeter notes, and more melodious 
vet ae eepeen 
- Oh! how 


Tn all their 

Difpers’d, best 

They crofs, examining oi 

Each likely haunt. Hark! on the 

Their doubtful notes, preluding to a cry 

More nobly full, and fwell’d with every mouth. 
As ftraggling armies, at the trampet’s am 
Prefs to their ftandard; hither Fes 

And burry thi the woods 

Ruftling, and full of c 

They pot, they- Baie 


The 


the 

‘Though high his bruh he bea, 

gett nite perens tae aoa [white 
Recal the hades of night, pee pe to 
Shall ‘rue his fate revers’d ; 
Behold the juft avenger, fwift to feize 
His forfeit head, and thirfting for his blood. 

Heavens! what melodious ftrains! how be 

our hearts 

Big with tumultuous joy! the Kener gales 


The foreft thunders; and 
The chorus fwells ; lefs sedova andl free, 
The trilling notes, when i in thofe Very groves, 
The feather’d i choviters fal the fpring. 
And every bufh in concert joins; or when 
The mafter’s hand, in modulated air, 
Bids the loud organ breathe, and all the power 
Of mufic in one inftrument combine; 
An univerfal minftrelfy. And now 
In vain each earth he tries, the doo are ata 
Impregnable, nor is the covert fafe; 
He pants for purer air. Hark! what loud 
Re-echo through the groves! he breaks away. 
Shrill horas proclaim his flight. Bach ftragglin 

hound 

er the lawn to reach the diftant pack. 

‘Tis triumph all and joy. Now, my brave, yo 
Now give a loofe to ea er 
Flourifh the whip, nor 
But, in the madnefs 
Your fears, Far o’er the rocky 
4nd dangerous our courfe ; but in 





THE CHASE: 


eourag anew a vain the ftreain 
ling eddies is; in vain 

Wid nazis death. The y fteep, 
Boer see poor dizzy thephérd crawls care, 
And clings to every ty is no pain; _ 
But down we fweep, pba the falcon bold 
To pounce his prey. up th’ opponent hill, 
By the fwift motion flung, we mount aloft : 

So fhips in wititer feas now fliding fink 

Adown the wave, then tofs’d on high 

Ride off the billows, and defy the ftorm. 

‘What lengths we pafs: where will the waridets 


ing chafe 
Lead us bewilder'd fmooth ds fwallows ikim 
The new-fhorn mead; and far more fwift, we fly: 
See my bravetpack ; how to the head they prefs, 
. Joflling in clofe array, then more diffufe 
liquely wheel, while from their opening mouths 
The vollied thunder breaks. So when the craties 
‘Their annual voyage fteer, with wanton wing 
Their figure oft they change, and their loud clang 
From cloud td cloud rebounds, How far behind 
crew, wide-ftraggling o'er the plain! 
quis HM mae Pepa nerves 
reel; urg’¢ fpur, 
y a faint effort : Ermiott he foams, 
ling down his fides, 
Look back and 


Makes, 
‘The big round drops run 
‘With {weat and blood diftain’d: 
is view 
\ “The ftrange confufion of the vale below, 

) ‘Where four vetation reigns ; fee yon poor jade, 
In vain th’ impatient rider frets and {wears ; 

With gallirig fpurs harrows his mangled fides ; 
He can no more: his. {tiff unpliant limbs 

Rooted in earth, unmov'd and fix'd he ftands, 
For évery cruel curfe returns a grom, 

And fobs, and faints, and dies. Who without grief 
Can view that pamper'd ffeed, his mafter’s joy, 

minion, and his daily care, well cloth’d, 
rell fed with every nicer cate ; no coft; 

“No labour fpar’d; who, when the flying chafe 
Broke from the copfe, without a rival led 

‘The numerous train : now a fad fpeétacle 

Of ptide brought low, aid humble infolehce, 
Drove like a pannier'd afs, and fcourg'd along. 
While thefe, with loofen'’d reinsand dangling heels, 
Hang on their reeling palfreys, that fearce bear 
Thele weights: another in the treacherous bog 
Liés floundering half ingulf’d. ‘What biting 


abandon’d crew | Old age laments 


Torments: c 
vigour fpent : the tall, plump, brawny youth 
rfes his cumberous bulk ; and envies now 
~The fhort pygmzan race, he whilom ketn’d 
With proud infulting leer. A chofen few 
ne the {port enjoy, nor droop beneath 


Their ple og til ‘Here, huntfman, from this 
i t 

Obferve yon birds of ; if L can judge, 

Tis pick tt villain poate they Serer roaet 
‘And claim him as their own, Was I not right? 
Bee! there he along ; his brufh he drags, _ 
And fweeps thy wie i from his wide jaws 
Mis tongue unmoiften’d hangs; fymptoms, too 


Vou Vil. 


Of fudden death. Ha! yet 
To black defpair. 
His wiles are vain. 


now 

The rattling clamour rings. The barns, tl 
And leaflefs elms return the founds. 
Through every homeftall, and through ¢ 
His midnight walks, panting, forlorn, he fl F 
Through every hole he fneaks, stprigh every ja 
Plunging he wades befmear’d, and fondly h 
In a fuperior ftéach to lofe hisown: _ 
But, faithful to the track, th” baler 
With peals of echoing vengeance ¢! 
And now diftrefs’d, no fheltering covert ne: 
Into the hen-rooft creeps, whofe is with 
Diftain’d atteft his guilt. There, villain, th 
Expeét thy fate déferv'd. And foon from 
The pack inquifitive, with clamour ; 
Drag out their trembling prize; and on 
With greedy tranfport feaft. In bolder 
Each founding horn proclaims the felon 
And all th’ affembled village ftiouts for jdy. 
The farmer, who beholds his mortal foe 
Stretch’d at his feet, applauds the glorious ¢ 
And grateful calls us to a fhort repaft : _ 
In the full glafs the liquid amber {miles, 
Our native produ. And his good old mat 
With choiceft viands heaps the liberal 
To crown our triumphs, and reward o 

Here muft th’ inftrudtive mufe (but 
Cenfure that numerous pack, that crow 
With which the vain profufion of the 
Covers the lawn, and thakes the 
Pompous incumbrance! A magnificence 
Ufelefs, vexatious: For the wily fox, 
Safe in th’ increafing number of his foe: 
Kens well the great advantage : flinks b 
ae flyly ae eee fame beaten tr 
And hunts them ftep by ftep: then views, 
With inward ecftafy, the anting throng 
In their own footfeps puzzled, foil’d, and. 
So when proud eaftern kings funimon to arms 
Their gaudy legions, from far diftant climes 
They flock in crowds, unpeopling half a wor! 
But when the day of battle calls forth. 
To charge the well-train’d fod, a band 
Of chofer veterans; they prefs blindly: 
In heaps confus*d, by their own weap 
A fmoking carnage fcatter’d o'er the p 

Nor hounds alone this noxious brood d 
The plunder'd warrener full many a wile 
Devifes to entrap his greedy foe, 
Fat with nogturnal fpoils. At clofe of day, 
Wich filence drags his tail: then from the 
Pares cated clofe-graz’d turf; there wi 


id = 
Covers the Jatent death, with curious Springs 
Prepar’d to fly at once, whene’er che tread 
Of man or beaft unwarily fhall prefs kc 
The yielditig furface. By th’ indented fteel _ 
With gripe tenacious held, the felon hi 
And ftruggles, but in yet oft 
When every art has fail’d the captive fo: 
Has thar’d the wounded joint, and with a limb 
Compounded for his sy? But, if perchance » 

g ‘ 





dignant. When the Coen beam, 
paints the dawn ; and all the race. 
with blood full-gorg’d, retire 
it darkfome cells, there fatlate {nore 
| ping offal, and the mangled limbs 
beatts; the painful forefter 
s the Kigh hills, whofe proud afpiring tops 
cedar.crown’d, and taper fir, 
. ‘There ’mong the craggy rocks, 
tricate, trembling he views ° 
o in.the fand; the difmal road 
wenue to death, Hither he calls 
hful bands; and low into the ground 
they fink, full many a Tathom deep. 
in the midft a column high is rear'd, 
ie butt of fome fair tree ipa whofe top 
Jamb is plac'd, juft ravith'd from his dam. 
ext a wall they build, with ftones and earth 
ling round, and hiding from all view 
dreadful precipice, Now when the fhades 
domrering o'er the mountain’s brow; 
nger keen, and pungent thirft of blood, 
bp the Mothfal healt he thakcs his fides, 
from his lair, and ftretches wide 
H ith recent gore diftain’d, 
he roars aloud, ~ 
deftroy. O’erjoy’d he hears 
ing innocent, that claims in vain 
The thephetd’s care, and fecks with piteous moan 
ul teat ; himfelf, alas! defign’d 
her's meal, For now the greedy brute 
him from far; and leaping o'er the mound 
e his trembling prey, headlong is plung’d 
the deep abyfs. Proftrate he lies 
'd aa im) ine ee irbat avail 
e cye=balls ing fire, thy length of tail, 
es thy broad fades Fo ose befmear’d 
With blood amd offals crude, thy fhaggy mane 
‘The terror of the woods, thy Rately port, ' 
enormous, fince by firatagem 
ength is foil’f? Unequal is the ftrife, 
i fovereign reafon combats brutal rage, 
diftant Ethiopia's fun. burnt coaft, 
he black inhabitants a pitfall frame, 
adifferent kind, and different ufe! 
ith flender poles the wide capacious mouth, 
And hutdles flight, they clofe ; o’er thefe 
floor of verdant turf, with allits flowers 
ling delufive, and froth ftridteft fearch 
ealing: the deep grave that yawns below. 
vet Of trees they cift, with tempting fruit 
various kinds furcharg'd ; the downy peach, 
¢ cluttering ving, and of bright golden'rind, 
fragrant orange. Soon as evening gray 
_ Advances flow, belprinkling all iat 
With kind reffething dews the thirfty glebe, 
The fately elephant from the clofe fhade 
With Rep majeflic Brides, eager to tafe. 


To lave his panting 3 Joye 
The rich repaft, unweeting of th = 
That lurks within. And foon he ng beaks 
The brittle boughs, and greedily devours ~ 
The fruit delicious, Ah! too dearly bows, 
The price is life. For now the treacherous tur 
Trembling gives way; and the unyieldy beaft, 
Self-finking, drops into the dark profound. * - 
So when dilated vapours, ftruggling, heave, -_ 
Th’ incumbent earth; if chance the cavern’d. 
ground oe a 

Shrinking fubfide, and the thin furface yield, j 
Down finks at once the ponderous dome, ingulf’d, 
With all its towers. Subtle, delufive,man! — 
How various are thy wiles! , artful to kill 
Thy favage foes, 4 duit unthinking race! 
Fierce from his lair, fprings forth the {peckled pard, 
Thirfing for blood, and eager todeftroy; * 
The huntfman flies, but to hi : + 
Confides not : at convenient diftance fix’d, 
A polifh’d mirror {tops in full career 
The furious brute : he there his image views; 
Spots againt fpots with rage improving glow ; 
Another pard his briftly whifkers curls, 
Grins as he grins, fierce menacing, wide _ 
Diftends his opening paws; hime again ie 
Himfelf oppos’d, and with dread vengeance arm’d. 
The huntiman, now fecure, with fatal aim : 
Direéts the pointed pear, by which transfix’d 
He dies, and with him dies the rival fhade. 
‘Thus man innimerous engines forms, t’ affail 
The favage kind ; but moft the docile horfe, 
Swift mit confederate with man, annoys 
His brethren of the plains; without whofe.aid 
The hunter’s arts are vain, unfkill’d to wage 
With the more aétive hrutes an equal war, ; 
But borne by him, without the well-train’d pack, 
Man dares his foe, on wings of wind fecure. 

Him the ficree Arab mounts, and, with his 

troop 

OF bold fompcen tanges the deferts wiles s 
Where, b; magnet’s aid, the travel 4 
Steers tir antraaee courfe Bese land 
Is wreck’d, in the high-rolling waves of fand 
Immerft and loft. While thefe intrepid bands, 
Safe in their-horfes {peed, out-fly the ftorm {preys 
And fcouring round, make men and beafts their . 
The grifly boar is fingled froni his herd, : 
As large as that in Erimanthian woods,. 
A match for Hercules. Round him they fly 
In cirtles wide ; and each in pafling fends 
His feather’d death into his brawny fides. * 
But petilous th’ attempt. For if the fteed~ 
Haply too near approach ; or the loofe earth 
His footing fail, the watchful angry beaft 
Th’ advantage fpies; and at one fidelon, 
Rips up his groin. Wounded, he rearsaloft,- 
And, plunging from eee the rider hurls 
Precipitant ; then bleeding {purns the ground, 
And drags his reeking Geuheotet the plaih.” 
Mean while the furly. tgetitees trots along, 
But with unequal fpeed > for ftill they wound, 


Swift-wheeling in the fpatious ring. A wood ” 





* “A luftre to their 


BREE opine bac tcbeats, Soren 22S 
Es urd the crimfon torrents roll _ 
‘From many 4 font. bey itn at laft 
ing he in blood and foam expires. 

» Bex whi roves my devious mufe, intent 
On antique tales ? While yet the royal ftag 


Unfug ins. Tread with refpectful awe 
Wii glades; where Denham, tuneful 


Charm’d onee the liftening Dryads, with his fong 
Sublimely fweet...O! grant me, facred fhade, 
MI sbinifs what thy full fickle leaves 
morning fun, that gilds with trembling rays 
dfor's high towers, beholds the courtly train 
Toutlt for the chafe, nor views in all his courfe 
A feene fo-gay : heroic, noble youths, 
In arts.and arms renown’d, and lovely nymphs 
The faireft of this ifle, where beauty dwells 
Delighted, and deferts her Paphian grove 
For our more favour’d fhades : in proud parade 
Thefe thine magnificent, and prefs around 
‘The royal happy pair. Great in themf{elves, 
‘They fimile fuperior ; of external how 
i ile their inbred virtues give 
c and: grace their court 
With real fplendors, far above the pomp 
Of eaftern Engh in all their tinfel pride. 
Like troops of Amazons, the female band 
Prance round their cars, not in refulgent arms 
As thofe of old; unfkill’d to wield. the fword, 
Or bend the bow, thefe kill with furer aim. 
The royal offspring, faireft of the fair, 
J.cad on the fplendid train. Anna more bright 
‘Than fummer funs, or as the lightning keen, 
With irrefiftible effulgence arm’'d, 
Fires every heart. He muit be more than man, 
‘Who unconcern'd can bear the piercing ray. 
Amelia, milder than the blufhing dawn, 
With tweet engaging air, but equal power, 
I fubdues, and in foft chains 
Her willing captives leads. Mluftrious maids, 
Ever triumphant ! whofe victorious charms, 
Withoat the ueedlefs aid of high defcent, 
Had aw'd mankind, and taught the world’s great 
*  Jords 
‘To bow and fue for grace, But who is he 
Frefh asa rofe-bud newly ‘blown, and fair 
As opening lilies; on whom every eye 
‘With joy and admiration dwells? See, fee, 
He reitts his docile barb with manly grace. 
Is it Adonis for the chafe array’d? 
Or Britain’s fecond hope ? Hail, blooming ‘youth ! 


7 May all your virtues with your yearsimprove, 


Till in confummate worth, you thine the pride 
Of thefe our days, and to fucceeding time: 

_ Adright example. As his.guard of fhutes ~ 
On theogrear fultan wait, with eyes deject, 
And fix’d on earth, no voice, no found is heard 
Within the wide ferail, but ali ishufh’d, 
And awful filence reigns; thus ftand the pack 
Mute and unmov’d, and cowering #ow to earth, 
While pafs the glittering court, royal pair: 
So difeiplin’d thofe hounds, and fo-referv’d, ~ 
Whole honour’ ’tis:to glad the hearts of kings. 
But foon the winding horn, and hunt{man’s voice, 


pin @wasm © << 


Let loofe ‘the general chorus; ‘far 
Joy fpreads: sr ithe ga 
Unharbonr'd now the royal (tag | 
His wonted lair; he fhiakes his da 
And toffes high his beamy head; th df 
Beneath his antlers bends. - What doublir 
He tries! not-more the wily hare ; in 
Would ftill perfit, did not the ou 
With dreadful concert thunder in his 
The woods reply, the hunter’s 
Float through the glades, and the wide: 
How merrily they chant! their noitril: 
Iphale the grateful fteam~ Such is the 
And fuch th’ harmonious din, the foldier 
‘The battle kindling, and the ftateiman 
Forgets. his Wri gti each age, 
in the wild tranfport joins ; luxuriant j 
And pleafurg in excefs, {parkling exult 
On every brow, and revel unreftrain’ 
How happy art thou, many when tho 
Thyfelf! when all the pangs that 
In rapture and in {weet oblivion lol 
Yield a fhort interval and cafe from 
See the fwift courfer ftraihs, his th 
Securely beat the folid ground. . Who 
The dangerous pitfall fears, with tan 
High-overgrown ? or who the quivel 
Soft yielding to the ftep?. All now is 
Plain as the ftrand fea-lav’d, that & 
Beneath the rocky hore, Glades cro 
The foreft opens to our wondering - 
Such was the king’s command, Let 
Lay watte the world ; his the moft g 
To check their pride; and when the b 
OF war is huth’d (as erft victorious Ro 
T employ his ftation’d legions in. 
Of peace ;. to fmooth the rugged wil 
To drain the ftagnate fen, to raife. 
Depending road, and to ¢ gay the 
Of nature, with th’ embellithments of 
How melts my beating hearc! as I 


Each lovely nymph, our ifland’s boaft and pri ¢ 


Pufh on the generous fteed, that ftrokes al 
O’er rough, o'er fmooth, nor heeds the 
Nor faulters in th’ extended vale belo: 
Their garments loofely waving in the 
And all the fluth of beauty in thei 
While at their fides their penfive | 
Direét their dubious conrfe ; r d 
Solicitous, and now with love inflam’d. 
O! grant, indulgent Heaven, no rifing 
May darken with black wings this glori 
Should fome malignant power thus. damp 
Vain Were the gloomy cave, fach as 
Betray’d to lawlefs love the Tyrian 
For Britain's virtuous nymphs are chafke 
Spotlefs, unblam’d, with equal@ri 
ly the dun gloom, as in the blaze af ¢ 
Now the blown ftag, threugh wo 
roads, and ftreams 


He flies in vain, he flies not fr 
‘Vhough far he caft the ling: 
His haggar’d fancy ftill 


The fell deftroyer ; fill the 
a a 











ts his ears, and wounds his trembling heart. 
or fary-haunted wretch (his hands 
itlefs blood diftain’d) fill feems to hear 
g fhiricks : and the pale threatening ghoft 
as he moves, and as he flies, purfues 
ere his flot; up yon green hill he climbs, 
its brow a while, fadly looks back 
uers, covering all the plain; ~ 
with anguith, beats not long the fight, 
down the fteep, and fweats along the vale, 
<a ed with the herd, where once he 
reign’ 
monarch of the groves, whofe clafhing beam 
and whofe exalted power 
till rewarded with fuccefsful love. 
| herd have learn’d the ways of men,, 
fe they fly, or with rebellious aim 
af ao thence : needlefs their impious 
‘deed, 
huntfman knows him by a thoufand marks, 
‘and imboft; nor are his hounds deceiv'd ; 
diftinguith thefe, aud never leave 


once d i: grows 
their appetite to kill. 
with redoubled {peed 
the lawn ; ftill the tenacious crew 
p thé track, aloud demand their prey, 
bith many a league. If haply then 
efeap’d, and the gay courtly train 
nd aré caf, the huntiman’s clanging whip 
full their bold career; paflive they ftand, 
imov'd, an humble, an obfequious crowd, 
ftern Medufa gaz‘d to ftones, 
ral’s voice whole armies halt 
1 it, and check their thirft of blood, 
the King’s command, like hafty ftreams 
n up a while, they foam, and pour along 
ith freth recruited might. ‘The ftag, who hop'd 
§ foes were loft, now once more hears aftuni 
¢ dreadful din ; he thivers every limb, 
‘farts, he bounds ; cach buth prefents a foe. 
'd by the frefh relay, no paufe allew’d, 
As, and faint, he faulters in his pace, 
his weary limbs with pain, that fearce 
their load : he pants, he fobs ay pall’d ; 
ops down his heavy héad to earth, beneath 
cumbrous beams opprefs'd, But if perchance 
pring eye furprife him ; foon he rears 
his towerifig front, bounds o’er the lawn 
led vigour, to amufe 
ing forefter ; who inly fmiles 
weak fhifts and unavailing frauds. 
ight we watte their laft remains, 
forth a while, and as they blaze expire. 
n wood to wood redoubling thunders roll, 
bellow through the vales; the moving ftorm 
kens amain, afid loud triumphant fhouts, 
hd horns fhrill-warbling in each glade, prelude 
i 1 card g fate.’ And now in view 
hobbling gait, and high, exerts amaz’d 
left: to the laft dregs of life 
s fpirits fail, on every fide . 
befieg’d; not the leaft opening left 
‘ing hope, th’ unhappy’s lait referve. 
thall he turn? of whither fly? Defpair 
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Gives courage to the weal. 
He fears no more, but rufhes on 
And deals his deaths around ; come 
Thefe groveling lie, thofe’by his antlers gor’ 
Defile th’ enfanguin’d orring Ah! fee difvelsd 
He ftands at bay againft yon knotty trunk,” 
That covers well his rear, his front prefents: ~ 
An hoft of foes. O! thun, ye noble train,” 
The\rude encounter, and believe your lives * 
Your\country’s duc alone. As now aloof 

The wing around, he finds his foul uprais’d, 
To dare fome great exploit; he charges 

Upon the broken pack, that orf each fide 

Fly diverfe ; then as o’er the turf he irains, 
He vents the cooling ftream, and up the breeze 
Urges his coarfe with equal violence :* 

Then takes the foil, and plunges in the flood 
Precipitant; down the mid itream he wafts 
Along, till (like athip diftrefs’d, that runs 

Into fome winding creck) clof¢ to the verge 

Of a {mall ifland, for his wi feet 

Sure anchorage he finds, there fkulks immers’é, 
His nofe alone above the wave draws in 

The vital air; all elfe beneath the flood 
Conceal'd, and loft, deceives each prying eye 
Of man or brute. In vain the crowding pack 
Draw on the margin of the ftream, or cut’ 
The liquid wave with oary feet, that move’ 

In equal time. ‘The gliding waters leave 

No trace behind, and his contraéted pores 

But {paringly perfpire: the huntfman ftrains 


His labouring lengs, and ei his cheeks im vain : 


At length a blood-hound bold, ftudious to kill, 
And exquifite of fenfe, winds him from far; 
Headlong he leaps into the flood, his touth 
Loud opening fpends amain, and his wide throat 
Swells every note with joy; then fearlefs dives 


wounds 
‘Th’ unhappy brute, that flounders in the ftream, 
Sorely diftrefs'd, and (truggling ftrives to mount 
The fteepy hore. Haply once moré efcap’d, 
Again he flands at bay, amid the groves 
OI willows, bending low their downy heads, 
Outrageous tranfport fires the greedy pack ; 
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“ 


jBeneath the wave, hangs on his haunch, and 


Thefe fwim the deep, and thofe crawl up with 


pain 
The flippery jbank, while others on firm land 
Engage ; the'ftag repels each bold affault, 


Maintains his poft, and wounds for wounds returms: 


As when fome wily corfair boards a fhip » 
Full-freighted, or from Afric’s golden coatts, 

Or India’s wealthy ftrand, his bloody crew 
Upon her deck hesflings; thefe in the de: 

Drop hort, and fwim to reach her fteepy 

And clinging climb aloft; while thofe on board 
Urge on the work of fate; the mafter bold, 
Prefs'd to his laft retreat, bravely refolves 

To fink his wealth beneath the whelming wave, 
His wealth, his foes, nor unreveng’d to die. 

So fares it the ftag : fo he refolves 

To, lunge at ofice into the flood below, 
Himfelf, his foes, in one deep gulf immers'd. 
Ere yet he executes this dire intent, 

In wild diforder once more views the light; 


~ 
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of the 


THE CHASB.. 


run trickling down his hairy cheeks; 
, nor weeps in yain. The king beholds 
i tched plight, and tendernefs innate 
art wees it foul. goat His eh temas 
, the. difappeinted, hungry pack, 
aes and grumbling quit their prey. 
fat prince! from thee what may thy fubjecs 


Ee of woe he groans diftrefs’d, 
He 


hope; 
So kind, Ab beneficent to brutes? 
O mercy, heavenly born ! fweet attribute ! 
Thou great, thou beft prerogative of power! 
Juitir “may guard the throne, but, join’d with 


thee, 
On of adamant it ftands fecure, 
And braves the — ny aoe foon as shy Giles 
Gild the rough », the foaming waves fubfide 
And ail the noify tumult finks in peace. : 


s BOOK IV. 
te x ‘THE ARGUMENT. 
neceffity of deftroying fome beafts, and pre- 
ferving for the ufe of man. Of breeding 
ef hounds; the feafon, for this bufinefs. The 
choice of the dog, of great moment. Of the 
Jitter of whelps. Of the number to be reared. 
Of fetting them out to their feveral walks. Care 
to be taken to prevent their hunting too foon, 
Of entering the whelps. Of breaking them 
from running at fheep. Of the difeafes of 
hounds. Of their age. Of madnefs ; two forts 
of it deferibed, the dumb and outrageous mad- 
nefs: its dreadful effects. Burning of the 
wound recommended as preventing all ill con- 
fequences. Bip ipioliimns Deinnie-te be fepa- 
rated, and tr The vanity of trufting to 
Sitak “ee pry chee phen y 
¢ biting of a n> Upon 
man, defcribed. Defcription of the otter hunt- 
ing. The conclufion, 


‘Waarr’er of earth is form’d, to earth returns 
Diffolv'd : the various objects we behold, 
Plants, animals, this whole material mafs, 

Are ever changing, ever new. The foul 

Of manalone, that particle divine, > 
Efcapes the wreck of worlds, when all things fail. 
pot ggeat the diftance "twixt the beatts that 


peri 

nd God’s bright image, man’s immortal race. 
‘The brute creation are his property, 
Subfervient to his will, and for hii. made. 
As hurtful thefe he kills, as ufeful thofe 
Preferves ; their fole and arbitrary king. 
Should he not kill, as erft the Samian fage 
‘Taught unadvis’d, and Indian brachmans now 
As vainly preach ; the teeming ravenous brutes 
Might fill the feanty fpace of this terrene, 
Incumbering all the globe : fhould not his care 
Improve his growing ftock, their kinds might fail, 
Man might once more on roots and acorns feed, 


And through the defertsrange, shivering, forlexp, 
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Quite deftitute of every folace dear, 
And every fmiling gaiety of life. 

The prudent huntiman therefore 
With annual large recruits, bis broken 
And propagate their kind. As from 
Frefh fcions ftill {pring forth and daily 
New blooming honours'to the parent 
Far hall his pack be fam’d, far fought his b 
Acd princes at their tables feaft thofe hounds 
His band prefents, an acceptable boon, _ 

Ere yet the fun through the bright Rai 
His fteepy courfe, or mother earth unbound 
Her frozen bofom to the weftern gale; _ 
When feather’d troops, their focial lea 

folv’d, : 
Seles their mates, and on the leaflefs elm, 
The noify rook builds high her wicker nef 
Mark well the wanton females of 
‘That cur] their taper tails, and fri 
Their pyebald mates enamour’d; their 
Flath fires impure ; nor reft, nor food : 
Goaded by furious love. In 
@onfine them now, left bloody civil wars 
Annoy the peaceful ftate. If left at large, 
The growling rivals in dread battle join. _ 
And rude encounter ; on Scamander’ 8 
Heroes of old with far lefsfury fought, 
For the bright Spartan dame, their vz 
Mongige and torn thy favourite hou 
Stretch’d on the ground; thy kennel 
A field of blood : like pode 
In civil broils confus'd, while 
Her bloody fcourge aloft, fierce parties rag 
Staining their impious hands in mutual death 
And ftill the beft belov’d, and braveft fall 
Such are the dire effects of lawlefs love. _ 

Huntfman ! thefe ills by timely prudent: 
Prevent: for every longing dame telec& 
Some happy paramour; to him alone 
In leagues connubial join. Confider 
His lineage; what his fathers did of old, 
Chiefs of the pack, and firft to climb the rock 
Or plunge into the deep, or tread the brake 
With thorn tharp-pointed, plath’d, and bri 

woven. ° 
Obferve with care his fhape, fort, colour, fiz 
Nor will fagacious huntimen lefs regard 
His inward habits: the vain babbler fhun, 
Ever loquacious, ever in the wrong. — 
His foolith offspring fhall offend thy ears 
With falfe alarms, and loud impertinence. 
Nor lefs the fhifting cur avoid, that breaks 
Illufive from the pack; to the next hedge 
Devious he ftrays, there every mufe he tries¢ 
If haply then he crofs the fteaming fcent, 
Away he flies vain-glorious ; and exults = 
As of the pack fuy , anid in his fj : - 
Aud firength unrrraba. Lo! caft Eek nd 
His vex’d affociates pant, and labouring ftrain 


‘To climb the iceepafcent. Soon as reach 
Th’ infulting boafter, his falfe pected doe 3 
Behind he lags, doom’d to the fatal noofe,. 
His mafter’s hate, and feorn of all the field. 
What can from fuch be hop’d, but a bafe 
Of coward cuss, a frantic, 
Gg iy, 


bei 


a 
ood . 


race? 












































appears, ) His horn’d osetia, amaz'd, 
on’s brink; | Shall‘drag him trembling o° o Rage es 
"aid, Exped thy hopes Then, with his load fatigu’d, thall tx 
‘eréwn'd ; thort pangs produce to light | Ard with his curl'd bard front niceiakepe 
fmoking litter, rawlings efs, blind, ‘The panting wretch ; till, breathlefs and a 
de; they feck the pouting teat Stretch’d on the turf he lie. “Then {pare 
ams. “Soon ag thé tender dam'| ‘The twining whip, but ply his bleeding # 
"a them with het tongue, with pleafure | Lath after lath, and*with thy threatening v 
Harfh echoing from the hills, inculcate lovd 
f their renown'd progenitors, His vile offence. Sooner thall oe 
G ‘of triumphs yet to come. All thefe Efeap’d the hawk’s tharp talons, in mid gir, ~ 
v but tothe mercilefs flood Affail their dangerous foe, than he once more. 
® the ‘dwindling refufe, ‘riot o’erload Difturb the peaceful flocks. “In tender * 
u ‘mother.’ If thy heart relent, ‘Thus youth is train’d; as curious artite bend 
i todeftroy, a-nurfe provide, The taper pliant twig, or potters | form 
-parént give the care Their foft and duétile clay'to various shapes. 
fAuous brood ; the’ll cherith kind Nor is't-enongh to breed ; but to preferve, 
offépring ; pleas'd thou fhalt behold Maft be the huntfman’s care. » The ftaunch old 


nefsy and. hofpitable love. hounds, 
plic*tiow and playful they defert Guides of thy. ‘pack, though but in number fers. 
‘cell,and on the verdant turf Are yet of great account; fhall oft untie _ 
és improv'd, purfue the mimic chafe, ‘The Gordian knot, when reafon at a ftand 
i unto the’ choiceft friends Puzzling i is loft, and all thy art is vain. 


ze? the ruflic dames O’er clogging fallows, o’er'dry plafter’d roads, 
ee kennel wait, and in their Japs O’er floated meads, o’er plains with flocks diftain’d 
thy growing hopes, with many a kifs Rank-fcenting, thefe muft lead the dubious way. -~ 
sand dignity their little charge As party-chiefs in fenates who prefide, =) 
‘fome aon ae ‘refounding name With pleaded reafon and with 
But cautious here obferve Conduct the faring susie fo thefe 
thelr ‘youthful ardour, nor permit Dire& the pack, who with joint cry’ approve, , 
he ese younker, immature, And loudly boaft difcoveries not their own, 
gto range the woods, or haune the brakes Unrumber'd accidents, and various ills, 
re d g Conies Iport ; his nerves uniirung, | Attend thy pack, hang hovering o'er their heads, ° 
hunequal,, ‘the laborious chafe And point the way that leads to death’s dark cave. 
mall fine is th, and his rath forward youth | Short is their fpan; few at’the date arrive 
ontract fuch vicious habits, as thy care Of ancient Argus in old Homer’s fong’ 
correction never fhall reclaim, So highly honour'd : kind, fagacious brute! 
hen to full ftrength arriv’d, mature and bold, | Not ev’n Minerva’s wifdom could conceal 
N ag them to ‘the field ; not all at once, Thy much-lov’d matter from thy nicer fenfe. 
y cooler pradence thall direct, Dying his lord he own'd, view'd him all o’er 
, and form them by degrees With eager eycs, then clos'd: thofe eyes,’ pie 
- 


‘ Tiger ‘difcipline, With thefe confort pleas’d, * 
r faunch and iteady fages of thy pack, Of leffer ills the mufe declines to fing, ~ 
experience vers'd in‘all the wiles, Nor ftoops fo low ; of thefe each groom can tell 
fubtle doublings of the various chafe, The proper remedy. “But O! what care, 
lafy- the leffonefthe youthful train, What prudence, can preyent madnefs, the Se ehht 
hen iniingt prompts, and when example guides. | Of maladies? ‘Terrific peft! that blafts ” 
¢ too forward younkerat the head = * ‘The huntfman'’s hopes, and defolation fpreads — ~ 
fs boldly om in-wanton fportive mood, ‘Through all th’ unpeopled kennel unreftrain’d, 
ect bisthafte, and Jet him feel abiath'd More fata) than th’ cnvenom’d viper’s bite; ~ 
‘he ruling whip: But if-he floop behind Or that Apulian fpider’s poifonous fling, 
wary modett guile, to his own nole Heal’d by the pleafing antidote of founds. 
nfiding furey give him full {cope to work When Sirius reigns, and the {un’s parchitfg”* 
winding ‘way, and'with thy voice applaud beams 


ience, and his care’; foon fhalt thou view 


Bake the dry gaping furface, vifit thou 
pupil leader of his trihe; 


Each ev'n and morn, with quick obfervant eye, © 
“And all the-littening pack attend his call. Thy panting pack. If, in dark fullen mood, 
- Oft- lead. them forth where wanton lambkins | The glouting hound relufe his wonted meal, 
4 play; ‘ Retiring to fome clofe, ob{cure retreat, 
atitig dams with jealous eyes obferve Gloomy, difconfolate : with {peed remove 
Pheir tenderscare. If at the crowding flock: The poor infectious wretch, and in ftrong chains 
bay imptuous, or withveager hatte Bind him fufpected. ° Thus that dire difeafe.» ~ 
ae ‘fcatter’d o’er the verdant plain; « Which art can’t cure, wife caution may prevent. 


. 


befoulfact attach’d, tothe ftrong ram 


But, this neglected, foon expect a change, -* 
the rafh offender. Sec! at firft 


A difmal change, confufion, frenzy, dgath. 4 
| 


THE CHASE. 


} Or in fome dark recefs the fenfelefs brute 
Sits fadly pining : deep melancholy, ; 
‘And black defpair, upon his clouded brow 

Hing lowering ; from his half-opening jaws 
"The clbmmy venom, and infectious froth, 
Dittilling fall; and from his lungs inflam’d, 
Malignant vapours taint the ambient air, 
Breathing perdition - his dim eyes are giaz’d, 
He droops his penfive head, his trembling limbs 
No more {apport his weight ; abject he lies, 
Dumb, fpititlefs, benamb’d ; till deagh at lak 
Gracious attends, and kindly brings relief. 

Or, if odtrageous grown, behold, alas! 

\A yet more dreadful fcene; his glaring eyes 
Redden with fury, like fume angry boar 
Churning he foams; and on his back ere& 

Flis pointed briftles rife; his tail incurv’d 

He drops, and with harfh broken howlings rends 
The poifon-tainted air, with rough hoarfe voice 
Inceflant bays; and fnuffs th’ infedtious breeze ; 
This way and that he flares aghaft, and ftarte 

At his own fhade : jealous, as if he deem’d 

The world his foes. If haply towards the ftream 

He caft his roving eye, cold horror chills : 
His foul; averfe he flies, trembling, apyall’d. 
Now frantic to the kennel’s utmoft verge 
Raving he runs, and deals deftrudtion round, 
The pack fly diverfe; for whate’er he meets 
Vengeful he bites, aad every bite is death. 

If now perchance through the weak fence e- 
s bapa, 


Far up the wind he roves, with open mouth 
Inhales the cuoling breeze ; nor man, nor beaft, 
He {pares implacable, The hunter-horfe, 

Qnce kind affociate of his fylvan toils, 

(Who haply now without the kesnet’s mound 
Crops the rank mead,and liftening hears with joy 
"The cheering cry, that morn and eve falutes 

His raptur'’d fenfe) a wretched victim falls. 
Unhaypy quadruped! no more, alas! a 
Shall thy fond mafter with his voice applaud 
"Thy gentlenefs, thy fpeed ; or with his hand 
Stroke thy foft dappled fides, as he each day 
“Vifics thy ftall, well pleas’d; no more fhalt thou, 
With fprightly neighings, to the winding horn, 
And the loud openirig pack in concert join’d, 
Glad his proud heart. For oh! the fecret wound 
: Raikding inflames, he bites the ground, and dies! 
Henee to the village with pernicious hafte 
Baleful he bends his courfe: the village flies 
Alarny’d; the tender mother in her arms 

Hugs clofe the trembling babe; the doors are 
. barr'd, . r 

And flying curs by native inflin@ taught 

Shun the contagious bane; the ruftic bands 
Hurry to arms, the rude militia teize 

‘Whate’er at hand they find; clubs, forks, or guns, 
From every quarter charge the furious foe, 

To. wild diforder, and uncouth atray ¢ [gor’d, 
Till, now with wounds on wounds opprefs’d and 
_Atone fhort poifoaeus gafp he breaths his laft. 

Hence to the kennel, mufe, return, and view 

‘With heavy heart that hofpital of woe,; 

Where horror ftalks at large! infatiate death 


iss grewling o'er his prey: each hour prefents * i 


q 


i 
-_ 
oa, 


‘A different fcene of ruin and diffrefs. 

How bufy-art thou, fate! and how fevere - 

Thy pointed wrath ! the dying and the dead 

Promifcuous lic; o’er thefe the living fight 

In one eternal broil; not confcious why, 

Nor yet with whom. Se drunkards. in their cups, 

Spare not their friends, while fenfelefa fquabble 
reigns. A 

Huntfman ! it much behoves thee to avoid 
‘The perilous debate! Ah! roufe up all 
Thy vigilance, and tread the treacherous grotnd 
With careful ftep. Thy fires unquench’d preferve, 
As er(t the veftal flames; the pointed feel 
In the hot embers hide; and if furpris'd 
Thou feel’ft the deadly bite, quick urge. it home 
Into the recent fore, and cauterize » [vent: 
The wound; fpare not thy flefh, nor dread th’.e- 
Vulcan thafl fave when JEfeulapius fails. 

Here fhouldthe knowing mufe recount the means 
To ftop this growing plague. And here, alas! 
Each hand prefents a fovereign cure, and boatts 
Infallibility, bat boatts in vain, 
On this depend, each to his feparate feat 
Confine, in fetters bound; give each his mefs 
Apart, his range in open air; and.then 
If deadly fymptoms to thy grief appear, = 
Devote the wretch, and let him greatly fall, 
A generous victim for the public weal. ° 

Sing, philofophic ninfe, the dire effects, 
Of this contagious bite on haplefs man. 
The ruftic fwains, by long tradition taught 
Of leaches old, as foon as they perceive 
The bite imprefe'd, to the fea-coafts repair. 
Piung’d in the briny flood, th’ unhappy youth 
Now journeys home fecure ; but foon fhall with 
The feas as yet had cover’d him beneath 
The foaming furge, full many @ fathom a deep. 
A fate more difmal, and fuperior ills 
Hang o'er his head devoted, When the moon, 
Clofing her monthly round, returns again 
To glad the night; or when full-orb’d the fhines 
High in the vault of heaven; the lorking pelt 
Begins the dire affault. “The poifonous foam 
‘Phrongh the deep wound inftill'd with hoftile rage, 
And all its fiery particles faline, t 
Invades th’ arterial fluid: whofe red waves 
Tempefiuous heave, and, their cohefion broke, 
Fermenting boil; inteftine war enfues, 
And order to confufion turns embroil’d. 
Now the diftended veffels fcarce contain 
The wild uproar, but prefs each weaker part, 7 
Unable to refift : the tender brain 
And ftomach fuffer moft; convulfions fhake 
His trembling nerves, and wandering pungent 

pains 
Pinch fore the fleeplefe wretch his fluttering pulle 
Oft intermits; perfive, and fad, he mourns * 
His cruel fate, and to his weeping friends 
Lamcnts in vain; to hafty anger prone, 
Refents each flight offetice, walks with quick fep, 
And wildly fares; at iaft with boundlefs {way 
The tyrant frenzy reigns: for as the dog 
(Whole fatal bite convey'd th’ infedtious bane) 
Raving he foams, and howls, and barks, and bites, 
Like agitations in his boiliag blood 4 
Gg hj 





ays 


Prefent Vike fpecies to his troubled mind; 
His nature and his actions al} canine. 
So (as old Homer fung) th’ affociates wild 
Of wandering Ithacus, by Circe’s charms 
To fwine transform'd, ran gruntling through the 
groves, 

Dreadful example to a wicked world ! 
See there diftrefe'd he lies, parch'd up with thirft, 
But dares not drink. Till now at tatt his foul 
‘Trembling efcapes, her noifome dungeon leaves, 
And to fome purer region wings away. 

One labour yet remains, celeftial maid ! 
Another element.demands thy fung. 
No.more o’er craggy fteep, through coyerts thick 
‘With pointed thorn, and briers intricate, 
Urge on with horn and voice the painful pack : 
But ficim with wanton wing th’ irriguous vale, - 
‘Where winding ftreams amid the fowery meads 
Perpetual glide along; ‘and undermine ‘ 
‘The cavern’d banks, by the tenacious roots 
Of hoary willows arch’ds gloomy retreat 
Of the bright fcaly kind; where they at will 
On the green watery reed their pafture graze, 
Suck the moift foil, or lumber at their cafe, 
Rock’d by the reftlefs brook, that draws aflope 
Uts humid traiffy and laves their dark abodes,” 
‘Where rages not oppreffion? Where, alas! 
Is innocence fecure? Rapine and fpoil 
Haunt ev'n the loweft deeps; feas have their fharks, 
Rivers and ponds enclofe the ravenous pike 5 
He in bis turn’ becomes a prey; on him 
‘Th’ amphibious otter feafts. Juft is his fate 
Deferv’d : but tyrants know no bounds ; nor fpears, 
‘That briftle on his back, defend the perch 
From bis wide greedy jaws; nor burnith'd mail 
‘The yellow carp, nor all his arts can fave 
‘Th’ infinuating ecl, that hides his head" 
Beneath the flimy mud; nor yet efcapes 
‘The crimfon-fpotted trout, the river’s pride, 
And beauty of the ftream. Without remorfe, 
This midnight pillager, ranging around, * * 
Tofatiate fwallows ali. The owner mourns 
‘Th’ unpeopled rivulet, and gladly hears 
‘The huntfman’s early call, and fees with joy 
‘The jovial crew, that march upon.its banks 
In gay parade, with bearded lances arm’d.’ 
" ‘The fubtle fpoiler of the beaver kind, 
Far off perhaps, where ancient alders fhade 
‘The deep ftill pool; within fome hollow trunk 
Contrives his wicker couch: whence he furveys 
His long purlicu, lord of the ftream, and ali 
‘The finny fhoals his own, But you, brave youths, 
Difpute the felon’s claim; try every root, — 
And every reedy bank; encourage all 
‘The bufy-fpreading pack, that fearlefs plunge 
Into the flood, and crofs the rapid ftream. 
Bid rocks-and caves, and each refounding thore, 
Proclaim your bold defiance; loudly raife  ** 
Each cheering voice, till diftant hills repeat 
‘The triumphs of the vale. On the foft fand 
See there his feal imprefe'd! and on that bavk 
Behold the glittering fpoils, half-eaten fith, 
Scalcs, fins, and bones, the leavings of his feaft, 
Ah! on that yielding fag-bed, fee once more 
Fis feal l view. O’er yon dank rusby marfh 
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The fly goofe-footed prowler bends his epurfe, 3 
And feeks the diftant fhallows, Huntfman, bring 
Thy gager pack; and trail him te his couch, 
Hark! the loud peal begins, the clamurous joy, 
The gallant chiding, loads the trembling air. *. 
Ye Naiads fair, who o'er thefe floods p/efide, - 
Baife up your dripping heads above the wave, 
And hear our melody, Th’ harmonious notes. 
Float with the ftream; and evéry winding creck 
And hollow rock, that o’er the dimpling flood ~ 
Nods pendant; ftill improye from fhore to thore 
Our fweet reiterated joys. What shouts! : 
What clamour loud! What .gay heaytecheering 
founds : 
Urge through the breathing brafs their mazy way! 
Nor quires of Tritons glad with fprightlier ftraing 
he dancing billows! when proud Neptune, rides 
In triamph o’er the deep. How greedily 
They {nuff the fithy fteam, that to each blade 
Rank-fcenting clings! See! how the morning de 
They fweep, that from their feet befprinkling drug 
Difpers’d, and leave a track oblique behind. =. 
Now on firm land they range; then in the food 
They plunge tumultuous; or through reedy pool: 
Ruftling they work their way: no hole efcapes * 
Their curious fearch. With quick {enfation now 
The fuming vapour ftings; flutter their heart... 
And joy redoubled burfts from every mouth 
In louder fymphonies. Yon hollow trunk, 
That with its hoary head incurv’d falutes. 
‘The pafling wave, mutt be the tyrant's fort, 
And dread abode. How thefe impatient climb, , - 
While others at the root inceffant Ley: y 
They put him down, See, there he dives along ! 
Th’ afcending bubbles mark his gloomy way. 
Quick fix the nets, and cut off his retreat 
Into the theltering deeps. Ah! there he vents! 
The pack plunge headlong, and protended {pears 
Menace deftruction ; while the troubled furge 
Indignant foams, and alll the fcaly kind, 
Affrighted, hide their heads, Wild tumult reigns, 
And loud uproar. Ah, there once more he venta} 
See, that bold hound has fciz’d him ; down they: - 
‘ fi. % 
Together loft: but foon thall he repent 
His rath affault, See there efcap’d, he flies . , 
Half-drown’d, and clambers up the flippery bank 
With ouze and blood diftain'd. Of ail the brute: 
Whether by nature form’d, or by long ufe, 
This artful diver beft can bear the want 
Of vital'air. Unequal is the fight, 
Beneath the whelming element. Yet there 
He lives not long; but refpiration needs 
At proper intervals, Again he vents; 
Again the crowd attack. That ‘peat hag piere’d 
His neck; the crimfon waves confefs the wound, 
Fix’d is the bearded lance, unwelcome gueft, 
Where’er he flies; with him it finks beneath, 
‘With him it mounts; fure guide to every fac, 
Inly he groans; ‘nor can his tender wound 
Bear the cold ftream, Lo! to yon fedgy bank 
He creeps difconfolate his numerous foes 
Serreund him, houndsand men, Pierc’d through 
“and through, 4 
On pointed fpears they lit him high in air. 
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¥ riggling he hangs, and grins, and bites in vam = 
«did the loud horns, in gayly-warbling ftrains, 
gfoclaim the felon’s fate ; he dies, he dies. - 
1 Rejoice, ye fraly tribes, and leaping dance 
Above the wave, in fign of liberty 

Reftor'd ; she cruel tyrant is no more. , 
Rejoice fecure and blefs’d; did not as yet 
Remain, fome of your own rapacioys kind; 
And man, fierce man, with all his various wiles. 

O happy! if ye knew your happy ftate, 

Ye rangers of the fields; whom Nature boon 
Cheers with her fmiles, and every clement 
Confpires co blefs. What, if no heroes frown 
From marble pedeftals; nor Raphael's works, 
Nor Titian’s lively tints, adorn our walls? 

Yet thefe the meaneft of us may behold; 

And at another's coft may feaft at will 

Our wondering eyes; what can the owner mote? 
But vain, alas! is wealth, not grac'd with power. 
‘Lhe flowery landfkip, and the gilded dome, 

And viftas opening to the wearied eye, 

Through all his wide domain ; the planted grove, 
The fhrabby wildernefs, with its gay choir 

Of warbling birds, can’t lull to foft repofe 

‘Th’ ambitious wretch, whofe difcontented foul 

Js harrow'd day and night; he mourns, he pjnes, 
Until his prince's favour makes him great. 

Sce there he comes, th’ exalted idol comes! 

The circle’s form'd, and all his fawning Nlaves 
Devoutly bow to earth ; from every mouth 

The navfeous flattery flows, which he returns 
With promifes that die as foon as born. 

Vile ineercourfe! where virtue has no place, 
Frown but the monarch ; all his glories fade; 

He mingles with the throng, outcaft, undone, 
‘The pageant of a day; without one friend 
“To fdothe his tortur’d mind; all, all are fled, 

For, though they bafk’d in his meridian ray, 

‘The infects vanith, as his beams decline, 
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Not fuch our friends; for here no dark 
No wicked iatereft, bribes thé venal hears ; 
But inclination to our bofom leads, 
And weds them there for life; our fecial e 
Smile, as we {mile; open, and unreferv'd, 
We fpeak our inmoft fouls; good-hamour, mirth, 
Soft complaifance, and wit from malice free, 
Smooth every brow, and glow on every cheek. 
© happinels fincere ! what wretch would groam 
“Beneath the galling load of power, or walk 
Upon the flippery pavements of the great, 
Who thus could reign, unenvy'd and fecure? 
¥e guardian powers who make mankind your 
care, 
Give me to know wife Nature’s hidden deptha, 
Trace each myfterious caufe, with judgment reall 
Th’*expanded volume, and fubmifs adore 
That great creative will, who at a word 
Spoke forth the Wondrous fcene. But if my foul 
To this grofs clay confin'’d flutters on earth ~ 
With lefs ambitious wing; unfkill’d to range 
From orb to orb, where Newton leads the way 
And view with piercing eyes the grand machiatg 
Worlds above worlds; fubfervient to his VOICE 
Who, veil’d in clouded majefty, alone- 
Gives light to all; bids the great fyitem mown, 
And changefu! {eafons in their turns advance, 
Unmov’d, unchang'd, himfcif: yet this at lea 
Grant me propitious, an inglorious life, 
Calm and ferene, nor loft in faife purfuits 
Of weajth or honours; but enough to raife 
My drooping friends, preventing modeft want 
‘That dares not alk. Aad if, tocqrown MY joy 
Ye grant me health, that, ruddy in my cheeks, 
Blooms in my life's decling; fields, woods, anil 


, 


ftreams, 
Each towering hill, each humble wale below, 
Shall hear my cheering voice,my hounds fha wake 
‘The lazy morn, and glad th’ horizon round, 











HOBBINOL; OR, THE RURAL GAMES, 
A BURLESQUE POEM, 


IN BLANK VERSE, 


Nee fam animi dubius, verbis ea viacere magnum 
* Quam fit, et anguttis hunc addere rebus honorem. 
“ Sed me Parnafli deferta per ardua dulcis 

“ Raptat Amor. Juvat ire jugis, qua nulla priorum 


* Caftaliam molli divertitur orbita clivo,” 


Vina. Georg. fib. @i. 


SSS eee 


TO MR. HOGARTH, 


Pramrr me, Sir, to make choice of you for my 
patron, being the greateft mafter in the burlefque 
way, in this indged you have fome advantage of 


your poetical brethren, that you paint to the eyes. 
yet remember, Sir, that we give {peech and mo- 
tion, and a greater variety to our figures. Your 
province isthe town; leave me a fmail outride in 
the country, and I fhail be content. In this, az 
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lead, let'ws both agree, to make vice and folly the | # of two kinds. ‘The firft reprefents mean per’ 


object of our ridicule ; and we cannot fail to be of 
fome fervice to manking. Iam, : . 
SIR, : : 
Your admirer, and ~ 
Your moft humble fervant, 


Wes. 
oo 
PREFACE, © 


NorsinG is more common than for us poor bards, 
when we have acquired alittle reputation, to prine 
wurlelves into dilgrace. “We climb the Aonian 
nwxint with difficulty and toil; we receive the bays 
for which we languihhed; till, grafping ftill at 
more, we lofe our hold, and fall at once to the 
botom, 

The authior ‘of this piece would not thus be flo 
de fe, not would he be murdered by perfons un- 
known. ' But as he is fatisfied, that there are ma- 
ny imperfect copies of this trifle difperfed abroad, 
and as he ie credibly informed, that he fhall foon 
be expofed to view in fuch an attitude, as he would 
not care to appear in; he thinks it moft prudence, 


in this defperate cafe, to throw himfelf un the mer- |- 


cy of the public; and offer this whimfical work a 
voluntary facrifice, in hope that he ftands a better 
chance for their indulgence, now it has received 
his laft hand, than whea curtailed and mangled by 
others, : 

- | The poets of almoft all nations have celebrated 
the games of their feveral countries, Homer be- 
an, and ail the mimic tribe followed the example 
of that great father of poetry, Even our own 
Milton, whe laid his {cere beyond the liniits of 
this fablunary world, has found rcom for defcrip- 
tions of this fort, and has performed it in. a more 
fublime manner than any who went before him. 
His, indeed, are fports; but they are the {ports of 
angels, This gentleman has endeavoured to do 
juftice to his countrymen, the Britith freeholders, 

* who, when dreffed in their holiday clothes, are by 
no means perfone of a defpicable figure ; but eat 
and drink as plentifully, and fight as heartily, as 
the greateft hero in the Iliad. There is allo fume 
ufe in defcriptions of this nature, fince nothing 
gives us a clearer idea of the genius of a nation, 
than their fports and diverfions. If we fee people 
dancing, even in wooden fhoes, and a fiddle al- 
aways at their heels, we are foon convinced of the 
levity and volatile fpirit of thofe merry flaves. The 
famous bull-feails are an evident token of the Quix- 
otifin and romantic tafte of the Spaniards. And 
a country-wake ia, too fad an image of the infir- 
mities of our own people: we fce nothing but 
-broken heads, bottles fying about, tables overturn- 
ed, outrageous drunkeunels, and eternal fquabble. 

Thus much of the fubje@; it may not be im- 
‘proper to touch a fittle upon the ftyle. One of 
the greateft poets and moft candid critics of this 
age has informed us that there are two forts of 
burlefque. Be pleafed to take it in his own words, 


Spestacor, Numb. 242. Burleique- (fays -he).is 


© fons in the accoutrements of heroes; the othe 
“ great perfons ating and {peaking like the bafet¥ 
“ among the people. Don Quixote is an inftance , 
* of the firft, and Lucian’s gods of the S<cond. It 
“ isa difpute among the critics, whetlier burlefque 
* runs beft in heroic, like the Difpenfary ; or in 
droggel, like that of Hudibras. 1 think, where 
the low character is to be raifed, the heroic is 
the moft proper meafure; but when an hero is 
to be pulled down and degraded, is is befl done 
* in doggrel.” ‘Thus far Mr. Addifon. If there- 
fore the heroic is the proper meafure where the 
low charaéter is to be raitcd, Milton's ftyle muft 
be very proper in the fubject here treated of ; be- 
caufe it raifes the low character more than is pof- 
fible to be done under the reftraint of rhyme; and 
the ridicule chiefly confifts in raifing that low cha~ 
ra@er. I beg leave to refer to the authority of 
Mr. Smith, in his poem upon the death of Mr, 
Jehan Philips. The whole paffage is fo very 
fine, and gives fo clear an idea of his manner of 
writing, that the reader will not think his labour 
loft in running it over. a 
But here it may be objed&téd, that this manner 
of writing contradicts the rule in Horace? © * 
“ Verfibus exponi tragicis res comica non vult.”* 
Monficur Boileau, in his differtation upon the 
Joconde of de la Fontaine, quotes this paflage in 
Horace, and obferves, “ Que comme il n’y a rien 
« de plus froid, que de conter une chofe grande en 
“ ftile bas, aufli n'y a-t-il de plus ridicule, que de 
“ yaconter une hiftoire comique et abfurde en 
“ termes graves et ferieux.” But then he jufly 
adds this exception to the general rule in Horace; 
“ 4 moins que ce ferieux-ne foit affecté tout ex- 
* prés pour rendre Ja chofe encore plus burlefque.” 
If the obfervation of that celebrated critic, Mon- 
fieur Dacier, is true, Horace himfelf, in the fame 
epiftle to the Pifo’s, and not far diftant from the 
tule here mentioned, has aimed to improve the 
burlefque: by the help of the fublime, in his note 
upon this verfe: ka 
“ Debemur morti nos noftraque +. five receptus 
“ Terra Neptunus”. 
And upon the five following verfes has this gene~ 
ral remark: “ Toutes ces expreflions nobles qu’ 
“ Horace entaffe dans ces fix vers fervent a rendre 
§ plus plaifante cette chute : : 
“ Ne dum verborum ftet honos.”. 
® Car rien ne contribue tant av ridicule quelegrand. ° 
He indeed would be fevere upon himfelf along, 
who fhould cenfure this way of writing, when he: 
muft plainly fee, that it is affected on purpole, only : 
to raifé the ridicule, and give the reader a more ° 
agreeable entertainment, “Nothing can improve 
a merry tale fo much, as its being delivered with 
a grave and ferious air, Our imaginations are 


Bare 








‘agreeably furprifed, and fond of a pleafure fo little 


expected. Whereas he, who would befpeak our 


‘laughter by an affeéted grimace and ridiculous 


geltures, muft play his part very weil indeed, ay 
he will fall fhort of the idea he bas raifed. Jt iq 


_true, Virgil was very fenfible that it was difficug: 


thus to elevate glow and mean fubjegs 


HOBBENOL. 
xf Nee fam anjmi dubine, verbis ea vipeere mag- |. 
Ae 


* num : [rem.” 
wam fit, et anguilis hunc addere rebus hono- 
put,tells us for our encouragement in another place, 
} “ In tenui labor, at tenuis non gloria, fi quem 
* Numi s)va finunt,auditque vocatus Apollo.” 
Mr. Addifon is of the fame opinion, and adda, that 
the difficulty is very much increafed by writing in 
blank verfe, “ The Englith and French (fays he) 
“* who always ufe the fame words in verfe as_in 
ordinary converfation, are forced to raife their 
language With metaphors and figures, or by the 
pompoufnefs of the whole phrafe to wear off 
any littienefs, that appears in the particular 
parts that compofe it. This makes our blank 
verfe, where there is no rhyme. to fapport the 
expreffion, extremely difficult to fuch as are not 
maflers of the tougue; efpecially when they 
write upon fovw fubjedis.”” Remarks upoy Italy, 
99- But there is even yet a greater difficulty 
behind + the writer in this kind of burlefque mutt 
not only keep up the pomp and dignity of the 
flyle but an artful fneer fhould appear through 
the whole work ; and every man will judge, that 
it is no eafy matter to blend together the heroand 
the harlequin. ; ‘ 
- Hfany perfon fhould want‘a key to this poem, 
his curioficy thall be gratified: I frall, in plaid 
words, tell him, “ It is a fatire againft the luxury, 
* the pride, the wantennefs, and quarrelfome tem. 


ae 
‘ 
« 
‘ 
« 
« 


iad 


. ™ per, of the middling fort of people.” As thefe 


are the proper and genuine caufe of that bare- 
faced knavery, and almoft univerfal poverty, 
which reign without controul in every place; and 
as to thefe we owe our many bankrupt farmers, 
our trade decayed, and lands uncultivated; the 
author has reafon to hope that no honeft man, 
who lovee his country, will think this fhort reproof 
ut. of feafon: for, perhaps, this merry way of 
faniering men into vir:ue, may have a better 
effeg than the moft ferious admonitions; fince 
many, who are proud to be thought immoral, are 
not very fond of being ridiculous. 


CANTO LL. . 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Propofiti Invocation addreffed to Mr. John 
Philips, author of the Cyder Poem and Splendid 
Shilling. Defcription of the Vale of Evesham. 

, The Seat of Hobbinol; Hobbinol a great man 
in his village, {cated in his wicker fmoking his 
Pipe, has-one only fon. Young Hobbinol’s 
education, bred up with Ganderetta his near 
telation.” Young Hobbinol and Ganderetta 

+ chofen king and queen of May. Her drefs and 
attendants, The May-games. Twangdillo the 
fiddler, his chara€tcr. The dancing. Gande- 
Tetta’s extraordinary performance. Bagpipes 
food mufié in the Highlands: Milonides, 
after of the ring, difciplines the rob; pro- 
claims the feveral prizes.’ His fpeech. Paftorel 
fakes up the belt, His character, his hercic 











; 7s, 
figure, his confidence. Hobbinol, by permif. 
fion of Ganderctta, accepts the challenge, vaults 
‘into the ring. His honourable behaviour, efcapes_ 
a feowering. Ganderetta’s agony. _Paftorel’ 
foiled. Ganderctta not a little pleafed. 


Wuar old Menalcas at his feaft reveal’d 
I fing. range feats of ancient prowels, deeds, 

Of high renown, while all his liftening gueits 
With eager joy receiv'd the pleafing tale. - 
© thon*! who late on Vaga’s flcwery hanke 

Slumbering fecure, with Stirom + well bedew’d, 
Fallacious cafk, in facred dreams were taught 
By ancient feers, and Merlin prophet old, 
To raife ignoble themes with ftrains fublime, 
Be thou my guide ; “while I thy track purfue 
With wing uncqual. through the wide expanfe 
Adventurous range, and emulate thy flights, 
In that rich vale $, where with Dobunian §, 
fields i : 
Cornavian {| borders meet; far fam'd of ofa ~ 
For Mourfort’s * haplefs fate, undaunted earl. 
Where from her fruitful urn Avona pours,» 
Her kindly torrent on the thirfty glebe, 
And pillages the hills t’ enrich the plaing } 
On whofe luxuriant banks flowers of all hues 
Start up ‘pontaneous; and the teeming foit 
With hafty thoots prevents its owner's prayer 
The pamper’d wanton feer, of the fharp axe 
Regarlefs, that o’er his devoted head * 
Hangs menacing, crops his delicious bane, 
Nor knows the price is life ; with envious ¢ 8 
His labouring yoke-fellow beholds his plight, 
And deems him bleft, while on his languid neck 
In folemn loth he tugs the lingering plough, 
So blind are mortals, of each other's flate _ 
Mis-judging, felf-deceiv'd. Here as fupreme 
Stern Hobbinol in rural plenty reigns 
O’cr wide extended fields, his large domain, 
Th’ obfequious villagers, with looks fubmify 
Obfervant of his eye, or when with feed” 
1” impregnate carth’s fat womb, or when to bring 
With clahhorous joy the bearded harveft home, 
Here, when the diftant fun lengthens the nights, 
When the keen frofts the fhivering farmer warn 
To broach his mellow cafk, and frequent blafly 
In.ir6& the crackling billets how ta blaze, 
In ‘his warm wicker-chair, whofe pliant twigs . 
In clofe embraces join’d, with {pacious arch 
Vaule this thick-woven roof, the bloated chur] 
Loiters in ftate, each arm reclin’d is prop’d 
With yielding pillows of the fofteft down, 
In mind compos’d, from fhort coéval tube 
He fucks the vapours bland, thick curling cloudy 
OF fmoke around his reeking temples play ; 
Joyous he fits, and impotent of thought “ 
Puffs away care and forrow from his heart. 
How vain the pomp of kings! ‘look down, ‘ye 
great, ed ‘ 


*® Mr. Fobn Philips, : 
f Strong Herefordpbire eyder, 
} Vale of Bvepam, "~~ § Gloucefler fires 
W Worcefterfire. eee ee Ee 
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And view with envious eye the downy neft, 
Where foft repofe, and calm contentment dwell, 
Unbrib’d by wealth, and unreftrain’d by power. 
One fon alone had bleft his bridal bed, 
Whom good Califta bore, nor long furviv'd 
'Té thare a mother’s joy, hut left che babe 
* "To his paternal care. An orphan niece 
feat the fame time his dying brother fent, 
‘o claim his kind fapport. The helplefs pair © 
Jp the fame cradle Mlept, nurs’d up with care 
By the fame tender hand, on the fame breatts 
allternate hung with joy; till reafon dawn’d, 
And a new light broke out by flow degrees: 
Then on the floor the pretty wantons play’d, 
Gladding the farmer's heart with growing hopes, 
And pleafureserft unfelt. Whene’er-with cares 
Opprefs’d, when wearied, or alone he doz’d, * 
‘Fheir harmlefs prattle footh’d his troubled {aul. 
Say, Hobbinol, what ecflafies of joy a 
‘Thrill’d through thy veins, when climbing for 3 
kifs ’ 
‘With little palms they ftrok’d thy grizly beard, 
Or round thy wicker whirl'd their rattling cars ? 
Thus from their earlieft days bred up, and teain’d, 
Fo mutual fondnefs, with their ftature grew 
« The thriving paffion, What love can decay 
"That roots fo deep! now ripening manhood curl’d 
‘On the gay ftripling’s chin: her panting breafts, 
And trembling olufhes glowing on Lar cheeks, ~ 
Her fecret with betray’d. She at each mart 
All eyes attracted; but her faithful thade, 
Young Hobbinol, ne’er wander'd from her fide. 
A frown from him dath’d every riyal’s hopes. 
For he, like Peleus’ fon, was prone to rage, 
Incxorable, fwilt like him of foot ° 
‘With eafe could overtake his daftard foe, 
Nor fpar’d the fyppliant wretch. And now ap- 
proach’ 
Thofe merry days, 
fwains, . 
fn folemn feftivals and rural fports, 
Pay their glad homage to the blooming fpring. 
Voung Hobbinol by joint confent is rais’d 
T’ imperial dignity, and in his hand 
Bright Ganderetta tripp’d the jovial queen 
Of Maia’s gaudy month profufe of flowers. 
From each enamel’d mead th’ attendant nymphs 
Loaded with odorous {poils, from thefe felect 
Each flower of gargeous dye, and garlands weave 
Of party-colour'd fweets; cach buly hand 
Adorns the jocund queen: in her toofe hair, 
‘That to the winds in wanton ringlets plays, 
‘The tufted cowflips breathe cheir faint perfumes, 
On her refulgent brow, as eryftai clear, 
As Parian marble fmooth, Narciffus hangs . 
His drooping head, and views his image there, 
Unhappy flower! panfies of various hue, 
Yris, and hyacinth, and afphodel, 
To deck che nymph, their richeft liveries wear, 
And javith all their pride. Not Flora’s (elf 
More lovely fmiles, when to the dawning year 
Her opening bofom heavenly fragrance breathes. 
Sce on yon verdant lawn, the gathering crowd 
‘Thickens amain; the buzom nymphe advance 
Pihee'd by jolly clowns; diftingtions ceale 


when all the nymphs and 
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Loft in the common joy, end the bold flave, 

Leans on his wealthy mafter, unreprow’d: 

The fick no pains can feel, no wants the poor. 

Round his fond mother’s neck the fmiling babe 

Exulting clings ; hard by decrepid age, j 

Prop'd on his ftaff with anxious thesgut revalves | 

His pleafures paft, and ¢afts his grave remarks . 

Among the heedlefs throng. The vigorous youth 

Strips for the combat, hopeful to fubdue ° 

The fair-one’s long difdain, by valour now 

Glad to convince her cvuy erroneous heart, 

And prove his merit equal to her charms. 

Soft pity pleads his caufe; blufhing the view 

His brawny limbs, and his undaunted eye, 

That looks a proud defiance on his foes. 

Refolv'd and obftinately firm he ftands; 

Danger nor death he fears, while the rich prize 

Is victory and luve. On the large bough 

Of a thick-fpreading elm Twangdillo fits: 

One leg on Hiter’s banks the hardy fwain 

Left undifmay’d, Bellona’s lightning fcarch’d 

His manly vifage, but in pity left 

One eye fecure. He many a painful braife 

Intrepid fele, and many a gaping wound, 

For brown Kate’s fake, and fur his country’s weal q 

Yet Mill the merry bard without regret 

Bears his own ills, and with his founding thell, 

And comic phyz, reeves fis drooping iriends. 

Hark, from aloft his tortur'd cat-gut {queals, 

He tickles every ftring, to every note 

He bends his plaint neck, his fingle eye 

Twinkles with joy, his active ftump beats times. 

Let but this fubtle artift foftly touch _ . 

The trembling chords, the faint expiring fwain 

Trembies no lefs, and the fond yielding maid. 

Is tweedled into love. See with what pomp ~ 

The gaudy bands advance in trim array! 

Love beats in every vein, frona every eye 

Darts his contagious flames, They frifk, they 
bound 

Now to brifk airs, and to the {peaking ftrings: 

Attentive, in mid-way the fexes meet; 

Joyous their adverfe fronts they clofe, and. prefe 

To ftri& embrace, as refolute to force 

And ftogm a paffage to each other’s heart + 

Till by the varying notes forewarn’d back they. 

Recoil difparted : each with longing eyes 

Purfues his mate retiring, till again 

The blended fexes mix; then hand in hand =, 

Faft lock’d, arouud they fly, or nimbly wheel: 

In mazes intricate, The jocund troop, 

Pleas’d with their grateful toil, inceflant shake 

Their uncouth brawny limbs, and knock their heels 

Sonorous ; down each brow the trickling balm. 

In torrents flows, exhaling fweets refreth 

The gazing crowd, and heavenly fragrance fills 

The circuit wide. $o danc’d in days of yore, , 

When Orpheus play’d  Jeffon to the brutes, 

The liftening favages; the fpeckled pard 

Dandled the kid, and with the bounding roe 

‘The lion gambol’d. But what heavenly mule 

With equal lays fhall Ganderetta fing, 

When goddefs-like fhe fkims the verdant plain, 

Gracefully gliding? every ravifh’d eye 

‘The nymph attraGs and every heart the wounds, 


is, 


2 


pot, tranfported Hobbinol ! 16, now, 
‘to thy opening arms fhe fkuds along, 
” With yielding bluthes glowing on her cheeks ; 
nd eyes that fweetly langui jut too foon, 
las! fhe flies thy vain embrace, 
irfued; nimbly fhe trips, 
And darts a glance fo tender as fhe turns, 
That with new hopes reliev’d, thy joys revive, 
‘Thy ftature’s rais’d, and thou art more than man. 
Thy ftately port, and more majettic air, 
And every {p-ightly motion fpeaks thy love. 
~ To the loud bag-pipe’s folemn voice attend, 
~ Whofe rifing winds proclaiin a ftorm is nigh. 
‘Harmonious blafts | that warm the frozen blood 
‘Of Caledonia’s fons to love or war, 
And cheer their drooping hearts, robb’d of the 
fun’s : 
Enlivening ray, that o’er the fhowy Alps 
Judtant peeps, and fpeeds to better climes. 
Forthwith in hoary majefty appears 
‘One of gigantic fize, but vifage wan, 
‘Milonides the ftrong, renown’d of old 
For feats of arms, but, bending now with years, 
His trunk unwieldy from the verdant turf 
He rears deliberate, and with his plant 
Of tougheft virgin oak in rifing ai 
His trembling limbs; his bald and wrinkled front, 
Entrench’d with many a glorious fcar, befpeaks 
8 reverence. He with countenance grim 
Boats his paft deeds, and with redoubled ftrokes 
rfhals de crowd, and forms the circle wide. 
Stern arbiter! like fome huge rock he ftands, 
‘That breaks th’ incumbent waves; they throng- 
~~ ing prefs 
In troops confus’d, and rear their foaming heads 
Each above each, but from fuperior force 
Shrinking repell’d, compofe of ftatelieft view 
A liquid theatre With hands uplift, 
ind voice ftentorian, he proclaims aloud 
Each rural “king «To him whofe aétive foot 

~ © Foilé his bold foe, and rivets him to earth, 

“ This pair of gloves. by curious virgin hands 
 Embroider’d, feam’d with filk, and fring’d with 
gold. 

«To tii who beft the ftubborn hilts can wield, 
« And bloody marks’ of his difpleafure leave 
* On his opponent’s head, this beaver white 

/ With filver edging grac’d, atid fea: lume. 
Ye pee maidens! whofe impetuous fpeed 
* Outfliés the ‘roe, nor bends the tender grafs, 
See here this prize, this rich lac’d {mock be- 

. hold, 
“ White as your bofoms, as your kiffes foft. 
Bleft nymph! whom bounteous heaven’s pe- 
x4 “ culiar grace 
Allots this pompous veft, and worthy deems 
To win a virgin, and to wear a bride.” 
The gifts refulgent dazzle all the crowd, 
Jn fpeechlefs admiration fix’d, unmov’d, 
Ev'n he who now each glorious palm difplays, 
In fullen filence views his batter’d limbs, 

. And fighs his vigour fpent. Not fo appall’d 
Young Paftorel, for adtive {trength renown’d ; 
Him {da bore, a mountain fhepherdefs ; 

*@n the bleak woald the new-born infant lay, 
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Expos’d to winter {nows, and northern blafts © 
Severe. As heroes old, who from oe ie 
Derive their proud defcent, fo might he 
His line paternal: but be thou, my mufe! 
No leaky blab, nor painful umbrage give z 
To wealthy *fquire, or doughty knight, or peer 
Of high degree. Him every fhouting ring: ~ 
In triumph crown’d, him every champion fear"d, 
Front} Kiftfgate to remoteft + Henbury. ® 
High in the midft the brawny wreftler 
A ftately towering objet; the tough belt 
Meafures his a fe breaft, and fhadés around 
His fhouldérs broad; proudly fecure he kejs ~~ 
ing prize, in his prefumptuous th 
partial look the crowd ~~ — 
But Hobbinol, enrag’d =~ = a 
eee 
<i 


Approve in 
To fee th’ important gifts fo cheaply won,’ 
And uncontefted honours tamely loft, 
With lowly reverence thus accofts his 

“ Fair goddefs! be propitiouste my vows; 
© Smile ere flave, nor Hercules bitele < 
“ Shall rob us of this palm: that boatter vaint 
“ Far other port fhall learn.” She, with a ‘look 
That piere’d his inmoft foul, {miling applauds 
His generows ardour, with afpiting hope*~ 
Diftends his breaft, and ftirs the man within : - 
Yet much, alas! the fears, for much the | 
So from her arms the Paphian queen difmifs’a 
The warrior god, on glorious flaughter bent, K 
Provok'd his tage, and with her eyes inflam’d ~ 
Her haughty paramour. Swift as the winds 
Difpel the fleeting mifts, at once he ftrips - 
His royal robes; and with a frown that chil’ — 
The blood of the proud youth, adtive he bounds” — 
High o’er the heads of multitudes reclin’d= 
But, as befeem’d one, whofe plain honeft heart, 
Nor paffion foul, nor malice dark as hell, 
But honour pure, and love divine, had fir’d, 
His hand prefenting, on his fturdy foe ~~ 
Difdainfully he fmiles; then, quick as thouglit, 
With his left-hand the belt, and with his right 
His fhoulder feiz'd fat griping ; his right foot 
Effay'd the champion’s ftrength : but firm he fto 
Fix’d as a mountain afh, and in his turn : 
Repaid the bold affront; his horny fift 2 
Fah on his back he clos’d, and fhook imair ~~ 
The cumberous load. Nor reft, nor paufe 
Their watchful eyes inftrué their bufy feet 
They pant, they hcave; each nerve, each 

ftrain’d, 
Grafping they clofe, beneath each painful gripe 
The tivid tumoursrife, in briny ftreams : 
The fweat diftils, and from their batter’d thins 
The clotted diftains the beaten ground, 
Each fwain his with, each trembling nymph’ come 
ceals : 

Her fecret dread ; while every panting breaft 
Alternate fears and hopes deprefs or raife. 
Thus long in dubious fcale the conteft hung, 
Till Paftorel, impatient of delay, ; 
Colle@ing all his force, a furious ftroke 
At his left ancle aim’d; "twas death to fall, 


“To ftandimpoffible. O Ganderetca!  * 


$ Two Hundreds in Glouceflerfire. 









‘feize thy-foul! on ‘thy pale cheeks 
But wavering long in air, 
nor as yet wholly fallen, 


S he flip’d, and nimbly ’feap’d 
_- 'The'fou' Thus on the flacken’d rope 
: ed artift, frail fupport! 
ng; now in dreadful fhrieks the 
fudden fate, and yield him loft: 
He on his hams, or on his brawny rump, 
ig fecure, derides their vain diftrefs. 
Ip {tarts the vigorous Hobbinol undifmay’d, 
om mother earth like old Anteus rais’d , 
might redoubled. Clamour and applanfe 
the neighbouring hills, Avona’s banks 
him Joud acclaim : with ardent eyes, 
iger rufhing from his Jair, 2 
Me grafp'd the writt of his infulting foe. 
© ‘Then with quick wheel oblique his thoulder point 
Beneath his breaft he fix’d, and whirl’d aloft 
th-o'er his head the {prawling youth he flung : 
hollow ground rebellow’d as he fell. 
d forward with tumultuous din ; 
z to relieve their faint expiring friend, 
gratulations ‘thefe, Hands, tongues, and 


us joy proclaim, fhrill fiddles fqueak, 
(een ae and Ganderetta fmiles, 





_ CANTO II, 


“THE ARGUMENT. 4 ty 
ay. ‘Colin, Hilderbrand, Cuddy, 
Jaraxa, ‘Talgol,Avaro, Cubbin,’ Collak 

ene Hf Sir Rhadamanth ‘the juftice, 
tended: his giiards, comes to quell the fray. 
© /Rhadamarth’s fpeech, tumult appeas’d. “Gor- 

| “genius the butcher takes up the ‘hilts; his cha- 
--ra@téri “The. Kifefgatians’ confternation, look 

‘wiftfully, ‘on VHobbinol; his fpeech: ’ The cu 

playing. © Gorgonius’ knock’d down, falls 

‘waridillo': “his diftrefs; “his lamentation 

sores bin boken- tite. 

Jono while atv univerfal hubbub Toud, 
Deafening each ear; had’ drowh'd each accent mild; 
‘Till biting taunts and ‘harth opprobrious words 
Vile utterance’ fond: “How weak “are “human 
emits f 


How i t'to ftem the fwelling tide; 
And Sithout hifolence énjoy filecets 
"Phe: vale-inhabitarite, proud, and elate: 
ith vidtory, know'no reftraint, but give: 
F peter ey: Their'champion Hobbinol* 
> Vauieing they’ raife, above that'earth-born thee 
+ Of 01a) who} piling hills on hills, : 
» Pelibw cn Offa, with rebelliows aim 
+e Made wat on Jovex” The fturdy mountaineers, 
Who fiw their mightieft fall’n, and iii his fall 
“Lheir honours paft impair'd, their trophies,’ won 
By their proud fathers, who with fcorh ‘look'd 
down * : 
~ Upon'the fubjec vale, fullied, défpoil’d, 
‘And level’d with the dut, no longer bear 
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In his right 







| They thitnk aloof, 
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The keen reproach. But ‘as wher fudden:t/ 
Seizes the ripen’d grain, whofe bending ears _ 
Invite the reaper’s hand, the furious god. | 
In footy triumph dreadful rides, ” 
On wings of wind, that with deftru@iive breath ~ 
Feed the fierce flamés; from ridc< to ridge he 
bounds. F Ey 
Wide-wafting, and pernicious ruin fpreads: 9 
So through the crowd from breaft to breatt fwil 
flew ee 
The propagated rage ; Joud vollied oaths, 
Like thunder burfting from a cloud, gave figns 
Of wrath awak’d. Prompt fury foon fupplied 
With — unéduth; and tough ‘well fea 
jants 
Weighty with lead infus’d, on cither hoft 
Fall thick, and heavy; ftools in pieces rent, 
And chairs, and forms, ‘and batter’d bowls, ar 
horld : * 4 
With fell intent like bombs'the bottles Ay 
Hifling in air, their tharp fragments | 























-edg’d 
In the warm {pouting gore; heaps driver on 
Promifcuous lic. _ "Tontoric fee advanced “ 
On the rough edge of battle: his broad front 
Beneath his fhining helm fecure, as ert’ 4 - 
Was thine, Mambrino, ftout Iberian kei ight 
Defied the rattling’ ftorm, that on his head 
Fell innocent. A tal red frame 
qe Pied on [ ig lean club ! i 
wads, on crowds, elote his encase 
Fled ignominious; havock, and diimsy, 2 
Hung on their rear. Collin a 3 
Blithe as the foaring lark, as fweet the ftrains 
Of his foft warbling lips, that whiftling cheer 
His labouring team, they tofs their heads 
pleas’d, Ee é 
In gaudy plumage deck’d, with ftern difdain 
Beheld this viétor proud; his generou a 
Brook’d not the foul difg: 
His rane 8 plough-ftaff in bo! rais 
Ere&t he hd ftretehing every nerve, 
As from 


‘a 





: falen sine, down it fell | 
wd Helm, that yielding A 
Berdath the blow, ‘and with i heen iat 
Shear’d both his cars, they on his fhoulders broad 
‘Hung ragged. Quick as thought, the. vigoro) 


ftaff, the other end he darts. 
Tonforio fled q 
ith pounded teeth and clotted gor 
Half-chok’ fled; with him the hoft retir’d, 
Compations of ame}; all but the ftout, 
And erft unconquer’d Hildebrand, "brave , 
Bold ¢hampion of the hills! thy weighty blow 
Our fathéts felt difmay’d; to keep thy { i 
Unmov’d, whilom thy valour’s choice, tow 
Neteflity com; decrepit now 2 4 
With age, and Riff with honotrable wobnds, 
He ftands untertify’d: one crutch fuftains 
His frame majéftic, th’ other in his hani 
He wields tremendous; like a mountaij 
In toils enclos’d, he dares his circling foes. { 
r foon with thame repent® 
The tath affault; thé ruftic heroes fall ~ j 
Imheaps-atoutd. © Cuddy, a dextrous yout’, 
er 7 





Into his ga 
Sore mii 


>» HOBBINOL =) ~ 


once was vain, on fraudful art rely’d: Nor his fond mother’s prayers nor ardent, .vwows 
70 the ground low-cowering, cunperceiv’d, | Of love-fick maids could.move, 
ious he crept,. and with his crooked bill Where’er he rag’d, with his far- 
‘heer the frail fupport, prop of his age + He thinn’d their ranks, and all their, 
a while he ftood, and menac’d With many aninroad goar'd. T es 
infidiona fwain, reluctant now at length His furious eyes, if haply he might.ii 
JI prone, and plough’d the duft. So the tall oak, | The captive fair her in the dutt.he.f 
Old monarch of the groves, that long had ftood Groveling, difconfolate ; thofe locks,,that 
"The fhock of warring winds and the red bolts So bright, fhone like the: pelith’d jets d 
‘Of angry Jove, thorn of his leafy thade With mire impure ; thither with eager hat 
At lal, and inwardly decay’d, if chance He ran, he flew. But when the wretched 
"The cruel woSdman fpy the friendly {pur, Proftrate he view'd, deform’d with gapin 
His only hold; that fever’d, foon he nods, And weltering in her blood, his-trembli: 
And fhakes th incumber’d mountain as he falls. Soon dropp’d. the dreaded. lance; om: 
‘When. manly valour fail’d, a female arm cheeks a ¥ es 
” Reftor'd the fight. Asin th’ adjacent booth Ghauftly he gaz’d,. nor felt. the pealingiftorm, 
Black Cocina bate hand prepar’d ~ That on his bare defencelefs brow:felhthick ~~ 
The fmoky viands, the beheld, abath’d, From every arm :_0’erpower’d at laft, down, nk 
‘Poe routed hoft, and all her daftard friends His drooping head, on her, cold brea a 
ar {cattes’d o'er the plain; their thameful flight | Hail, faitbfulpair-! if 
)Griev'd her proud heart, for hurried with the | Nor envy’s {pite,nor.time, , 
A _ ftream ee) The records of your fame; blind 
Ey’ too had fled, her darling boy. In ages yet to come, on feftal days. 
A ‘om. off the glowing hearth ‘| Shall chant this mournful tale, w! 
The greafy heroine fnatch’d;. o’er her pale foes Lament around, and every, generous hear 
The threatening meteor fhone, brandifh’d.in air, | With active valour glows, and virtuo 
Or round their heads in ruddy circles play’d,. How blind is popular fury; how perver 
Acrofs the proftrate Hildebrand fhe ftrode, When broils inteftine rage, and force 
Does : the multitude appal’d Reafon and law | As the torn veffel fin 
e ent ways, their beards,their hair in flames, | Between the burft of adverfe waves o’e1 
_ Imprudent the purfued, till on the brink So fares it with the neutral head, een 
| Of the next. pool, with united pred, Contending parties bruis’d, 
And waving round with huge two-handed {way With random ftrokes that undil 
Her blazing arms into the muddy lake Guiltlefs he fuffers moft, who leaft 


The bold virago fell, Dire was the fray Mundungo from the. bloody field retir’d, 
 *Between the warring elements; of old ii 


Clofe in a corner plied the peaceful bowls, 
Thus Muleiber, and Xanthus Dardan ftream Incurious he, and thou; hea e 
‘ous battle joi ing. i , vra 
oy : 


are 


: Now deem’ 
Into the boiling deep, with fupj : That iffued from his mouth, a 
‘ d for life; black-oufe at ‘That hi n his brows, but 
Plager marsh logsifitive found our the enti 


rufty fwain. 
Infult her wocs, and, proud of their fuccefs, His thort black tubedown his furr’d ‘ 


‘The dripping Amazon in triumph lead, Staggering he reel’d, and with tenacious 
Now, like a gathering ftorm, the rally’d troops | The bulky Jordan, that before him food, 
Blacken’d the plain, . Young Talgol from their | Seiz’d falling; that its liquid 
“4 oy tite siapGe~ Upon the proftrate clown; flou it 
‘With a fond lover's hatte, fwift as the hind,} | Beneath the muddy beverage whel 
That, by the huntfmen’s voice alarm’d, had fled, | His prime delight. Thus the 
Banting returns, and fecks the gloomy brake, Voracious infect, by the nt dreg: 
Where her an fara lay Bs Ry ny boat Allur’d, and in the vifcous r pl 
Impatient ’d. But when the fatal ti His filmy Rtruggling flap 
oh ard, the deareft treafure of his foul Loft in ~ Rood of tay Hig 
Burlein’d his Cindy. loft ; ftiffen’d and pale Fierce onfet, and tumultuous battle: 
Awhile he ftood ; AE dling ire at length And now they fall, and new they n 
" Burft forth implacable, and injur’d love ; With animated rage, while nought around 
Shot lightning from his eyes; a fpit he feia'd, Is heard but clamour, fhout, and female cri 
Jaf recking from the fat ‘ae along, . , And curfes mix’d with groans. Difcord 
Unwieldy {pear ;. then with impetuous rage Shook her infernal.fcourge, and o’er’ 
Be ma th’ embattled hoft, that fhrank | Scream’d with malignant joy 5 ‘ben 
At hit ‘cach. ‘The rich Avaro firft, "The warring hofts appear'd fage R 
i mp. bor’d with difhoneft wounds, A knight of high renown, Nor Qui 
g ;, nor could his.numerous flocks, | Nor Amadis of Gaul, nor Hudibras, 
ing pyramids that grace Mirror, of knighthood, e’er could wi 
«’d, fave the penurious, clown, Great fultan of the vale! thy, t fev 
ind there young Collakin, ‘As humble Indians to their] 
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"The clowns fibmifs approach. ‘Themis to thee 

Commits her golden balance, where fhe weighs 

‘yp? abandon’d orphans fighs, the widow’s tears; 

By thee gives fure redrefs, comforts the heart 

Opprefs'd with woe, and rears the fuppliant knee. 

ach bold offender hides his guilty head, 

‘Altonifh’d, when thy delegated arm . 

Praws her vindictive fword; at thy command, - 

Stern minifter of power fupreme! each ward 

Sends forth her brawny myrmidons, their clubs 

Blazon’d with royal arms; difpatchful hatte 

Sits earneft on edch brow, and public care, 

¥Encompafs’d round with thefe his dreadful goards, 

He fpurr'd his fober fteed, grizzled with age, 

‘And venerably dull; his ftirrups ftrereh’d 

Beneath the knightly load ; one hand he fix’d 

Upon his faddle-bow, the other palm ad 

Before him fpread, like fome grave orator 

Jn Athens, or free Rome, when eloquence 

Subdued mankind, and all the liftening crowd 

Hung by their care on his perfuafive tongue. 

He thus the jarring multieude addrefs'd : 

s Neighbours, and friends, and countrymen, the 

flower e (broil? 

« Of Kiftfgate! ah! what means this impious 

Is then the haughty Gaul no more your care? 

‘Are Landen’s plains fo foon forgot, that thus 

Ye fpill that blood inglorious, wafte that ftrength, 

Which, well empluy'd, once more might have 

cotnpell’d ; 

The ftripling Arjou to a fhameful flight ? 

Or by your great forefathers taught; have fix'd 

‘The Britifh ftandard on Lutetian towers 5 

O fight odious, deteftable ! O times 

Degenerate, of ancient honour void? 

This faét fo fovt, fo riotous, infults 

All law, all fovereign power, and calle aloud 

For vengeance; but, my friends! too well yé 

know, 

How flow thisarm to panith, and how bleeds 

This heart, when fore’d on rigorous extremes, 

* © countrymen: all, all, can teftify 

« My vigilance, my care for public good, 

« | am the man, who by your own free choice 

« Seleé from all the tribes, in fenates rul'd 

« Back warm debate, and emptied all my ftores 

«Of ancient fcience in my country's caufe, 

& Wile Tacitus, of penetration deep, 

« Fach fecret {pring reveal’d; Thuanas bold 

« Breath’d liberty, and all the mighty dead, 

« Rais'd at my call, the Bricith rights confirm’d : 

« While Mufgrave, How, and Seymour fneer’d in 
vain. 

# fam the man, who from the bench exalt 

© This voice, fill grateful to your ¢ars, this voice 

« Which breathe for you aloney Where is the 
wretch = 

& Diftref’'d, who in the cobwebs of the law 

« Entangled, and in fubtle problems loft, 

« Seeks not to me for aid! [nv fhoals they come 

Neglected, feelefs clients, nor return 

 Unedify'd; fcarce greater toultitudes 

# At Delphi fought the god, to learn their fate 

From his dark oracles. tam the man 

& Whole, watehfal providence ee the date 
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THE WORKS OF SOMERVILE: 


© OF this frail life exeends, to firuté three // 
“ Beneficent ; my ufeful fchemes fhall feer 
‘The commoneweal in ages yet to come. 
“ Your children’s children, taught by me, fhali 
« Their rights inviolable : and as Kome 


“ The Sibyl’s facred books, though==ste on leaves 


© And featter’d o’er the ground with pious awe 

“ Collected ; fo your fons fhall glean with care 

My hallow’d fragments, every [crip divine 

Confult intent, of moré intrinfic worth F 

“ Than half a Vatican. Hear me, my friends! 

“ Hear me, my countrymen! Oh foffer not 

« This hoary head, employ’d for you alone, ° 

* To fink, with forrow to the grave.” He fpake, 

And veil'd his bonnet to the crowd. As'when 

The fovereign of the floods o’er the rough deep 

His awful trident fhakes, its fury falls, 

The warring billows on each hand retire, 

And foam, and rage no more. All now is hufh'd; 

The multitude appeas’d: a cheerful dawn 

Smiles on the fields, the waving throng fubfides, 

And the loud tempeft fintts, becalm’d in peace, 
Gorgonius now with haughty ftrides advanc'd, 

A gauntlet feiz’d, firm oni his guard he ftood 

A formidable foe, and dealt in air : 

His empty blows, a prelude to the fight. * 

Slaughter his trade; full many a pamper’d ox 

Fell by his fatal hand, the buiky eat 

Dragg’d by his horns, oft at one deadly blow, 

His iron fit defcending‘cruth’d his full, 

And left him fpurning on the bloody floor, 

While at his feet the guillefs axe was laid, 

In dubious fight of late one eye he loft, 

Bor'd from its orb, and the next glancing flroke 

Bruis'd fore the rifing arch, and bent his nofe s 

Nathlefs he triumph’d oa the well-fought ftage, 

Hockleian hero! Nor was more deform’d 

The Cyclops blind, nor of more monttrous fize, 

Nor his void orb more dreadful to behold, 

Weeping the putrid gore, fevere revenge 

Of fubtle Ithacus. Terribly gay F 

In his buff doublet, larded o’er with fat 

of flaughter’d brutes,the well-vil’d champion fhanee 

Sternly he gaz’d arovind, with many a frown ” 

Fierce menacing, provok‘d the tardy foe. 

For new each combatant, that erft fo bold 

Vaunted his manly deeds, in penfive mood 

Hung down bis head, and fix’ on earth his eyesy 

Pale and difmay’d. On Hobbinol at lat 

Intent they give, on him alone their hope, 

Each eye folicits him, each panting heart 

Joins in the filent fuit, Soon he perceiv'd 


ae 


"Their fecret with, and eas’d their doubting Mine. 


“ Ye men of Kiftigate! whofe wide fpreading 
fame 
« In ancient days were fung from fhore to fhore, 


© To Britith bards of old a copious theme 5 


* Too well, alas! in your palecheeksiview 
Your daftard fouls. © mean, degenerate race * 
« But fince on me ye ¢all, cach fuppliant eye 

« Invites my fovereign aid, lo! here I come, 

“ [he bulwark of your fame, though fcarce my 

brows 

Are dry from glorious toils, jult now atehiev'd, 
“ Tovindicate your worth. Lo! here llwoe,- 


1 
é 


{keep 


SHOBBINOL, et 


#.s, Byall my great forefathers fair renown, 
4c" Ay thar illuftrious wicker, where they fat 
© In comely ptide, and in triumphant floth ” 
* Gave law to paflive clowns ; or on this fpot 
* In glory’s prime, young Hobbinol expires, 
* And from-his deareft Ganderetta’s arms 
* Sinks to death’s cold embrace ; or by thishand 
“ That ftranger, big with infolence, fhall fall 
Prone on the ground, and do your honour 
right.” 
Forthwith the hilts hé feiz’d; but on his arm 
Fond Ganceretta hung, and round his neck 
Curl’d in d foft embrace. Honour and love 
A doubrful conteft wag’d, but from her foon 
He (prung relentlefs, all her tears were vairt, . 
Yet oft he turn’d, oft figh“d, thus pledfing m#@: 
* Wl fhould I merit thefe imperial robes, 
 Enfigns of majefty, by general voiée 
“ Conferr’d, fhould pain, or death itfelf, avail 
© To fhake the fteady purpofe of my foul. 
Peace, fait-one! peace! Heaven will protect 
: the man, 
“ By thee held dear,and crown thy generous love. 
, Her from the lifted field the matrons fage 
Relu@ant drew, and with fair fpeeches footh’a. 
Now front to frotit the fearlefs champions meet; 
Gorgonius, like a tower, whofe cloudy top 
Inéades the fkies, flood lowering; far bencath 
‘The ttrippling Hobbinol with careful eye 
Each opening feans, and each unguarded fpace 
Icafures intent. While, negligently bold, 
‘The bulky combatant, whofe heart clate 
Difdain’d his puny foe, now fondly deem’d’ 
At one decifive roke to win, unhurt, 
An eafy vidoty; down came at once’ 7 
‘The ponderous plant, with fell malicious rage, 
Aim’d at his head direét ; but the tough hilts, 
Swift interpox’d, elude his effort vain. 
‘The cautious Hobbinol, with ready feet, 
Now thifts his ground, retreating, then again’ 
Advances hold, and his nnguarded fhins 
Batters fecure : Each well-directed blow 
Bites to the quick; thick as the falling hail} 
‘The ftrokes rédoubled peal his hollow fides : 
‘The multitude amaz’d with horror view: : 
‘The rattling ftorth, fitink bryk at every blow, 
And feem to feel his wounds; inly he groan’d,. | 
And gnafh'd his teeth and from his blood-fiot eye 
Red lightning flahh’d; the fiérce tamultuous rage" 
Shook all his mighty fabric; once again 
Ereg&t he ftands, colleéted, and refolv'd 
To conquct, or to die: {wilt as the bolt 
OE angry Jove, the weighty plant defcends, 
But wary Hobbinol, whofe watchful eye 
Perceiv’d his kind intent, flip’d on one fide 
Declining ; the vain ftroke from fich an height, 
With fuch a force impetl’d, headlong drew down 
Th’ unwieldy champion : on the folid ground 
He fell rehounding breathlefs, and aftunn’d, 
His trunk extended lay ; fore maim’d from out 
His heaving breaft, he belch’d a crimfon flood. 
Full leifurely he rofe, but confcious fhame 
- Of honour loft his failing ftrength renew'd. * 
Rage, and revenge, and ever-during hate, 
‘Placken’d his ftormy front; rath, furious, blind, 
Lo) You. Vitk coe 2 
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And lavith of his blood, of random ftrokes. ““ 
He laid on load;. without defign or are 
Onward he prefs’ outrageous, while his foe 
Eacireling wheels, or inch by inch retires, 

Wife niggard of his ftrength. Yet all thy care, 
© Hobbinol ! avail’d not to prevent ot. 
One haplefs blow; o’er his ftrong guard the plant 
Lapp'd pliant, and its knotty point imprefs'd. 

His ttervous chine ; he wreath’d him to and fro 
Convolv’d, yet, thus diftrefs'd, intrepid bore 

His hits aloft, and guarded weil his head. 

So when th’ unwary clown, with hafty flep, 
Cruthes the foided fnake, her wounded parts 
Groveling fhe trails along, but her high creft 
Ere& the bears ; in all its fpeckied pride,, 

She fwells inflam’d, and with her forky rongue’ 
Threatens deftruction. With like eager hafte, 
Th’ impatient Hobbinol, whom’ excelfive pain 
Stung to his heart, a fpeedy vengeance vow'd, 
Nor wanted long the means; a feint he made 
With well-diflembfed guile, his batter’d fhins 
Mark’d with his cyes,and menac'd with his plant, 
Gorgonius, whofe long-fuffering legs fcarce buré 
His cumbrous bulk, to his fupporters frail 
Indulgent, foon the friendly hiits oppos’d; 
Betray’d, deceiv’d on his unguarded cré! 
The ftroke delufive fell; a cifmal groan 

Burft from his hollow cheft; his trembling hands 
Forfook the hilts, acrofs the (pscious ring 
Backward he reel’d, the erowd affrighted Ay 

T efcape the falling ruin, But, alas! 

*Twas thy hard fate, Twangdillo! to receivé 

His ponderous trunk: on thee, on helplefs thee, 
Headlong and heavy, the foul moniter fell, 
Beneath a mountain’s weight, th’ unhappy bard 
Lay proftrate, nor was more renown’d thy fong, 
O feer of Thrace ! nor. more fevére thy fate. 

His vocal fhell, the folace and fupport 

Of wretched age, gave one melodious fcream, 
And in a thoufand fragments ftréw'd the plain, 
The nymphs, fure friends to his harmonious mirth. 
Fly co his aid, his hairy brea expofe 

To each refrething gale, and with foft hands 

His temples chaft ; at their perfuafive touch 

His fleeting foul returns; upon his rump 

He fat difconfolate ; but when, alas! 

He view'd the thatter’d fragments, down: again 
He funk expiring; by their friendly care 

Once more reviv'd, he thrice effay'd to fpeak, 
And thrice the rifing fobs his voice fubdu’d. 
Till thus at laft his wretched plight he mourn’d : 
Sweet inftrument of mirth’ fole comfort left 
To my declining years! whofe fprightly notgs 
“ Reftor’d my vigour, and renew’d my bloom, 

“ Soft healing balm toevery wounded heart! 
“ Defpairing, dying fwains, from the cold grqund’ 
“ Upraie’d by thee, at thy melodious call, 

With ravifh’d ears receiv’d the flowing joy. 

“ Gay pleafantry, and care-beguiling joke, 

“ Thy fure attendants were, and at thy voice | _ 
« All nature fmil’d. But, oh, this hand no more 
“ Shall touch thy wanton ftrings,no more with lays’ 
“ “Alternate, from oblivion dark fedeem 

“ The mighty dead, and vindicate their fame. 
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- Vain are thy toils, elas and at” 


aha 


* Thy trinmnphs vsin, 
man! : 

“ Thy bold exploits? who fhall thy grandeur tell 

« Supreme of Kiftigate ?. Sce thy faithful bard, 

* Tefpoil’d, undone. © cover me, ye hills!, — - 

Whole vocul clifts were taught my joyous fong. 

Or thon, fair nyraph, Avona, on whofe banks 

The frolic crowd, led by my numerous Srains, 

% ‘Their orgies kept,and frifle'd it o’er the green, 

Jocund and gay, while thy rerourmuring ftreama 

Danc'd by, well pleas’d. Qh! let thy friendly 
waves [cure’d 1” 

O'erwhelm’ a wretch, and hide this head ac- 

So plains the refthefs Philomel, her neft, 

And callow young, the tender growing hope 

Of future harmony, and frail return 

For all her cares, to barbarous churls a prey; * 

Darkling the fings, the woods repeat her moan, 


Who ihall record, brave 


ed 


CANTO IH. 


, THE AROUMENT. 


Good eating expedient for heroes. Homer praifed 
for keeping a table. Hobbinol triumphant. Gan- 
deretta’s bil} of fare, Panegyric upon ale. Gof 
Siping over a bottle. Compliment to Mr. John 
Philips. Ganderetta’s perplexity difcovered by 
Hobbinol ; his confolatory {peech ; compares 
himfelf to Guy Earl of Warwick. Ganderetta 
encouraged, ftrips for the race; her amiable 
figure. Fufca the gypfep, her dirty figure. 
Tabitha her great reputation for {peed ; hired 
to the diffenting academy at Tewkfbury, A 
fhort account of Gamaliel the mafter, and his 
hopeful {cholars. ‘Tabitha carries weight. The 
{mock race, abitha’s fall. Fufca’s fhort tri- 
umph, her humiliation, Ganderetta’s matchlefs 
fpeed. Hobbinel lays the prize at her feet. 
"Fheir mutual triumph. The viciflitude of hu- 
man affairs, experienced by Hobbinol. Mopfa, 
formerly his fervant, with her two children, ap- 
pearstohim, Mopla’s fpeech ; affaults Gande- 
retta; her flight. Hobbinol’s prodigious fright ; 
4s taken into ciuflody by conftables, and dragged 
to Sir Rhadamanth’s. 








TiovGs fome of old, and fore of modern date, 
Penurious their victorious heroes fed 
With barren praife alone; yet thon, my mufe! 
Benevolent, with more indulgent eyes 
Bekold th’ imm:rtal Hobbinol; reward 
‘With duc regalsment his triumphane toils, 
Let Quixotte’s hardy courage, and renown 
With Sancho’s prudent care be meetly join’d, 
© thon of bards fupreme, Mxonides ! 
‘What well-fed heroes grace thy hallow’d page ! 
Laden with glorious {poils, and gay with blood 


. Of flavghter'd hofls, the victor chief returns. 


Whole ‘Toy before him fied, and men and gods 
Oppos’d in vain: for the brave man, whofe arm 
Reyell’d his country’s wrongs, ev’n he, the great 
Atrides, king of kings, ev’n be prepares 

‘With his own royal band the fumptuous feat. 


. THE WORKS OF SOMERVILE, 


Full to the brim, the brazen cauldrons fmekey~ 
Through all the bufy camp the rifing blaze © 
Atteft their joy; heroes and kings forego 
‘Their ftate and pride, and at his elbow wait | 
Obfequious. On a polifh’d charger. plac’d, * 
The bulky chine with plenteous fat Umiaid, 

Of golden hue, magnificently fhines > 
The choiceft morfels fever'd to the gods, 

The hero next, well paid for all his wounds, 
The rich repaft divides with Jove; from out 


The fparkling bow! he draws the gengrous wine; _ 


Unomix’d, unmeafur'd ; with unftinted joy. . 
His heart o’erfows. In like triumphant port 
Sat the victorious Hobbimol; the crowd 
Tranfported view, and blefs their glorious chief: 
All Kiftfgate founds his praife with joint acclaim. 
Him every voice, him every knee confefs, + ie ; 
In merit, as in right, their king. Upon e+ | 
‘Their flowery turf, carth’s painted lap, are fpread 
The rural daintics ; fuch as nature boon 
Prefents with lavifh hand, or fuch as owe 
‘To Ganderetta’s care their grateful tafte 
Delicious. For fhe long fince prepar’d 
To celebrate this day, and with good cheer, 
To grace his triumphs. Cryftal goofeberries 
Are pil’d on heaps; in vain the parent tree, 
Defends her lufcious fruit with pointed fpears, 
The ruby tinétur’d corinth cluttering hangs, 
And emulates the grape ;. green codlings float 
In dulcet creams; nor wants the laf year’s Rore; 
The hardy nut, in folid mail fecure, 
Impregnable to winter frofts, repays 
Its hoarder’s care. ‘The cuftard’s jellied ftood) ~ 
Impatient youth, with greedy joy, devours. 
Cheefécaks and pies, in various forms uprais'd, 
In well. built pyramids, afpiring ftand. {fuade 
Black hams, and tongues that {peechlefs can per= 
To ply the brifk caroufe, and cheer the font 
With jovial draughts, Nor does the jolly god 
Deny his precious gifts; here jocund fwains, 
in uncouth mirth delighted, {porting quaff , 
They native beverage; in the brimming glafe 
The liquid amber fiviles, Britons, no more 
Dread your invading foes; let the falfe, Gaul, 
Of rule infatiate, potent to deceive, © 
And great by fubtile wiles, from the adverfe fhore 
Pour forth his numerous hofts; Iberia! join 
Thy towering fleets, once more aloft difplay 
Thy confecrated banners, fill thy fails ‘ 
With prayers and vows, moft formidably frong 
In holy trumpery, let old Ocean groan 
Beneath the proud Armada, vainly deem'd 
Invincible; yct fruitlefs all their toils, 
Vain every rath effort, while our fat glebe, 
Of barley grain produdtive, fill fuppires © 
The flowing treafure, and with fums inmenfe * 
Supports the throve; while this rich cordial warms 
The farmer’s courage, arms his ftubborn foul 
With native honcur, and refiftlefs rage. [flows 
‘Thus waunt the crowd, each freeboru heart o'er 
With Britain’s glory, and his country’s Jove. - 

Here, in a merry knot combin'd, the nymphs 
Pour out mellifluous ftreams, the balmy fpoils 
OF the laborious bee. The modeft maid >~ 
But coyly fips, and blushing drinks, abaih’ds 

? b 
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Tah lover with obfervant eye beholds 

y graceful thame, and at her glowing checks 
“Aékindles all his fires, but matrons fage, 
Better experigne’d, and inftructed well 

In midnight ‘ayfteries, and feaft-rites old, 
Grafp the can cious bowl; nor ceafe to draw. 
‘The fpumy nectar, Healths of gay import 
Fly merrily about ; now Scandal fly, ,. - 
Infinvating, gilds the {pecions tale 

‘With treacherous praife, and with a double face 
Ambiguous wantonnefs demurely {neers : 

Till circling” brimmers every veil withdraw, 
And dauntlefs impudence appears unmaik’d. 
Others apart, in the cool fhade retix’d, 
Silurian cyder quaff, by that great bard 
Enobled, who firft taught my groveling mufé 
To: ntaerial, O} could 1 but raife 

My fe. dle voice to his exalted ftrains, 

Or to the height of this great argument, 

‘The generous liquid in each line fhould bound 
Spirituous, nor oppreffive cork fubdue 

Its foaming rage; but, to the lofty theme 
Uncqual, mufe, decline the pleafing tatk. 

“Lhus they luxurious, on the graily turf, 
Revel'd at large; while nought around was heard 
But mirth confus'’d, and undiftinguith’d joy, 

And laughter far refounding; ferious care 

Found here no place, to Ganderetta’s breaft 
Retiring ; there with hopes and fears perplex’d 
Her fludtuating mind. Hence the folt figh 
Efcapes nuheeded, fpight of all her art; 

The trembling bluthes on her lovely checks 
Alternate ebb and flow; from the full glals 

Bhe flics abftemious, fhuns th’ untafted feaft : 

But careful Hobbinol, whofe amorous eye 

From her’s ne'er wander’d, haunting ftillthe place 
Where his dear treafure lay, difcover’d foon 

Her fecret woe, and bore a lover's part. 
Compatfion melts his foul, her glowing checks 
He kits’d, enamour'd, and her panting heart 

He prefs'd to his; then with thefe foothing words, 
Tenderly fmiling, her faint hopes reviv’d, 

“ Courage, my fair! the fplendid prize is thine. 
 Indulgent fortune will not damp our joys 
* Nor blaft the glories of this happy day. 
© Hear me, ye fwains! ye men of Kiftfgate! hear: 
Though great the honours by your hands con» 

ferr’d, 

« ‘Thefe royal ornaments, though great the force, 

Of chis puiffant arm, as all muft own, 

«. Who faw this day the bold Gorgonius fall; 

«© Yer were 1 more renown’d for feats of arms, 
_t aad knighdy prowefs, than that mighty Guys 
“a So fam'd in antique fong, Warwick’s great earl, 
« Who flew the giant Colbrand, in fierce fight 
“ Maintain’d a fammor's day, and freed this realm 
& From Danith vaffalage; his ponderous {word, 
And maffy {pear, atteft the glorious deeds, 

« Nor lefs bis hofpitable foul is feen 

In that capacious cauldron, whofe large freight 
“ Might feaft a province; yet were T like him, 

«« "The nation’s pride, like him 1 could forego 

« All earthly grandeur, wander through the warld 
« A ecund pilgrim in the tonefome den, 
ars rocky cave, with thele my royal hands 
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© Scoop the cold ttreamtis with herbs and Foor 
_ content, 
«” Mean faftenance ; could I by this but gain 
For the dear fair, the prize her heart defiress | 
“ Believe me, charming maid! 1d be a worm, 
«© The meaneft infect, aud the loweft thing 
"The world defpifes, to enchance thy fame.”” , 
So cheer'd he his fair queen, and fhe was cheer’ds 
Now with a noble confidence infpir’d, 
Her Jooks affure fuccefs, now ftripp’d of all 
Her cumpbrous veftments, beauty’s vain difguife, 
She fhines unclouded in her native charms. 
Her plaited hair behind her in a brede - 
Hung carelefs, with becoming grace each bluff” 
Varied her cheeks, than the gay rifing dawn 
More lovely, when the new-born light falotes 
The joyful earth, impurpling half the fies. 
Her ‘heaving breaft, through the thin covering 
view'd, 
Fix’d each beholder’s eye; her taper thighs, 
And lineaments exaé, would mock the fkill 
Of Phidias; nature alone can form 
Such due proportion. ‘To compare with her, 
Oread, or Dryad, or of Delia’s train, 2 
Fair virgin huntrefs, for the chafe artay’d, 
With tee quiver and unerring bow, 
Were but to leffen het fuperior mien, 
And goddefelike deport. ‘The mafter’s hand, 
Rare artifan! with proper fhades improves 
His lively colouring ; fo hee, to grace 
Her brighter charms, next her upon the plain 
Fufca the brown appears, with greedy eye 
Views the rich prize, her taway front erects 
Audacious, and with her legs unclean, 
Booted with grim, and with her freckled fkin, 
Offends the crawd, She of the gypfy train 
Had wander'd long, and the fun’s fcorchjng rays 
Imbrown'd her vifage grim; artful to view 
The fpreading palin, and with vile cant deceive 
The fove-fick maid, who barters all her {tore 
For airy vifions and fallacious hope. 
Gorgonius, if the current fame fay true, 
Her comrade once, they many a merry prank 
Togather play'd, and many a mile had ftroll'd, 
For him fit mate. Next ‘Tabitha the tall 
Strode o’er the plain, with huge gigantic pace, 
And overlook’d the crowd, Known far and near 
For matchlefs fpeed; fhe many a prize had won, 
Pride of that neighbouring + mart, for muftard 
fam’d, 7 
Sharp-biting grain, where amicably join 
The fifter floods, and with their liquid arms 
Greeting embrace. Here Gamaliel fage, 
Of Cameronian brood, with ruling rod 
Trains up his babes of grace, inftructed well 
In all the gainful difcipline of prayer; 
To point the holy leer, by jult degrees 
To clofe the twinkling eye, t’ expand the pilnia 
T° expofe the whites, and with the fighrlefs ball, 
To glare upon the crowd, to raife or fink 
The docile voice, now murruuring fofi and low 
With inward aceent calm, and then again 





® Tewkfbury in the vale of Evspam, where fir 
Avon rans inte the Severn. f a i es 
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tn foaming floods of raptarous eloquence, 1 
Let loofe the ftorm, and thunder through the nofe . 
‘The threaten’d vengeance : every mufe profane 
Is hanith’d hence, and, Seliconian ftreams 
Deferted, the fam'd Leman lake fupplies 
More plenteous draughts, of more divine import. 
Hail, happy youths! on whom indulgent Heaven | 
Each grace divine betowa; nor yet denies 
Carnal beatitudes, fweet privilege 
Of faints ele& ! Royal prerogative! 
Here in domeitic cares employ’d, and bound 
‘To annual fervitude, frail Tabitha, 
Her priftine vigour loft, now mourns in vain 
Her tharpen’d vifage, aad the fickly qualms 
‘That grieve her foul; a prey to love, while grace 
Slept heedlefs by! Yet her undaunted mind 
Still meditates the prize, and {till the hopes, 
Beneath th’ unwieldy load, her wonted {peed.” 
Others of meaner fame the ftately mufe + 
Records not; on more lofty flights intent, 
She {purns the ground, and mounts her native fkies. 
Room for the maiter of the ring; ye fwains! + 
Divide your crowded ranks. See! there on high | 
The glittering prize, on the tall ftandard borne, 
Waving in air; before him niarch in files 
‘The rural minftrelfy, the rattling drum 
Of folemn found, and th’ animating horn, 
Each huntiman’s joy; the tahor and the pipe, 
Companion dear at fealts, whofe cheerful notes 
Give life and motion to th’ unwieldy clown. . 
Ev'n age revives, and the pale puking maid” 
Feels ruddy health rekindling on her checks, 
And with new vigour trips it o’er the plain. 
Counting each careful ftep, he paces o’er 
‘Th’ allotted ground, and fixes at the goal 
His Nandard, there himfelf majeftic fwells, 
Suetch'd in a line, the panting rivals wait 
'Th’ expected fignal, with impatient eyes 
Meafure the fpace between, and in conceit 
Already grafp the warm contefted prize. 
‘Now all at once ruth forward to the goal, 
And ftep by ftep, and fide by fide, they ply 
Their bufy feet, and leave the crowd behind. 
Qhick heaves each breaft, and quick they’ fhoet : 
‘ along, plain. 
Vhrovgh the divided air, arid bound it o’er the 
‘Yo this, to that, capricious fortune deals 
Short hopes, fhort fears, and momentary joy. 
‘The breathlefs throng with open throats purfae, 
And broken.accents fhout imperfect praife. 
Such noife confus’d is heard, fuch wild uproar, 
‘When on the main the {welling furges rife, + 
Dath o'er the rocks, and, hurrying through the | 
flood, fey 
Drive on each other's backs, and crowd the flrand. | 
Before the reft till Tabitha was feen, 
Stretching amain, and whirling o'er the field ; 
Swift as the fhooting ftar that gilds the night 
‘With rapid tranfient blaze, the runs, fhe flies; 
Sudden fhe ftops. nor longer can endure 
‘The painful courfe, but drooping finks away, 
And, like that falling meteor, theré fhe lies 
A jelly cold on earth. Fufca, with joy, 
Beheid her wretched plight ; eer the pale corfe 
Jufniting bounds; hope gave her wings, and now, 
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Exerting alt her {peed, ftep after flepy 
Ac Ganderetta’s e!bow urg’d her way,’ XN 
Her fhoulder prefling, and with poifonous breat! 
Tainting her ivory neck: Long while had hel 
‘The tharp conteft, had nor propitious Heaven, 
With partial hands, to furh tranfce: dene charme 
Difpens’d its favours. For as o’er rhe green 
The carelefs gypfy, with incautious ‘peed, 
Fufh’d forward, and her rival fair had reach’d 
With equal pace, and only not o’erpafe'd ; 
Haply fhe treads, where Jate the ndftrry train, 
In wafteful luxury, and wanton joy, 
Lavifk had {pilt che cyder’s frothy flood, : 
And mead with cuftard mix'd, Surpris'd, appall’d;, 
And in the treacherous puddle ftruggling long, 
She flipp'd, the fell, upon her back fupine 
Extended Jay; the laughing multitude 
With noify fcorn approv'd her juit difgrace, 
As the fleck leveret fkims before the pack, 
So fties the nymph, and fo the crowd purfue. 
Borne on the wings of wind, the dear one flies, 
Swift as the various geddefy, nor lefs bright 
In beauty’s prime; when through the yielding air 
She darts along, and with refracted rays 
Paints the gay clouds; celeftial meffenger, 
Charg'd with the high behe:ts of Heaven's great 
queen! 

Her at the goal with open arms receiv’d 
Fond Hobbinol; with a@ive leap he feiz’d 
The coftiy prize, and laid it at her feet. 
Then paufing {tood, dumb with excefs of joy, 
Expreffive filenee | foreach tender glance 
Betray’d the raptures thar his congue conceal’dy 
Leis mute the crowd, in echoing fhouts, applaud’ 
Her fpeed, her beauty, his obfequious love. 

Upon a fittle eminence, whofe top 
O’erlook’d the plain, a fteep, but fhort afcent, 
Plac’d in a chair of ftate, with garlands crown’d, 
And Ioaded with the fragrance of the fpring, 
Fair Ganderetta fhone; like mother Eve * 
In her gay fyivan lodge, delicious bower! 
Where nature’s wanton hand, above the reach: 
Of rule, or art, had lavith’d ail her ftore,: 
‘To deck the flowery roof; and at her fide, 
Imperial Hobbiuol, with front fublime, ~. 
Great as a Roman confut, juft return’d 
From cities fack'd, and \ rovinces laid wafte, 
In his paternal wicker fat, enthron’d, ~ 
With eager eyes the crowd about them pref, 
Ambitious to behold the happy pair. 
Each voice, each inftrument, proclaims their jog’ 
With loudeft vehemence : fuch nuife is heard, . 
Such a tumultuous din, when, at tievall’ = 
‘Of Britain's fovereign, the ruftic bands 
O'erfpread the fields; the fubtle candidates 
Diffembled homage pay, and court the fools 
Whom they defpife ; cach proud majeftic clowm 
Looks big, and fhouts amain, mad with the tafte® 
Of power fupreme, frail empire of a day! 
That with the fetting fun exting is loft. 

Nor is thy grandeur, mighty Hobbinol 
Of longer date. short is, alas! the reign 
Of mortal pride; we play our parts a while, 
And firut upon the ftage; the fcene is chane’&y- 
Aut offers us a dungeon fora throne. AA 
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v “tehed viciffitude ! for, alter all 
118 tinfel dreams of empire and rénown, 
Fortune, capricious dame, withdraws at once 
The goodly y-ofpect, to his eyes prefents 
Her, whom h 3 con{cious foul abhorr’d, and fear'd. 
Lot pufhing through the crowd, a meagre form, 
With hafty ftep and vifage incompos’d! 
Wildly the ftar'f: rage {parkled in her eyes, 
And poverty fat fhrinking on her checks. 
Yet through th: cloud that hung upon her brows, 
A faded Juftce broke, that dimly thone 
Shorn of its beams, the ruins of a face, 
Impair'd by time, and fhatter’d by misfortunes. 
A lroward babe’hung at her flabby breatt, 
And tugg'd for Ife; but wept, with hideous moan, 
His fruftrate hopes, and unavailing pains. 
Another o’er her bending shoulder peep’d, 
Swaddled around with rags of various hue. 
He kens his camrade twin with envious eye, 
As of his thare defrauded; then amain 
‘He alfo creams, and to his brother's crics 
In doleful concert joins his loud laments. 
O dire effet of lawlefs love! O fing 
Of pleafure paft! As when a full-freight fhip, 
Bleft in a rich return of pearls or gold, 
Or fragrant fpice, or filks of coftly dye, 
‘Makes to the wih’d-for port with {welling fails, 
‘And all her gaudy trim difplay’d; o’erjoy’d 
‘The mafter fmiles; but if from fome {mall creek, 
A lurking corfair the rich quarry fpies, 
‘With all her fails"bears down upon her prey, 
And pales of thunder from her hollow fides 
Check his triumphant courfe; aghaft he fands 
Sriffen’d with fear, unable to refift, 
And impotent to fly; ali his fond hopes 
Are dath'’d at once! nought now, alas! remains 
Bat the fad choice of flavery or death! 
So far'd it with the haplefs Hobbinol, 
In the full blaze of his triumphant joy 
furpris’d by her, whofe dreadful face alone 
Could thake his ftedfaft foul. In vain he turns, 
And thifts his place averfe; fhe haunts him ftill, 
‘Aud glares upon him, with her haggard eyes, 
That fiercely fpoke her wrongs. Words fwell'd 
with fighs 
At length burft forth, and thus fhe ftorms enrag’d. 
“ Know’ft thou not me? falfe man! not to 
“ know me 
«© Argues thyfelf unknowing of thyfelf, 
« Puff'd up with pride, and bloated with fuceefs. 
** Is injur’d Mopfa then fo foon forgot? 
® Vhou keew'tt me once, ah! woe is me! thou 
© didft. 
* But if laborious days and fleeplef. nights, 
« Hf hanger, cold, contempt, and penury, 
* Infeparable guefts, have thus difguis’d 
© ‘fby once-belov'd, thy handmaid dear ; if thine 


ay 
And fortune’s frowns have blafted all my charms; - 
“ If here no rofes grow, no lilies bloom, 
Nor rear their heads on this neglected faces 
“ If through the world I range a flighted fhade, 
The ghoft of what I was, forlorn, unknown ; 
« At leaft know thefe. Sce! this {weet fimpering 
« babe, 
« Dear image of thyfelf; fee’ how it fprunts 
With joy at thy approach! fee, how it gilds 
“ Itsfofe fmocth face, with falfe paternal fmites$ 
“ Native deceit, from thee, bafe man, deriv'dt 
«© Or view this other elf,in every art. 
* Of {miling fraud, in every treacherous leer, 
“ Phe very Hobbinol! ah! cruel man! 
“ Wicked, ingrate! and could’ thou then f 
« foon, ; 
So foon forget that pleafing fatal night, 
When me, beneath the flowery thorn furpris’ 
"Thy artful wiles betray’d? was there a ftar, 
By which thou didi not fwear? was there §" 
© curfe, ie 
A plague on earth, thou didf not then invoke. 
On that devoted head; if eer thy heart 
Prov’d haggard to my love, if e’er thy hand 
“ Declin’d the nuptial bond ? but, oh! too welfy, 
‘Loo well, alas! my throbbing breaft perceiv’d: 
The black impending ftorm; the confciowg: 
“* moon 
“© Veil’d in a fable cloud her modeft face, 
And boding owls proclaim’d the dire event,” 
“ And yet E love thee-—Oh ! could'ft chow behol} 
That image dwelling in my heart! but why, © 
Why wafte I here thefe unavailing tears? & 
On this thy minion, on this tawdry thing. 
On this gay victim, thus with garlands crewn'&, 
Ali, all my vengeance fall: ye lightnings, blaft™ 
“ "That face accurs’d, the fource of all woe!. 
« Arm, arm, ye furies! arm; all hell break loofe't 
While thus I lead you to my juft revenge, 
“ And thus”—Up farts th’ aftonith'd Hobbinol ® 
To fave his better half. “ Fly, fly,” he cries,’ 
“ Fly, my dear life, the fiend’s malicious rage.” 
Borne on the wings of fear, away fhe bounds, 
And in the neighbouring village pants forlorn, 
So the cours’d hare to the clofe covert flies, 
Still trembling, though fecure. Poor Hobbinol, 
More grievous ills attend: around him prefs: 
A multitude, with huge Herculian clubs, 
Terrific band! the royal mandate thefe 
Infulting fhow : arrefted, and amaz’d, 
Half dead he ftands; no friends dare interpofe, 
But bow dejected to th’ imperial feral] : 
Such is the force of law. While confcious shamea 
Sits heavy on his brow, they view the wretch 
‘To Rhadamanth’s auguft tribunal dragg’d. 
Good Rhadamanth ! to every wanton clown 
Severe, indulgent to himfelf alone. 
Hhix 
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: Hee jncordita folus 
“ Montibus, et fylvis, Qudio jactabat inani. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tug feveral ae of parliament in favour of Fal- 
gpnry are an evident proof of that high efteem 
our anceftors had conceived for this noble diverfion, 
Our neighbours, France, Germany, iraly, and all 
the reft of Europe, have fcemed to vie with one 
nother, who should pay the greateft honours to 
the courageous falcon. Princes and ftates were 
her protectors; and men of the greateft genius, 
and moft accomplifhed in all forts of literature, 
with pleafure carried the hawk on their fits, But 
the princes of Afia, Turks, Tartare, Perfians, In- 
dians, &c have greatly out-done us Europeans in 
- the fplendor and magnificence of their ficld-pa- 
© gades, both as huntfmen and falconers. For though 
the defcription of flying at the ftag aud other wild 
beafts with eagles, may he thought a little in. 
< credible, yet permit me to affure the reader that 
* §t ie no fiction, but areal faa. All the ancient 
> books of falconry give us an account of it, and the 
selations of travellers confirm it. But what 1 
think puts it out of all difpate, is the defcription 
| the farnous Monfieur de Thou has given us in 
“his Latin poem, “ De Re Accipitraria,” lately re~ 
printed at Venice in 4735, with aa Italian tranila~ 
tion and notes. 


“ Hoc ftudio Hzemonii circumfonat aula tyranni, 
{ Tercentum illi equites, quoties venabula pofcit, 
Tor pedites adfunt : longo nemus orane remugit 
'  Latrantum eccurfu, venatorumque repulfis 
, * Vocibus; heic gemini, neque enim fatis effe 
 ferendo 
 Unus tanto oneri poffit, cedente petauro 
“ Circum aquilam geftant, aliam totidem inde 
 miniftri 
* Impofitam fubeunt: quarum minor illa vulucri 
* Ore canum voces fingit, nemora avia complens 
« Terrore ingenti: latcbris tum excita repenté 
 Infelix fera prorumpit: ruit altera demum 
{¢ Syblimis compar magne ftridore per auras; 


“ Tnvolat inque oculos et provolat, atque capaces 

“ Expandens per inane finus, caligine denfi. 

“ Horribilique fupervolitans caclum obruit umbr3 

Nec minor ineerea obfiftit: fublimis ut ifla, 

Hec humilis fic terga volans premit et Jatus 
“ urget: 

Neve gradum referat tetro, et veftigia vertat, 

Seu captea aut cervus fefe tulit obvius illie, 

Roftro atque ungue minax vetat, et cum come 
“ pare vires 

Alternat focias, artemque remunerat arte, 

Nec mora, nec requies: furiis exterrita tantis 

Donec in infidias cxec4 convalle Jocatas 

Precipitet rabidis fera mox lanianda Moloffis,” 


Tam very much obliged to thofe gentlemen who 
have read with favour my pocm upon hunting : 
their goodnefs has encouraged me to make thie 
fort fupplement to the Chafe, and in this pocm to 
give them fome account of all the more polite en- 
tertainments of the field, 





TUE ARGUMENT, 

Introduction, yer. 1. Defcription of flying at the 
Rag with eagles, after the manner of the Afiatic 
princes, 7. Defcription of hern-hawking, 100. 
Of flying at the river, 179. Partridge-hawking, 
232 pues. the lark with an hobby juft men- 
tioned, 235. Shooting flying, 241—Setting, 24 Sa 
Angling, 262. Conclufion, a71. 4 


Once more, Great Prince, permit an humble bard. 
Proftrate to pay his homage at your feet ; 
Then, like the morning lark from the low ground 
Towering aloft, fublime to foar, and fing; 
Sing the heart-cheering pleafure of the fields, 
The choice delight of heroes and of kings. 

in earlier times, monarchs of eaftern race 
In their full blaze of pride, as ftory tells, 
‘Train’d up th’ imperial eagle, facred bird! 
Hooded, with jingling bells, the perch’d on tivh 5 
Not as whea erft on goldcu wings the led a 
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ae legions o’er the conquer’d globe, 
“nkind her quarry; but a docile flave, 
"Tam'd to the lure, and careful to attend 
Her mafler’s voice. Behold the man renown’d, 
Abbas the Gr'at (whom all his fawning flaves 
Deem'd king” of kings; vain fools! “They fure 
forgot 
Greater Leonidas, and thofe fatal traits’ [heaps 
Blood-ftain’d, where flaughter’d Pcrfians fell on 
A dreadful carnage‘) Sce hisnumerous hoft 29 
Spread wideghe plains, and in their front upborne 
Each on her perch, that bends beneath her weight, 
"Two fiftcr eagles, ftately ponderous birds! 
The air’s a defert, and the feathcr'd race 
Fiy to the neighbouring coverts dark retrcats, 
‘The royal pair on wing, this whirls around 
In circles wide, or like the {wallow fkims 
The ruffet plain, and mimics as fhe flies 
(By many a fleeplefa night inftructed well) 
"The hound’s load openings, or the fpanicl’s quett. 
‘What cannot wakeful induftry fubdue! 3° 
Meanwhile that mountson high, and {cems to view 
‘A black afcending cloud ; when pierc’d the gloomy 
Of vapours dank condens'd, the fun’s bright beams 
Pain not her fyght: fhe with expanded fails 
‘Works through th’ etherial fluid; then perhaps 
Sees through a break of clouds this felf-pois’d 
orb 
Hard by her hznd-maid moon. She looks beneath 
Contemptuous, and beholds from far this earth, 
This mole-hill carth, and all its bufy ants 4O 
Labouring for life, which lafts fo fhort a day 
Jult blazing and extin@. So theu, my foul, 
"that breath ¢f life, which alt men muft perceive 
But none diftin@ly know, whan once efeap'd 
From this poor helplefs corfe, and wher on high 
Borne on angelic wings, took down with fcorn 
On this mean leffening world, and knaves grown 
rich; 
By chance, or fraud, or infolence-of power. 
Now from her higheft pitch, by quick degrees, 
‘With lefs ambition nearer earth fhe tends, 
As yet fearce vifible; and high in air 
Vois'd on extended wings, with tharper ken 
Attentive marss wl cr is done below. 
Thus (ome wife general from a rifing ground 
Obferve th’ ernbattled foe, where ferried ranks 
Forbid accefs, or where their arder loofe 
Invites th’ attack, and points the way to fate. 
All new is tumult, each heart fwells with joy, 
The falconers fhout, and the wide concave rings, 
Tremble th efts round, the joy:us ¢ries 6c 
ZaGui Crough the vates; and rocks, and woods, 
and hills 
. Return the varied founds. Forth b 
Nor trufts the mazes of his deep rece! 
Fear hid him clofe, ftrange inconfiftent guide! 
Now hurries him aghait, with buly feet 
Far o'er the fpacious plain; he pants to reach 
"The mountain's brow, or with unfleady ep 
To climb the craggy cliff: the gray-honnds ftrain 
Behind to pinch his havuch, who fearce evade 
Their gaping jaws. Onc cagle wheeling £ 
Jn aig vabyrinths, or with ealicr wing 
aSklus by his fide, and fans his paticns car 
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With hideous cries, then peals his forehead broad, 

Or at her eyes his fatal malice aims. 

The other, like the bolt of angry heaven, 

Darts down at once, and fixes on his back 

Her griping talons, ploughing with her beak 

His pamper'd chine: the blood, and fweat difili'd 

From many a dripping furrow, ftains the foil: 

Who pitics nét this fury-haunted wretch 8d 

Embarra(s’d thus, on every fide diftrefs’d ? 

Death willrelieve him : for the gray-hounds fierce, 

Seizing their prey, foon drag him to the ground $ 

Groaning he falls; with eyes that {wim in tears 

He looks on man, chief author «:f his Woe, 

And weeps, and dies. The grandecs prefs around. 

To dip their fabres in his boiling blood ; . 

Unfeemly joy! ‘Tis barbarous to infule 

A fallen woe, The dogs, and birds of prey 

Infatiate, on his reeking bowels feaft, 

But the flern falconer claims the lion’s fhare, 
Such are the fports of kings, and better far 

Than royal robbery, and the bloody jaws 

Of al! devouring war. Each animal, 

By natural inftinet taught, fpares his own kind + 

But man, the tyrant man, revels at large, 

Frec-booter unreftrain’d, deftroys at will 

The whole creation, men and beafts his prey, 

‘Thefe for his pleafure, for his glory thofe. 

Next will I fing the valiant falcon’s fame 

Aerial fights, where no confederate brute 

Joins in the bloody fray ; but bird with bird 

Jutts in midair. Lo! at his fiege the hern, 

t of fome fmall purling brook, 

ds to take his (caly prize, 

i her’s game. For mark behind 

The wily falconer creeps; his grazing horfe 

Canceals the treacherous foe, and on his fift 

‘Th’ unhooded falcon fits: with eager eyes 

She meditates her prey, and, in her wild 

Conceit. already plumes the dying bird. 

Up fprings the hern, redoubling every ftroke, 

Confcieus of danger flretches far away, 

With buly penaons and projected beak, 

Piercing th’ opponent clouds: the falcon fwift 

Follows at fpeed, mounts as he mounts, for hope 

Gives vigour to her wings. Anozher foon 

Strains after to fupport the bold attack, 

Perhags athird. Asin fome winding creeks” 

On proud Iberia’s fhore, the corfairs ly ~ 12¢h 

Lurk waiting to farprifea Brith fail,” 

Full freighted froma Hetruria’s friendly ports, 

Gr rich Byzantium ; after he rzaey fevd, 

Dathing the fpumy waves with equal oars, 

And fpreading ait theit fhrouds; fhe makes the, 

man 

Inviting every gsle, nor yet forgets 

To clear her deck, and tell th’ infulting foe, 

{n peals of thunder, Britons cannot fear. 

Sp flies the hern purfu’d, but fighting flies. 

Wari grows the canflict, every nerve’s employ’d 5 

Now through the yielding clement they foar 132 

Afpiring high, then fink ut once, and rove : 

s mazes through the troubled fky. 

No rell, no pence. ‘Te falcon hovering flies 

in air, and confitently bold 

seer him like a cloud, then aims her blew 

Hh uid 
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Full at his deftin'd head. The watchful hern 
Shoots from her like a blazing meteor {wife 

That gilds the night, eludes her talous keen 

And pointed beak, and gains a length of way. 140 
Obferve th’ attentive crowd ; all hearts are fix’d 
Ga this important war, and pleafing hope 

Glows in each breaft. ‘The vulgar and the great, ° 
Equally happy now, with freedom thare 

The common joy. The thepherd-boy forgets 
His bleating care ; the fabouring hind lets fall 
His grain unfown; in tran{port loft, he robs 
'Th’ expecting furrpw,and in wild amaze 

‘The gazing village point their eyes to heaven. 
‘Where is the tongue can fpeak the falconer's cares, 
?Twixt hopes and fears, as in a tempeft tof? 151 
Hie flustering heart, his varying checks confefe 
Ri inward woe, Now like a wearicd flag, 

‘hat lands at bay, the hern provokes their rage ; 
Clofe by his languid wing, in downy plumes 
Covers his fatal hcak, and cautious hides 
‘The well-diffembled fraud. ‘Ihe falcon darts 
Like lightning from above, and in her hreatt 
Receives the latent. death ; down plum the falls 
Bounding from carth, and with her trickling gore 
Defiles her gaudy plumage. See, alas! 166 
‘The falconer in defpair, his favourite bird : 
‘Dead at his feet, as of his deareft friend 

le weeps her fate ; he meditates revenge, 

¢ ftorms, he foams, he gives a loofe to rage : 
Nor wants he long the means; the hern fatigu’d, 
Borne down by numbers yiclds, and prone on earth 
fe drops: his cruc] foes wheeling around 

Infult at will, The vengeful falccner flice 
Swift as an arrow fhooting to their aid ; 170 
‘hen muttcring inward curfes breaks his wings, 
» And fixes in the ground his hated beak ; 

es with malignant joy the vi@ors proud 

mear’d with his blood, and on his marrow feaft, 

Unhappy bird! our fathers’ prime delight! 
Who fenc’dt thine eyrie round with facred Jaws. 
Nor mighty princes now difdain to wear 
‘Thy waving creft, che mark of high command, 
‘With gold, and pearl, and brillant gems adorn’d. 

Now, if the cryftal ftream delizht thee more, 189 
Sportiman, lead on, where through the reedy bank 
‘Th’ infinvating waters filter'd ttray 

many a winding maze. The wild-duck there 

Juts on the fattening oufe, or fteals the {pawn 
Of teeming fhoals, hee more delicious feaft, 

How do the fun-beams on the glafly plain 
Sport wanton aud amvfe our wondering eyes 

vith varioufly-reflected changing rays! 

‘he murmuring fream falutes the flowery mead 
That glows with fragrance; nature all around 190 
Confents to blef, What fluggard now would fink 
In beds of down? what mifer would not Icave 
His bags untold for this tranfporting {ceue ? 
Falconer, take care, oppofe hy well-train’d fteed, 
‘And flily Raik ; unhood thy falcon bold, 

Obferve at feed the ynfufpeAing team 

Paddling with oary feet» he’s feen, they fly. 
Now at full {peed the falconer fpurs away 

F’ affift his favourite hawk, fhe from the reft 
Has fingled out the mallard young and gay, 200 
‘Whofe green anc azure brightens in the fun. 





SOMERVILE, 
Swift as the wind that fweeps the defert plain, ~ 


. With feet, wings, beak, he cuts the liquid ky: 


Bechoves him now both oar and fail;_ for fee 

‘Th’ unequal foe gains on him as he lies, 

Long holds th’ aérial courfe; they r fe, they fall, 
Now fkim in circling rings, then ftretch away 
‘With all their force, till at one fatal flroke 


j The vigorous hawk, exerting every nerve,. 


‘Trufs'd in mid-air bears down her captive prey, 23@ 
’Tis well on carth they fall; for oft the duck 
Miftrufts her coward wings, and fecKs again 

The kind proteGting flood: if haply then 


*} The falcon rath aim a decifive blow, 


And {pring to gripe her floating prey; at once 


: She dives beneath, and near fome ofier’s root 


Pops up her head fecure; then views her foe 
Juft in the grafping of her fond defires, 
And in full pride of triumph, whelm'd beneath 
The gliding ftream, Ah! where are now, prou@ 
bird! 
Thy ftately trappings, and thy filver bells, 
Thy glofly plumage, and thy filken creft ? 
Say, tyrant of the ikies! Wouldft thou not now 
Exchange with thy but late defponding foe 
Thy dreadful talons, and thy polith’d beak, 
For her web-feet defpis’d ? How happy they ! 
Who, when gay pleafure courts, and fortune fmiles, 
Fear the reverfe, with caution tread thefe paths 
Where rofes grow, but wily vipers creep ! 
Thefe are expenfive joys, fit for the great age 
Of large domains poffels'd: enough for me 
To boaft the gentle fpar-hawk on my filt, 
Or fly the partridge from the briftly field, 
Retrieve the covy with my bufy train, 
Or with my foaring hobby dare the lark. 
But, if the thady woods my cares employ, 
In queft of feather’d game, my fpaniels beat 
Puzzling th’ entangled copfe; and from the brake 
Pufh forth the whirring pheafant; high in air 
He waves his varied plumes, ftretching away 240 
With hafty wing. Soon from th’ uplifted tube 
The mimic thunder burfts, the leaden death 
O’ertakes him; and with many a giddy whirl 
To earth he falls, and at my feet expires. 
When autumn {miles, all-beauteous in decay, 
And paints each chequer’d grove with variony 
hues; 
My fetter ranges in the new-fhorn fields, 
His nofe in air ere¢t; from ridge to ridge 
Panting he bounds, his quarter’d ground divides: 
In equal intervals, nor carelels leaves 25Q 
One inch untry’d. At Iength the fancse4-cales. 
His noftrils wide inhale; quick joy elates 
His beating heart, which, aw’d by difcipline 
Severe, he dares not own; but cautious creeps 
Low-cowering, ftep by ftep 5 at laft attains 
His proper diftance ; there he ftops at once, 
And points with his inftrudiive’ nofe upon 
The trembling prey. On'wings of wind upborng 
The floating net unfolded flies ; then drops, 
And the poor fluttering captives rife in vain. 269 
Or haply on fome river’s cooling bank, ~ 
Patiently mufing, ‘all intent I ftand nom 
“Fo hook the fealy glutton. See! down fink 
My cork, that faithful menitor ; his weight _7. 
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angie bends; furpris'd, amaz‘d, 

glitters in the fun, and ftruggling pants 
For liberty, till in the purer air 
He breathes n¢ more. Such are our pleafing cares, 
And {weet am’fements, fuch each bufy drudge 
Envious muft with, and ali the wife enjoy. 270 

Thus, moft illuflrious prince, have 1 prefum’d 
In my obfcure fojourn to fing at eafe 
Rural delights, the joy, and fweet repaft 
Of every noble mind: and now perchance 
Untimely fing’; fince from yon neighbouring thore 
‘The grumbling thunder rolls; calm peace alarm’d 
Starts from her couch, and the rude din of war 
Sounds harfh in every car. But righteous heaven! 
Britain deferted, friendlefs, and alone, 
Will not as yet defpair : thine but in arms, 
O prince, belov'd by all! patron profefs'd 
Of liberty ! ‘with every virtue crown’d! — [cliffs, 
Millions fhall crowd her ftrand; and her white 
t As Teneriff, or Atlas firm, defy 


The break of feas, and malice of her foes; 
Nor the proud Gaul prevail where Caefar faif'dy 


NOTES ON FIELD-SPORTS. 


Ver, 18. Straits of Thermopylz. Sce the ftorg-* 
of Xerxes. 

Ver. 103. The place where the hern takes hie 
ftand, watching his prey. : 

Ver. 169. This is done to prevent his hurting 
the hawk: they generally alf break their Jegs. 

Ver. 372. The reward of the hawk made of the 
brains, marrow, and blood, which they call in Jta., 
lian, Soppa. 

Ver. 174. No man was permitted to fhoot withs 
in 600 yards of the eyrie, or neft of an hern, under 
great penalties. 

Ver. 178. The hern’s top worn at coronations’ 
here, and by the great men in Afia in their sige 
bans, 
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OCCASIONAL POEMS, TRANSLATIONS, FABLES, AND. 
TALES. 


* Dum nihil habemus majus, calamo ludimus,"* 


TO WILLIAM SOMERVILE 
OF WARWICKSHIRE, ESQ 


@n reading feveral of bis Excellent Poems. By Allan 
Ramfay. 
Six, Uhave read, and much admire, 
Your mufe’s gay and ealy flow, 
‘Wuarm'd with that true Idalian fire 
‘That gives the bright and cheerful glow. 
Tconn’d each line with joyous care, 
As I can fuch from fun to fun; 
And, like the glutton o’cr his fare 
Delicious, thought them too foon done, 
‘The witty fmile, nature and art, 
in all your numbers fo combine, 
As to complete their juft defert, 
-- Svndegeoetthem with uncommon fhine. 
Delighted we your mufe regard, 
When the like Pindar’s fpreads her wings; 
And virtue, being its own reward, 
Expreffes by the fitter {prings. 
Emotions tender crowd the mind, 
When with the royal bard you go, 
To figh in notes divinely kind, 
« The mighty fall’n on mount Gilbo.” 
Much furely was the virgin’s joy, 
Who with the Hiad had your lays; 
Ror fer, ang fince the fiege of Troy, 
We all delight in love and prailc. 


Pox, 


Thefe heaven-born paffions, fuch defire, 
I never yet could think a crime; 

But firft-rate virtues which infpire 
The foul to reach at the fublime, 


But often men miitake the way, 
And pump for fame by empty boaft, 
Like your * gilt afs,” who ftood to bray, 
Till in a flame his tail he loft. 


Him * th’ incurious Bencher”™ hits, 
With his own tale, fo tight and clean, 
That, while I read, fireams guih, by fies 
Of hearty laughcer, from my cen. 
Old Chaucer, bard of vaft ingine, 
Fontaine and Prior, who have fung. 
Blyth tales the beft; had they heard ¢hine 
On Lob, they'd own'd themfelves out-dore. 
The plot’s purfued with fo much glee, 
The too officious “ dog and prieft,” 
The “ {quire opprefs'd,” 1 own for me, 
I never heard a better jeft. 
Pope well defcrib’d an omber game, 
And “ King revenging captive queen,” 
He merits; but had won more fame, 
{£ author of your “ Bowling-green,” 
You paint your parties, play cach bowl, | 
So natural, juft, and with fuch eafe, 
‘That, while I'read, upon my foul! 
I wander how I chance to pleale. 


9. 
Yet have pleas’d, and pleafe the bef; 
And fure to me Jaurels belong, 
Since Britith fair, and ‘monyft the beft, 
jomervile’s confort likes my fong. 


Ravifh'd I heard th' harmonious fair 
Sing, like a dweller of the fky, 

My verfes with a Scotian air ; 
“Phen faints were not fo bleft as 1. 


_ Up her the valued charms unite ; 

-\Bhe really is what all would feem, 

Gracefully Fandfome, wile and {weet: 

- *Tis merit to have her efteem. 

Your noble kinfman, ber lov’d mate, 
Whole worth claims all the world’s refpedt, 

Met in her Jove a fmiling fare, 
Which has, and muft have, good effe@. 

You both from one great lineage fpring, 
‘Both fram de Somervile, who came, 

With William, England’s conquering king, 
To win fair plains, and lafting fame. 


“Whichnour he left to’s eldeft fon ; 
‘That firft-born chief you reprefent ; 
His fecond came to Caledon, 
From whom our Somer'lc takes defcent. 


On him and you may fate beftow 
Sweet balmy health and cheerful fire, 
‘As long’s ye’d with to live below, 
> Seill bleft wich all you would defire. 
O fir! oblige the world, and fpread 
In print thofe and your other.Jays; 
This thall be better’d while they read, 
And after-ages found your praife. 
"J could enlarge—but if | should 
On what you've wrote, my ode would run 
‘Too great a length—Your thoughts fo crowd, 
To note them all, I'd ne’er have donc, 


Accept this offering of a mufe, 
Who on her Piétland hills ne’er tires : 
Nor should (when worth invites) refufe 
‘To fing the perfon the admires, 


AN ODE. 


Humbly inferibed to the Duke of Marlborough, upon bis 
Rimoval from ali his Places. 


“ Virtus repulfe nefcia fordidz 
“ Intaminatis fulget honoribus, 
“ Nec fumit, aut ponit fecures, 
«© Arbitrio popularis aurz.”” 
: Hor. 
Wuen, in meridian glory bright, 
You thine with more illuftrious rays, 
Above the mufe’s weaker flight, 
Above the poet's praife. 
In vain the goddefs mounts her native tkies, 
In vain, with feeble wings, attempts to rife ; 
In vain fhe toils to do her hero right, 

Loft in excefs of day, and boundlefs tracks of light. 
‘The Theban fwan with daring wings, 
And force impetuous, foars on high, 
‘Above the clouds fublimely fings, 

- Above the reach of mortal eye, 
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Bot what, alas! would Pindar do, 
Were his bold mnfe to fing of you? =: 
Can Chromius’ ftrength be nam’d with yours? 
Can mimic fights and {p-rtive par 
With Schellembergh’s demolifA’d towers, 
Or Blenheim’s bloody ficld compare ? 
‘The bard would bluth ac Theron’s fpeed, 
When Marlborough mounts the fiery feed ; 
And the defpairing foe’s purfued : 
Through towns and provinces fubducd. 
Fond poet, fpare thy empty baad, 
In vain thy chariots raife fo great a duft; 
Sce Britain’s here with whole armies flies, 
To execute his vaft defigns, 
‘To pafs the Scheid, to force the lines, 
Swift as chy {moking car, to win th’ Olympic prize, 
But now, when, with diminih’d light, 
And beams more tolerably bright, 
With lefs of grandeur and furprife, 
Mild you defcend to mortal eyes ; 
Your fetting glories charm us more, 
Than all your dazzling pomp before. 
Your worth is better underftood, * 
‘The hero more diftindly view’d, 
Glad we behold him not fo great as good. 
True virtue’s amiasle face 
Improves, when fhaded by difgrace; 
A lively fenfe of confcious worth, 
Calls ail her hidden beauties forth ; 
Darts through the gloom a lovely ray, 
And, by her own intrinfic light, creates a nobler 
day. 


Let fickle chance with partial hands divide 
Her gaudy pomp, her tinfel pride; 
Whe to her knaves and fools fupplies 
Thofe favours which the brave defpife. 
Let faction raife the faucy crowd, 
And call her multitude to arms; 

Let envy’s vipers hifs aloud, 
And roufe all hell with dire alarms: 

Go thake the rocks, and bid the hills removes 
Yet {till the hero's mind fhall be 
Unchangeable, refolv’d, and free, 

Fix’d on its bafe, firm as the throne of Jove. 

Britons, look back on thofe aufpicious days, 

On Mfter’s banks when your great leader flood, 

And with your gafping foes incumber’d all the 

flood. 


Or when Ramillia’s bloody plain 
Was fatten’d with the mighty Main ; 

Or when Blaregnia’s ramparts were affail’d, 
With force that heaven itfelf had ward. 
Did then reviling pens profane 

Your Marlborough’s facred name? 

Did neify tribunes then debauch the crowd? 

Did their unrighteous votes blafpheme aloud? 
Did mercenary tools confpire 

To curfe the hero whom their foes admire? 

No !—The contending nations fung his prailey 

While bards of every clime 
Exert their moft triamphant lays, 

No thought too great, no diGion too fublime. 

Hail, glorious prince ! ‘tis not for thee wetyicve, 
for thy invutnerzble fame eRVENts 
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glo diminution can receive, 
Thou, mighty man! art Gill the fame, 
Thy purer gold eludes the flame; 
This fiery trial makes thy virtue thine, 

And perfecutio® crowns thy brows with raysdivine. 
But what, alas! fhall fainting Europe da? 
How ftand the fhock of her imperious foe? 

What fucceffor fhall bear the weight 
Of all our cares? and prop the flate ? 
Since thou our Atlas art remov'd, 
Q det defervinachief ! and therefore bett beloy'd? 
To your own Blenheim's blifstul feat, 
From this ungrateful werld retreat ; 
A yift unequal to that hero’s worth, 
Who trom the peaceful Thames led our hold Bri- 
tons forth, 
To free the Danube and the Rhine ; 
Who by the thunder of his arms : 
Shook the proud Rhdue with loud alarms, 
Ard rais'd a temped in the wvembling Seine. 
After the loug fatigues of war, 
Repofe your envy'd virtues here 5 
Enjoy, my lord, the fweet repalt 
Of all your glorious toils, 
A pleafuce that fhall ever laft, 
‘The mighty comfort that, proceeds 
From tie juft fenfe of virtuous deeds, [fpoils 
Content with endlefs fame, contemn the meaner 
Pomona calls, and Pan invites, 
To rural pleafures, chatte delights; 
The orange and the citron grove 
Will by your hand alone improve ; 
‘Would fain their gaudy liveries wear, 
And wait your prefence to revive the ycar. 
In this Elyfium, more than blett, 
Laugh at the vulgar’s fenfeleis hate, 
‘The politician’s vain deceit, 
The fawning knave, the proud ingrate, 
Revolve in your capacious breatt 
‘The various unforefeen events, 
* And unexpeéted accidents, {great. 
‘That change the flate’ring fcene, and overturn the 
Frail are our hopes, and fhort the date 
Of grandeur’s tranfitory ftate. 
Corinthian brafs fhall melt away, 
And Parian marble thall decay ; 
The vaft Oolcffus, chat on either fhore 
Exulting ftood, is now no more; 
Arts and artificers fhall die, 
And in one common ruin lie, 
Behold your own majeftic palace rife, 
ecmulate the fkies ; 
gilded globes, the pointed {pires: 
See the proud dome’s ambitious height, 
Emblem of power and pompous ftate, 
Above the clouds afpires ; 
Yet Vulcan’s fpight, or angry Jove, 
May foon its towering pride reprove, 
Its painted glories foon efface, 

Divide the ponderous roof, and fhake the folidbafe. 
Material ftru€iures muft {ubmit to fate. 

But virtue which alone is truly great, 
Virtue like yours, my lord, fhall be 
re of immortality, 
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Nor foreign force, nor factious rage, 
Nor envy, nor devouring age, 
Your latting glory thall impair, 
Time fhall myfterious truths declare, 
And works of darknefs thal difelofe; 
This blefling is referv’d for you 

YT" outlive the trophies to your merit duc, 

And malice of your foes, 

If glorious actions, in a glorious caufe, 
If vatour negligent of praife, 

Deferving, yet retiring from applaufe, 












In generons minds can great ideas raife 
WE av'd, and liberty reftor’d, 

By fteady condudt, and a profperous fword, 
Can cl 


min free-born fouls a jutt eftecm g 
Britain's victozious chief thal! be. 
Rever'd by late poflcrity, 

The hero’s pattern, and the poct’s theme, 


ODE, 


Occafiuned by the Duke of Marllorongh's embarking fom 
Oftend, An. 171%. 
* 
“ Interque mocrentes amicos, 
“ Egregius properavit exul.” Hox, 
Ye powers, who rule the boundlefs deep, 
Whole dread commands the winds obey, 
To roll the waters on a heap, 
Or (mooth the liquid way : 
Fropitious hear Britannia’s prayer, 
Britannia’s hope is now your care, 
Whom oft to yonder diftant thore, 
Your hofpitable billows bore, 
When Europe in diftrefs implor’d 
Relief from his victorious fword ; 
Who, when the mighty work was dona, 
Tyrants repell'd, and battles won, 
On your glad waves, proud of the glorious load, 
Through thefe your watery realms, in yearly tris 
umph rode. 
To winds and feas, diftrefs’d he flies, 
From ftornisat land, and faStion’s fpight : 
Though the more fickle crowd denies, 
The winds, the fcas, fhall do his virtue right, 
Be hutht, ye winds! be ftill, ye feas! 
Ye billows ficep at eafe, 
And in your rocky caverns ret! 
Let all be caim as the great hero's breaft. 
Here no unruly paffions reign, 
Nor fervile fear, nor proud difdain, 
Fach wilder luft is banith’d hence, 
Where gentle love prefides, and mild benevolence. 
Here no gloomy cares arife, 
Confeious honour fill fupplies, 
Friendly hope,and peace of mind, 
Such as dying martyrs find. 
Serene within, no guilt he knows, 
While all his wrongs fit heavy on his foes, 
Say, mufe, what hero fhall 1 fing, 
What great example bring, 
To parallel this mighty wrong, 
And with his graceful wocs adorn my fong? 
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Shall brave Themiftocles appear 
Before the haughty Per‘ian’s throne ? 
‘While conquer’d chiefs confefs their fear, 
And fhatter’d fleets his triumphs own ; 

In admiration fix’d, the monarch food, i 


Obdurate hearts | cannot fuch merit move & 

The hero’s valour, nor the patriot’s love ¢ 

Fly, goddefs, fly this inaefpicious place ; 
Spurn at the vile degenerate rate, 

Attend the glorious exile, and proclaim 
In other chimes his lalting fame, 

Where honeft hearts, unknowing to forget 
“rhe bleflings from his arms receiv'd, - 
Confefs with joy the mighty debe, 

Their altars refcued, and their gods reliev’d. 


Nor fails the hero toa cline ucanown, 


Cities preferv'’d, their great deliverer own > 
Impatient crowds about him prefs, 
And with ficcere devotion blefs. 5 
Thofe plains, of ten years war the bloody ftage, 
(Where panting nations ftruggled ta be free 
‘And life exchang’d for liberty) 
Retain the marks of ftern Bellona’s rage. 
"The doubtful hind miflakes the field 
His fruitlefs toil fo Jately till’d: 
Here deep intrenchments funk, and vales appear, 
‘The vain retreats uf Gallic fear; 
There new-created hills deform the plain, 
Big with the carnage of the flain: 
Thefe monuments, when faction’s fpite 
Has fpit its poifonous foam in vain, 
To endlefs ages fhal! proctaim 
The matchlefs warrior’s might. [right. 
The graves of Maughter’d foes fhall do his valouy 
Thefe when the curious traveller 
Amaz'd fhall view, and with attentive care 
Trace the fad foctitcps of defiructive war; 
Succeffive bards thal} tell, {felt 
How Marlborough fought, kow gafping tyrants 
‘Alternate chiefs confefs'd the viGtor’s fame, 
Pleas'd and excus'd in their fucceffor's fhame, 
in every change, in every form, 
‘The Proteus felt his conquering arm: 
Convine'd of weaknefs, in extreme defpair, (war. 
‘They lork'd behind their lines, and wag’d a lazy 
Nor lines nor forts could calm the foldier’s fearg 
Surpris'd he found a Maslborough there. 
Nature, nor art, his eager rage withftood, 
He meafur'd diftant plains, He ‘fore’d the rapid 
flood, 
He fought, he conquer’d, he purfued. 4 
In years adyanc’d, with youthful vigour warm’d, 
The work of ages in a day perfom'd. 
When kindly gleams diffolve the winter fnows, 
From Alpine hills, with fuch impetuous hafte 
The icy torrent flows ; 
In vain the rocks oppofe, ~ 
It drivesalong enlarg'd, and lays the regions wate. 
Stop, goddef, thy prefumptuous ight, 
Nor foar to fuch a dangerous height, 
Raife not the ghoft of his departed tame, 
"Vo pierce our conicious fouls with guilty thame § 
But tune thy harp to humbler lays, : 
Nor meditate offenfive praife. 














With fecret joy, his glorious prize he view'd, 
Of more intrinfic worth than provinces fubdued. 
Or faithful Ariftides, fent, 
For being juft, to banifhment, 
He writ the rigid fercence down, 
He pitied the mifguided clown. 
Or him, who, when brib’d orators mifled 
"The factions tribes, to hoftile Sparta fled ; 
The vile ingrateful crowd, 
Proclaim’d their impious joy aloud, 
But foan the fools difcover'd to their coft, 
“Athens in Alcibiades was loft. 
Or, if a Roman name delight thee more, 
‘The great Didtator’s fate deplore, 
Camillus againft noify fa@ion bold, 
In viGtories and triumphs old. 
r Ungrateful Rome!” ? 
Punith’d by heaven's avenging doom, 
Soon fall thy ardent vows invite him Tanke; 
The mighty chieftain foon recall, 
To prop the falling capitol, 
And fave his country from the perjur'd Gaul. 
Search, mufe, the dark records of time, 
And every shameful ftory trace, 
Black with injuttice and difgrace, 
When glorious merit was a crime; 
Yet thefe, all thefe, but faintly can exprefs 
Folly without excule, and madnefs in excefs. 


The nobleft object that our eyes can blefs, 
Is the brave man triumphant in diftrefs ; 
Above the reach of partial fate, 
‘Above the vulgar’s praife or hate, {deprefs. 
Whom no feign’d {miles can raife, no real frowns 
View him, ye Britons, on the naked fhore, 
Refolv'd to truft your faithlcfs vows no more, 
‘That mighty man ! who for ten glorious years 
Surpafs’d our hopes, prevented all our prayers. 
A name, in every clime renown’d, 
By nations blefs’d, by monarchs crown’d. 
In folemn jubilees our days we {pent, 
Our hearts exulting in each grand event. 
Fadtions applaud the man they hate, [wait. 
And with regret, to pay their painful homage 
Have I not feen this crowded thore, 
With multitudes al] cover’d o'er ? 
While hiils and groves their joy proclaim, 
And cchoing rocks return his name. 
‘Attentive to the lovely form they gaze : 
He with a cheerful fmile, 
Glad to revifit this his parent ifle, » 
Flies from their incenfe, and efcapes their praife. 
Yes, Britons, view him fill unmov'd, 
Unchang’d, though lefs belov'd. 
His generous foul no geep refentment fires, 
But, blufhing for his country's crimes, the kind 
good man retires, 
Ev’n now he fights for this devoted iffe, 
‘And labours to preferye his native foil, [pares, 
Piverts the vengeance which juft heaven pre- 
Accus’d, difarm’d, protets us with his prayers. 
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“@ Rn erie, ut liceat totum mihi ferre per orbem, 
# Sola Sophocleo tua carmina digna cothurno!” 
Virc. 


To the gay town where guilty pleafure reigns, 

‘The wife good man prefers our humble plains: 

Negleated honours on hie merit wait, 

Here he retires when courted to be great, 

The world refigning for this calm retreat. 

His foul with wifdonr’schoiceft tre afuresfraught,) | 
«Here proves ip pradtice each fublimer causing 

And lives by Filtes his happy pen has taught. 9 | 

Great bard’ how thall my wortble(s mute afpi 
To reach your praife, without your facred fire ? 
From the judicious critic’s piercing eyes, 

‘Yo the beft narur’d man fecure fhe fies. 

When panting virtue her laft efforts made, 
You brought your Clio to the virgin’s aid ; 
Prefumptuous folly bluh'd, and vice withdrew, 
‘Yo vengeance yielding her abandon'd crew. 
*Tis true, confederate wits their forces join, 
Parnaffus labours in the work divine ; 

Yet thefe we read with too impatiertt eyes, 

And huat for you through every dark dilguife ; 

In vain your modefty that name conceals, 

Which every thought, which every word, reveals, 

With like faccefs bright beauty’s gaddels tries 

‘Fo veil immortal charms from mortal eyes ; 

Her graceful port, and her celeftial mien, 

To her brave fon betray the Cyprian queen; 

@dours divine perfume her roly breoft, 

She glides along the plain in majefty confefs'd. 

Hard was the talk, and worthy your great mind, 

To pleafe at once, and to reform mankind : 

Yet, when you write, truth charms with fuch ad- 
drefs, 

Pleads virtae’s canfe with fuch becoming grace, 

His own fond heart the guilty wretch betrays, 

He yields delighted, and convine'd obeys: 

You touch our follies with fo nice a fkill, 

Nature and habit prompt in vain co ill. 

Nor can it leffen the Spetator’s praife, 

‘That from your friendly hand he wears the bays; 

Bis great defign all ages thal cotamend, 

But more his happy choice in fuck a friend. 

So the fair queen of night the world Telieves, 

Nor at the fun’s fuperior honour grieves, 

Proud to reflect the glories the receives, 

When dark oblivion is the warsior’s lot, 

His mevite cenfur'd, and his wounds forget: 

‘Woen burnith’d helms and gilded armour ruft, 

And each proud trophy finks in common du : 

F rf “lw ating honours deck the poet's brows, 

He fhares the mighty bieflings he beftows 

His fpreading fame enlarges as it lowe. 

Had not your mufe in her immortal ftrain 

Defcrib'd the glorious toils on Blenheim’s plain, 

Even Marlborough might-have fought, and Dor- 
mer bled in vain. 

‘When honour calls, and the juft caufe infpires, 

Britain’s bold fons to emulate their fires 5 

Your mufe thefe great examples thal! fupply, 

Like chat to conquer, or like this to dic, 

Conter ting nations antient Homer claim, 

Aad Mantua glorics in her Maro’s names 














as 
Our happier foil the prize thall yield to none, 
Ardenna’s groves fhall boaft an Addifon, 

Ye filvan powers, and ail ye rural gods, 

That guard thefe peaceful thades, and bleft abodes 


| For your new guett your choiceft gifts prepare, 


Exceed his withes, and prevent his prayer ; 


* Grant him, propitious, freedom, health, and peace,’ 


And as his virrues, let his ftores increafe. 
His lavith hand no deity thali mourn, 
In lafting verfe eternal altars raife, ~ 
And over-pay your bounty with his praife. 
Welcome the ftranger to thefe happy plains, 
With hyenns of joy in folemn pomp attend 
Ye nymphs, that haunt the ftreams and thady 
Forget a while to mourn your abfent loves; 
‘Prochims 
In yielding blufkes own your rifing fame : 
Be kind, ye aymphs, nor let him figh in vain. 
That Grecian arts, or Roman arms fubdu’d, 
Search every region, every difkant foil, 
Say then, accomplifh'd bard! What god inclin’d #. 
‘To thefe our humble plains your generous mindz. 
Which none know better, or defcribe fo well. 
In vain ambrofial fruits invite your Nay, 
And ductile flreams that round the borders ftray. 
Dittinguith’d by th’ immortal Shakfpeare’s birth 
Where through the vales the fair Avona glides, 
Flora’s rich gifts deck ali the verdant foil, 
And plenty crowns the happy farmer's toil. 
‘Che babe was born; his bed with rofes ftrow'd: 
Here in an ancient venerable dome, 
Angels upfeen watch o'er his hallow’d urn, 
And in foft elegies cumplaining mourn! 
OWE, 
Reveals the wonders of eternal love. : 
The heavens, delighted in his tuneful lays, 
In heaven he fings;. ow earth your mufe Supplies 
‘Th’ important lofs, and heals our weeping eyes, 
With equal genius, but fuperior art, 
Hail, happy pair! ordain'd by turns to blefe, 
By great examples to refurm the crowd, 
Awake they zeai, and warm their frozen blood, 
Nor {pares a father in his country's caufe ; 
Juftice fevere applauds the cruel deed, 
The nation weeps; and frem thy fate, oh Rome! 
L.carns to prevent her own impending doom. 


The pious bard fhall make a jut return; 
Tune every reed, touch every ftring, ye {waine, 
Apollo's darling, and the mufes’ friend, [groves 
In fong and fportive dance your joy 
Each jand remote your curious eye has view'd, 
With pleafing labour and infructive toil : 
Nor would you deign in Latian fields to dwell, 
ln Asin the myrtle groves obftru@ your way, 
Your wifer choice prefers this fpot of earth, 
And nourithes the glebe with fattening tides; 
Here, on the painted borders of the flood, 
Opprefs'd with grief, we view the poet’s tomb, 
While the blefs'd faint, in loftier ftrains abi 
With filent joy attend their Maker's praife. 
Correctly great, the melts each flinty heart, 
And fave a finking nation in diftrefs. 
When Brutus (trikes for liberty and laws, 
A tyrant fuffers, and the woild is freed, ¢ 
But, when we fee the godlike Cato bleed, 

Where is the wretch a worthlels life can prizey. 
When fenates are no more end Gata dive ? 
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Indulgent forrow, and a pleafing pain, Age, unwilling to depart, 
Heaves in each breaft, and beats in every vein. Begs life from his prevailing fill ; 
‘Th’ expiring patriot animates the crowd, Youth, reviving from his art, 
Bold they demand their ancient rights aloud, Borrows its charms and power to kill: 
The dear-bought purchale of theirfathers’ blood.) | Bue when the patriot’s injur'd fame, 
Fair Liberty her head majeftic rears, His country’s honour, or his friends, 
Ten thoufand bleffings in her bofom bears; Amore extenfive bounty claim, 

” Serene the fmiles, revealing all her charms, ° With joy the ready mufe attends, 
‘And calls her free-born youth to glorious arms. Immortal honours the beftows, 


Forlorn the fits, and dreads the fatal day, She crowns the glorious vidtor’s brows, 


Fadtion’s repell’d, and grumbling leaves her prey, A gift the mufe alone can give ; 
‘When eaftern gales fhal! fweep her hopes ae And bids expiring virtue live.” 


Such ardent zea! your mufe alone could raile, Nymphs yet unborn fhali melt with amorous flames 
Alone reward it with immortal praife. ‘That Congreve’s lays infpire ; 
Agee to come fhall celebrate your fame, | And Philips warm the gentle fwains 
And refcued Britain blefs the poet's name. To love and foft defire. 
So-when the dreaded powers of Sparta fail’d, Ah, fhun, ye fair, the dangerous founds! 
Tyrtwus and Athenian wit prevail'd, ‘Alas, each moving accent wounds ! 
Too weak the laws by wife Lycurgus made, The Sparks conceal'd revive again, 
And rules fevere without the mufes’ aid : The god reftor'd, refumes his reign, } % 
He touch'd the trembling ftrings, the poet’s fong In killing joys and pleafing pain, 
Reviv'd the faint, and made the feeble flrong ; ‘Thus does each bard in different garb appear, 
Recall’d the living to the dufty plain, Each mufe has her peculiar air, 
And to a better life reflor’d the flain. And in propriety of drefs becomes more fair ; 
"The viQor-hoft amaz’d, with horror view'd ‘Yo each, impartial Providence 
‘Th’ eflembling troops, and all the war renew'd; Well-chofen gifts beftows, 
‘To more than mortal courage quit the field, He varies his munificence, 
And to their foes th’ unfinifh’d trophies yield. And in divided ftreams the heavenly bleffing flows. 
- If we look back on ages paft and gone, 
AN IMITATION OF HORACE, When infant Time bis race beeen, , 


The diftant view ftill leffens to our fight, 
Obfcur'd in clouds, and veil’d in fhades of night, 
Tnferibed to the Right Honourable Fames Stanhope, EJ. The mufe alone can the dark fcencs difplay, 
one of Lis Mujefly’s principal Secretaries of State, af Enlarge the profped, and difclofe the day. 
ter wards Eurt otznbepe. * Tis the the records of times paft explores, 
And the dead hero to new life reftores, 
To the brave man who for his country died, 
Eredétsa lafting pyramid, 
Supports his dignity and fame, 
When mouldering pillars drop his name. 
In full proportion leads her warrior forth, 
Difcovers his negleéted worth, 

Brightens his deeds, by envious ruit overcatt, re 
T’ improve the prefent age, and vindicate the paft. 
Did not the mufe our crying wrongs repeat, 

Ages to come no more fhould know 
Of Lewis by oppreffion great 
[hau we of Nimrod now 
The meteor fhould but blaze and die, 
Depriv'd of the reward of endlefs infamy. 
div'n that brove chief, who fet the nations free, 
The greateit name the world > 
Without the nvule’s aid, fhall be 
Sunk in the tide of time, and in oblivion loft. 
‘The fculptor’s hand may make the marble livey 
Or the b-}d pencil trace 
‘Vhe wonders of that lovely face, 
Where every charm, and every grace, 
"Thac man can with, or heaven can give, 
In happy union join’d, confefs 
‘The hero born to conquer, and to blefs. 
Yet vain, alas’ is every art, 


BOOK iV. ODE 1X. 


Born near Avona’s winding ftream 
Ttouch the trembling lyre, 
No vulgar thoughts, no vulgar theme, 
Shall the bold mufe infpire. 
*Yisimmortality’s her aim; 
Sublime fhe mouncs the fkies, 
She climbs the ftcep afcent to fame, , 
Nor ever fhall wane force to rife, 
While the fupports her fight with Stanhope’s name. 
majeftic Milton ftands alone 
ably great! 
Bow low, ye bards, at his exalted throne, 
And lay your labours at his feet 5 
Capacious foul! whofe boundlefs thoughts furvey 
Heaven, bell, earth, fea 5 
Lo, where th’ embattled gods appear, 
‘The mountains from their feat 
And fhake th’ empyreal heavens with impious wat! 
“Yet, nor hall Milton's ghott repine 
At all the honours we beftow 
On Addifon’s deferving brow, 
By whom convinc’d, we awn his work divine, 
Whole fkilfal pen has done bis merit right, 
And (et the jewel ina fairer light. 
Enliven'd hy his bright effay 
cene appears more gay, 


New heauties ipring in Eden's fertile groves, a ' 
‘Aud by his culture paradife improves, Till the great work the mufe complete, 


2 roubly blele'd And everlafting fame impart, 
wy Sue ve Loa ‘ bo H "Thet foars aloft, above the reach of fate. 
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EBhil, happy bard! on whom the gods beftow 
“A genius equal to thowatt defign, 
Whofe thoughts fublime in eafy numbers flow, 
While Marlborough’s virtues animate cach line. 
How fhall our trembling fonls furvey 
‘The horrors of each bloody day ; 
‘The wreaking carnage of the plain 
Incumber’d with the mighty flain, 
‘The ftrange variety of death, 
And the fad murmurs of departing breath? 
- Seamander’s ftreams thall yield to Danube’s 
ai flood, ™—™, 
“To the dark bofom of the deep purfued 
By fiercer flames, and ftain‘ with nobler blood. 
The gods flall arm on either fide, 
‘Th’ important quarrel to decide; 
‘The grand event embroil the realms above, 
And faction revel in the court of Jove ; 
While heaven, and earth, and fea, and air, 
Shalt feel the mighry thock and labour of the war. 


Virtue conceal’d obfcurely dies, 
Loft in the nean difguife 

Of abje@ Moth, deprefs'd, unknown. flies, 
Rough in its native bed the unwrought diamond 

Till chance, or art, reveal its worth, 

And call its latent glories forth ; 

But when its radiant charms are view'd, 

Becomes the ide! of the crowd, 

And adds new luftre to the monarch’s crown, 
What Britifh harp can lic unftrung, 
Whcw Stanhope’s fume demands a fong ? 

Upward, ye mufes, cake your wanton flight, 
Tune every lyre to Stanhope’s praife, 
Exert your moft triumphant lays, 

Nor fuifer fuch heroic deeds tofink in endlefs night. 

The golden ‘Tagus thal forget to flow, 

And Ebro leave its channel dry, 
Ere Stanbope’s name to time fhall bow, 
And Soft in dark oblivion lie. 
Where hall the mule begin her airy flight ? 
\ Where firft dire@t her dubious way? 
Loft in variety of light, 
And dazzled in excels of day ? 

Wifdom and valour, probity and truth, 

Atonce upon the labouring fancy throng, 

“the condué of old age, the fire of youth, 

Wuited in one breaft perplex the poet's fong, 
Thofe virtues which difpers’d and rare 
‘The gods too thriftily beftow’d, 

And fcatter’d to amufe the crowd, 
‘When former heroes were their care; 
T’ exert at ance their power divine, 
In cht2; brave chief, colleded thine. 
So from each lovely blooming face 
Th’ ambitious artitt ftole a grace, 
When in one finith’d piece he ftrove 
To paint th’ all-glorious queen of love. 
Thy provident unbiafs'd mind 
Knowing in arts of peace and war, 
With indefatigable care, 

Labours the good of human kind: 

Freét in dangers, modcft in fuccefe, 
Corruption’s everlafting bane, 

Where injur’d merit finds redrefs, 
And worthlefs villians wait in vain, 


et 


Though fawning knaves befiege thy gate, 
And court the honeft man they hate ; 
Thy fteady virtue charges through, 

Alike uverring to fubdue, * 


drons flew. 

Vain are th’ attacks of force or art, 
Where Czlar’s arm defends a Cato’s heart. 

Oh! could thy generous foul difpeofe 

Through this unrighteous age its facred influences 

Could the bafe crowd from thy example learn 
To trample on their impious gifts with form, , 

With thame confounded to behold 

A na-ion for a trifle fold, 

Dejedted fenates fhoutd no more 

Their champion’s abfence mourn, 
Contending boroughs fhould thy name returng 

Thy bold Philippics thould reftore 


| As when on Almanara’s plain the {catter’d inh 





Britannia’s wealth, and power, and fame, 
Nor liberty be decm'd an empty name, 
While tyrants trembled on a foreign fhore. 

No fwelling titles, pomp, and ftate, 

‘The trappings of a magiftrate, 

Can dignify a fave, or make a traitor great. 

For, carclefs of external fhow, 

Sage nature dictates whom vt’ obey, 

And we the ready homage pay, 

Which to fuperior gifts we owe, 

Merit like chine repuls’d an empire gains, 
And virtue, though neglected, reigas. 
The wretch is indigent and poor, 

Who brooding fits o’er his ill-gotten fore ; 

Trembling with guilt, and haunted by his finj. 
He feels the rigid judge within, : 

But they alone are biefs'd, who wifely know 

‘TT’ enjoy the little which the gods beftow, 
Proud of their glorious wants, difdain 
To barter honefty for gain; 

No other ill but thame they fear, 

And fcorn to purchafe life too dear + 

Profufely lavith of their blood, 

For their dear friends or country’s good, 

If Britain conquer, can rejoice in death, 

And in triumphant fhouts refign their breath, 


TO DR. MACKENZIE. 


O trov, whofe penetrating mind, 
Whole heart benevolent, and kind, 
Its ever prefent in diftrefs, 

Glad to preferve, and proud to blefs: 
Oh! leave not Arden’s faithful grove, 
On Caledonian hills to rove ; 

But hear our fond united prayer, 
Nor force a county to defpair. 

Let homicides ia Warwick-lane, 
With hecatombs of victims flain, 
Butcher for knighthood, and for gain; 
While thou purtieft a nobler aim, 
Declining intereft for fame. 

Where'er thy Maker’s image dwells, 

In gilded roofs, or {moky cells, 

The fame thy zeal: o’erjoy’d to fave 
1 Thy fellow-creature from the grave + 


tt 


For well thy foul can underftand 

"Fhe poor man’s call is God’s command; 

Wo frail, no tranfient good, his fee ; 

But heaven, and blefs’d eternity. 

Nor are thy labours here in vain, 

"The pleafure over-pays the pain. 

"Truc happinefs (if underftood) 

Confifts alone, in doing good ; 

Speak, all ye wife, can God beltow, 

@r man.a greater pleafure know ? 

See where the grateful father bows ! 

FAs tears confefs how much he owes: 

His fon, the darling of his heart, 

Reftor’d by your prevailing art; 

His houfe, his name, redeem’d by you, 

His ancient honours bloom anew. 

Wat ch! what idioms can expreis 

The vatt tranfcendant happinefs 

"The faithful hufband feels? his wife, 

Fis better half, recall'd to life : 

See, with what rapture! fee him view 

‘Fhe thatter’d frame rebuilt by you » 

See health rekindling in her eyes! 

ee baffled death give uphis prize: 

"Tell me, my friend, cantt thou forbear, 

In this gay fcene to claim a fhare ? 

Does not thy blood more fwiftly flow ? 

"Fhy heart with fecret tranfports glow? 

Health, life, by heaven's indulgence fent, 

And thou the glorious inftrument! 
Safe in thy art, no ills we fear, 

"Thy hand thal) plant Elyfium here ; 

Pale ficknefs fhall thy triumphs own, 

‘And ruddy health exalt her throne. 

The fair, renew'd in all her charms, 

, Shall fly to thy prote@ing arms; 
‘With gracious {miles repay thy care, 
And leave her lovers in defpair. 
‘While multitudes applaud and blefs 
‘Their great afylum in diftrefs, 

My humble mufe, among the crowd, 
‘Her joyful Pocans fings aloud. 

Could i but with Mzonian fight 
Sublimely foar through fields of light, 
Above the flare thy name fhould thine, 
Nor great Machaon's rival thine ! 

Bur father Phorbus, who has done 

$So much for thee his favourite fon, 
His other gifts on me beftows 

‘With partial hands, nor hears my vows = 
Oh! let a grateful heart Supply, 
‘What the penurious powers deny * 


THE WIFE. 


Iuprnsat Jove (as poets fung of old) 

‘Was coupled to a more imperial feold, 

A jealous, termagant, infulting jade, 

‘And more obfervant than a wither’d maid: 
She watch’d his waters with unweary’d eycs. 
‘And chas’d the god through every fly difguife, 
@ut-brav’d his thunder with her louder voice, 
And fhock the poles with everlafting noife. 
‘At midnight revels when the goffips met, 

He was the theme of their eternal chat: 
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This afk’d what form great Jove would mext dévildy 

And when his godthip wovsagain Taurife ? 

That hinted at the wanton life he led 

With Leda, and with baby Ganymede: 

Scandals and lies went merrily about, 

With heavenly lambs-wool, and neétarial ftout. 

Home fhe returns ere@ with luft and pride, 

At bed and board alike unfatisfy’d ; 

‘The hen-peck’d god her angry prefence. flies, 

Or at her feet the paflive thunderer lies, 

In vain: fill more fhe raves, ftilf more fhe ftorms, 

And heaven’s high vaults echg<T loud alarmay “4 

To Bacchus, merry bladc, the god repairs, 

To drown in nectar 4% domeftic cares, 

The fury thither too purfues the chafe, 

Pails the rich juice, and poifons every glafss 

Wine, that makes cowards brave, the dying ftrong, 

Is a poor cordial "gainft z woman's tongue. 

‘Te arms! to arms! th’ impetuous fury cries, 

The jolly god th’ impending ruin flies: 

His trembling tigers hide their fearful heads, 

Scar’d at a fiercenefs which their own exceeds; 

Bortles aloft like burfting bombs refound; 

And fmoking fpoue their liquid rain round 5 

Like ftorms of hail the featter’d fragments Alyy, 

Bruis’d bowls and broken glafs obfcure the fy ; 

Tables, and chairs, and ftools, together hurl’d, 

With univerfal wreck fright all the nether world. 

Such was the clamour, fuch great Jove’sfarprife, 

When by gigantic hands the mountains rife, 

To wreit his thunder, and invade the fkice, 

Who would not envy Jove eternal life, 4 

And with for godhead clogg’d with fuch a wife? 

Ife’er it be my wayward fate to wed, 

Avert, ye powers,a Juno from my bed! 

Let her be foolith, ugly, crooked, old, 

Let her be whore, or any thing but fold ! 

With prayers inceffant for my lot I crave 

The gniet cuckold, not the hen-peck'd flave ; 

Or give me peace on earth, or give it in the 
grave! 


IN MEMORY OF THE REV. MR. MOORE. 


Or humble birth, but of more humble mind, 
By learning much, by virtue more refin'’d, ; 
A fair and equal friend to all mankind, 

Parties and teas, by fierce divifions torn, 

Forget their hatred, and confent to mourn ; 
Their hearts unite in undiffembled woe, 

And in one common ftream their forrows flow. 
Fach part in life with equal grace he bore, 
Obtiging to the rich, a father to the poor. 

From finful riots filently he fled, ~~~ 

But came unbidden to the fick man’s bed, 
Manners and men he knew, and when to prefs’ 
The poor man’s cae, and plead it with fuccefs, 
No penal laws he ftretch’d, but won by love 

His hearers’ hearts, unwilling to reprove. 

When four rebukes and harfher language fail, t 





Could with a lucky jeft, or merry tale, 

O’er ftubborn fouls in virtue’s caufe prevail. 
Whene’er he preach’d, the throng attentive fteod,: 
Feafted with manna, and celeftial food : 

He taught them how te live, and how to die; 

Nor did his aGions give his words thedyes: 
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* Ge, happy foul | fublimely take thy Hig 
Vhrough fields of wcSer, in long tracks of 
The guett of angels; range ftom pla 

> And view thy great Redeemer face 








Ju God ! eternal fource of power and love! 


‘Whom we lament on earth, give us above ! 


Oh! grant us our companion and our friend, 


J blifs without alioy, and without end! 


EPITAPH 
Upon thagh Lumber, Hufbandman. 


Iw cottages and homet~ cel!s, 

Troe piety negiedted dws, 

"Till call’ to heaven, her native feat; 
| Where the guod man alone is great: 

"fis then this humble duft Mall rife, 

And view his judge with joyful eyes; 

While haughty tyratits thrink afraid, 

And call the mauutains to their aid. 





RHE HIP. TO WILLIAM COLMORE, ESQ. 





ty piace 





The Day after the great Meteor, in March £715. 


Tavs difmal morn, when caf winds blow, 
And every languid pulfe beats low, 
‘With face molt forrowfully grim, 

And head opprefs’d with wind and whim, 
Grave as an ow], and jult as witty, 

To thee | twang my dolefal ditty ; 

Acd in mine own dull rhymes would find 
Mufic to foothe my reftlefs mind : 

But oh! my friend, I fing in vain, 

No doggrel can relieve my pain; 

Since thou art gone my heart’s defire, 
And heaven, and earth, and fea confpire, 
‘To make my miferies complete; 

‘Where hall a wretched Hip retreat ? 
What fhalla drooping mortal do, 

Who pines for funthine and for you? 

If in the dark alcove 1 dream, 

And you, or Phillis, is my theme, 

While love or friendihip warm my foul, 
My fhins are burning toa coal. 

Uf rais'd to {pecalations high, 

J gaze the ftars and fpangled thy, 

With heart devour and wondering eye, 
Aniaz'd | view ftrange globes of light, 
Meteors with horrid jufire bright, 

My guilty crembling foul affright. 

‘To mother earth’s prolific bed, 

Penfive 1 ftoup my giddy head, 

From then: too all my hopes are fled. 
Nor flowers, nor grafs, nor fhrubs appear, 
"Vo deck the finiling infant year ; 

But blafts my tender bloffoms wound, 
And defolation reigns around. 

Mf fea-ward my dark thoughts { bend, 
0! where wiil my misfortunes end ? 
My loyal {gul diftra@ed meets 
Attainted dukes, and * Spanith flects, 
‘Thus jarring elements unite, 






WAN CA LAr 


Pregnane with wrongs, and arm’d with {pight, 


* An invafan from Spain was then exp:Ied, 
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Suceeflive mifchiefs every hour 
On my devoted head they pour. 





Whate'er Ido, where’er L zo, 















chte I monrn, 
icthy return; 
°Yiil thy brifle wit, and humorous vein, 
Reitore me ro myfelf again. : 
Let others vainly feck for eafe, 
Brom Galen and Hippocrates, 
i {corn fuch naufeous aids as thefe. 
Flaite then, my dear, unbrib’d attend, 
The bef clixir isa friend. . 





TO A LADY, 
~ Who mad: mea Prefent of a Silver Pens 


Farr-oNe, accept the thanks I owe, 
“Tis alta grateful heart can do. 

If e’er my foul the,mufe infpire 
With raptures and poetic fire, 

Your kind munificence PI! praife, 
‘Vo you a theufand altars raife : 

Jove thall defcend in golden rain, 
Or die a fwan; but fing in vain. 
Pharbus the witty and the gay, 

Shall quit the chariot of the day, 

Yo bail in your fuperior ray, 

Your charms fall every god fubdue, 
Ande geddefs envy you. 

Add this but to your bounty’s ftore, 
This one great boon, T atk no more: 
O gracious nymph, be kind as fair, 
Not with difdain negl.¢t my prayer, 
So frall your goodnefs be confels’d, 
And I your flave entirely blefs'd ; 
‘This pen no vulgar theme fhall ftain. 
‘Lhe nobleft palm your gift hall gaia, 
To write to you, nor write in vain, 
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Profinting to a Lady a White Rofe and a Red on the 


Tenth of June 


Ir this pale rofe offend your fight, 
It in your bofom wear; 
Twill blufh to find itfelf lefs white, 

And turn Lancaftrian there, 


But, Celia, thould the red be chofe, 
With gay vermilion bright ; 
*Twould ficken at each bluth that glows, 
And in defpair turn white. 
Let politicians idly prate, 
Their Babels build in vain; 
As uncontrolable as fate, 
Imperial Love thall reign. 


Each haughty faction fhall obey, 
And whigs and tories joiz, 
Submit to your delpotic fway, 
Confeis your right divine. 
Yet this, my gracious monarch, own, 
They're tyrants that oppiels; 
’Fis mercy muit dupport your throne, 
and ‘ss ike heaven to biefs. 
hi 


et 


THE BOWLING-GREEN. 


Warne fair Sabriua’s wandering currents flow, 
XA large fmooth plain extends its verdant brow, 
Plere every morn while fruitful vapours feed 
"The {welling blade, and blefs the fmoking mead, 
Acruel tyrant reigns: tike time, the fwain 
Whets his unrighteous {cythe, and fhaves the plain. 
Beneath each ftecke the peeping flowers decay, 
Aad all th’ unripen’d crop is fwept away, 

he heavy roller next he tugs along, 
‘Whifs his fhort pipe, or roars a rural fong, 
‘With’ curious eye then the prefs’d turf he views, 
And every rifing prominence fubdues. 

Now wheneach craving ftomach was well-{tor’d, 
And church and king had travel’d round the 

board, 

‘Hither at fortune’s fhrine to pay their court, 
With eager hopes the motley tribe refort; 
(Attornies {pruce, in their plate-button’d frocks, 
And rofy parfone fat, and orthodox : 
Of every fea, whigs, papifts, and high-flyers, 
Cornuted aldermen, and hen-peck’d {quires : 
Fox-hunters, quacks, feribblers in verfe and profe, 
Aud half-pay captains, and half-witted beaux ; 
©n the green cirque the ready racers ftand, 
Difpos’d in pairs, and tempt the bowler’s hand: 

- “Bach polith'd fphere does lis round brother own, 
‘Zhe twins diftinguith’d by their marks are known. 
As the ftrong rein guides the well-manag’d horfe, 
Here weighty lead infus’d directs their courfe, 
"Thefe in the ready road drive on with fpeed, 

But thofe in crooked paths more artfully fucceed. 

. Bo the tall fhip that makes fome dangerous bay, 

) With a fide wind obliquely flopes her way. 

° Lo! there the filver tumbler fix’d on high, 

‘The victor’s prize, inviting every cye + 

‘The champions, or confent, or chance divide, 
While each man thinks his own the furer fide, ‘ 
And the jack leads, the fkilful bowler’s guide. 

Bendo ftrip'd firft, from foreign coaits he brought 

A chaos of receipts, and anarchy of thought ; 
Where the tumultuous whims to faction prone, 
Will juttled monarch Reafon from her throne : 
More dangerous than the porcupine his quill, 
Tnur'd to flaughter, and fecure to kill. 

Let Joofe, jut heaven! each virulent difeafe, 

But fave us from fuch murderers as thefe : 
Might Bendo live but half a patriarch’s age, 
"Th’ unpeopled world would fink beneath his rage: 
Nor need t’ appeafe the juft Creator’s ire 

A fecond deluge or confuming fire. 

He winks one eye, and knits his brow fevere, 
"Then from his hand launches the flytng {phere ; 
Out of the green the guiltieis wood he hurl'd, 
Swift as his patients from this nether world: 
‘then grinn’d malignant, but the jocund crowd 
Deride his fenfelefs rage, and fhout aloud, 

Next, Zadoc, "tis thy turn, imperious prieft ! 

till late at church, but early ata feat, 

No turkcy-cock appeare with better grace, 

Mis garments black, vernsilion paints his face ; 
Lis wattles hang upon his ftiffen’d band. 

His platter feet upon the trigger fand, i 
Fle grafps the bow] in his rough brawny hand. 
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Then fquatting down, with his grey gaggle eye 
He takes his i and at the mark Bee. ‘ 
Zadoc purfucs, and wabbles o'er the plain, {vain g 
But thakes his rutting paunch, and ambles on im 
For, oh"! wide-erring to the left it glides, 
The inmate lead the lighter wood mifguides. 
He fharpreproofs with kind entreaties joins, 
Then on the counter fide with pain reclines; 
As if he meant to regulate its courfe, 
By power attractive, and magnetic force, 
Now almott in defpair, he raves, he ftorms, 
Writhes his unwieldy arpa cts forms? 
Unhappy Proteus! itil! in~ain he tries 
A thoufand fhapes, th<‘duwl erreneon: flies, 
Deaf to his prayers, regardlefs of his cries. +a 
His puffing cheeks with rifing rage inflame, 
And all his {parkling rubies glow with fhame. 
Bendo’s proud heart, proof againft fortune’ 
frown, 
Refolves once more to make the prize his own 4 
Cautious he plods, furveying all the green, 
And meafures with his eye the fpace between 
But, as on, him ’twas a peculiar curfe, 
To fall from one extreme into a worfe ; 
Confcious of too much vigour, now for fear 
He fhould exceed, at hand he checks the fphere, 
Soon as he found its languid force decay, 
And the too weak impreflion die away ; 
Quick after it he feuds, urges behind 
Step after flep, and now, with anxious mind, 
Hangs o’er the bowl, flow-creeping on the plainy. 
And chides its faint efforts, and bawls amain. 
Then on the guilelefs green the blame to lay, 
Curfes the mountains that ebftrud his way; 
Brazens it out with an audacious face, 
His infolence improving by difgrace. 
Zadoc, who now with three black mugs had 
cheer'd 
His drooping heart, and his fonk fpirits rear'd, 
Advances to the triyg with folemn pace, 
And ruddy hope fits blooming on his face. 
Phe bowl he pois’d, with pain his hams he bendy, 
On well chofe ground unto the mark it tends, 
Each adverfe heart pants with unufual fear, 
With joy he follows the propitious {phere 5 
Alas how frail is every mortal fcheme ! 
We build on fand, our happincfs a dream. 
Bendo’s fhort bow! ftops the proud victor’s courfe, 
Purloins his fame, and deadens all its force. 
At Bendo fcom each corner of his eyes 
He darts malignant rays, then muttering flies 
Into the bower; there, panting and halt dead, 
In thick mundungus clouds he hides his head, 
Mofe, raife thy voice, to win the glorious prize, 
Bid all the fury of the battle rife: 
Fhefe but the light-arm’d champions of the field, 
See Griper there . a veteran well dkill'd ; 
This able pilot knows to eer a caule 
Through all the rocks and hallows of the laws¢ 
Or if ’tis wreck’d, his trembling client faves 
Un the next plank. and difappoints the waves, 
In this, at leaft, all hiftories agrec, 
That, though he Icft his caufe, he fav’d his fee, 
When the iat client looks in jovial plight, ri 
Hew complaifant the 
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Sut jf th’ abandkafd orphan puts his cafe, 
And poverty fits fhrinking ob his face, 
How like a cur he fnarls! when at the door 
For broken {craps he quarrels with the poor. 
‘The farmer's oracfe, when rerit-day’s near, 
And landlerds, by forbearance, are fevere ; 
‘When hantfmen trefpafs, or his neighbour's wine, 
‘Dr tattec'd crape extorts by right divine. 
Him all the rich their contritutions pay, 
Him all the'poor with aching hearts obey : 
“He in his feaitvki doubict ftruts along, 
Now begs, and nov.rebukes, the prefling throng! 
A paffage clear’d, he tekes his aim with care, 
And gently from his hai loofe the fphere : 
Smooth as a {wallow o'er the plain it flies, 
‘While he purfues its track with eager eyes; 
ts hopeful courfe approv'd, he fhouts aloud, 
Claps both his hands, and jufties through the crowd, 
Hovering a whilé, foon at the mark it ftood, 
Hung o’er inclinfd, and fondly kifs'd the wood ; 
Loud is th’ applaufe of every betting friend, 
And peals of clamorous joy the concave rend, 
But in each hoftile face, a difmal gluont 
Appears, the fa prefage of lofs to come; 
"Mong thefe, Trebellius with a mournful air 
Of livid hue, juft dying with defpair, 
Shuffles about, fkrews his chop-fallen face, 
And no whipp’d gigg fo often fhifts his piace. 
‘Then gives his fage advice with wendrous kill, 
‘Which no man ever heeds, or ever will : 
‘Yet he perfitts, inftructing to confound, 
And with his cane points out the dubious ground, 
Strong Nimrod now, freth as the rifing dawn 
Appears, his finewy timbs, and folid brawn, 
‘The gazing crowd admires, He nor in courts 
Delights,or pompous balls; but rural {ports 
Ace his foul’s joy. At the horn's brifk alarms 
He fhakes the unwilling Phillis from his arms; 
Mounts with the fur, begins his bold career, 
To chafe the wily fox, or rambling deer. 
So Hercules, by Juno’s dread command, 7 
From favage beafts and monfters freed the land. 
Hark! from the covert of yon gloomy brake; 
Harmonius thunder rolls, the forefts fhake : 
Men, boys, and dogs, impatient for the chafe, 
‘Tumultuous tranfports flufh in every face ; 
‘With ears erect the courfer paws the ground, 
‘Hills, vales, and hollow rocks, with cheering cries 
refound : 
Drive down the precipice (brave youths) with 
fpeed, 
Bound o'er the river banks, and fmoke along the 
mead. 
But whither would the devious mufe purfue 
The pleafing theme, and my paft joys renew ? 
Another labour now demands thy fong, 
Stretch'd intwo ranks, behold th’ expecting throng, 
As Nimrod pois'd the fphere : his arm he drew 
Back like an arrow in the Parthian yew, 
‘Then launch'd the whirling globe, and full as 
fwift it flew : 
Bowls dath’d on bowls confounded all the plain, 
Safe flood the foe, well.cover’d by his train, 
Affaulted tyrants thus their guard defends, 
Elcaping by the ruin of their iriende, 





But now, he ftands expos'd, their ofder broke; 

And ivems to dread the hext decifive ftroke, 

So at fome bloody fiege, the ponderous ball 

Batters with ceafelefs rage the crumbling wall, - 

{A breach once made) foon galls the naked townp - 

Riots in blood, and heaps on heaps are thrown, 
Each avenue thus cleat’d, with aching heart 

Griper beheld, exerting all his art; 

Once more refolves to check his furious foe, 

Block up the paffage, and elude the blow. 

With cautious hand, and with lefs force, he 

threw (flew, 

The well-pois’d fphere, thet gently circling 

But ftopping fhort, cover’d the mark from view. 

So little Peucer on the well-fought field, 

Securely fkutk’d behind his brother’s fhield. 
Nimrod, in dangers bold, whofe heart elate, 

Nor courted fortune’s fmiles, nor fear’d her hateg: 


Perplex’d, but not difcourag’d, walk'd around, 





With curions eye examin’d all the ground; 

Not che leatt opening in the front was found, 

Sideway he leans, declining to the right, 

And marks his way, and mocerates his might. 

Smooth-gliding o’er the plain th’ obedient (phere 

Held on its dubious road, while hope and fear 

Alternate ebb’d and flow’d in every breaft : 

Now rolling nearer to the mark it prefs’d; 

Vhen chany’d its courfe, by the ftrong biafe rein’d& 

And on the foe difcharg’d the force that yet red 

main’d. 

Smart was the ftroke, away the rival fled, 

‘The bold intruder triumph’d in his itead, 
Vidtorious Nimred ferz'd the glittering prizes 

Shouts of outrageous joy invade the fkies 

Hands, tongues, and caps, exalt the victor’s faniey” | 

Sabrina’s banks return him loud acclaim, ; 


THE LAMENTATION OF DAVID 
OVER SAUL AND JONATHAN, 


Prostrate on earth the bleeding warrior lies,’ 
And Ifrael’s beauty on the mountains dies; 
How are the mighty fallen ! 
Huth'd be my forrows, gently fall my tears, 
Left my fad ta'e fhould reach the aliens cares 
Bid fame be dumb, aud trembie to proclaim 
In heathen Gath; or Afcalon, oor fhame; 
Left proud Philittia, left our haughty foe, 
With impious {corn infult our folema woe, 

O Gilboa: ye hills afpiring high, 
The laft fad fcene of Mrael’s ragedy : 
No fattening dews be oe thy lawns diftill’dy 
No kindly thowers refresh the thirity field ; 
No hallow’d fruits thy barren foil thall raife, 
No fpotlefs kids that ono, altars blaze; 
Lonefome and wiid thal thy bleak fummice rife, 
Accurs’d by men, and hateful to the ficies, 
On thee the fhiclds of mighty warrior» lay, 
The thieid of Saul was vilely caft away ; 
The Lord’s anointed, Saul! his facred blood 
Diftain’d thy brow, and fwell’d the commom 

flood. 

How are the mighty fallen! 

Where’er their bands the royal heroes led, 
The combat thicken’d, and the mighty bled; 

Li ij 


eo THE WORKS 


The flaughter’d holts beneath their falchions die, 
: And wing’d with death unerring arrows fiy; 
inknowing to return, itili urge the foe, 

As fate infatiate, and as fure the blow. 

‘The fon, who next his conquering father fought, 
‘Repeats the wenders his example taught : 
‘Eager his fire’s illuftrious fteps to trace, 

; And by heroic deeds affert his race. 

‘The royal eagle thus her ripening brood 
‘Trains to the quarry, and directs to blood : 
(Mis darling thus, the foreft monarch rears, 

‘A firm affociate for his future wars; 
Yn union terrible, they feize the prey, 
“Fhe mountains tremble, and the woods obey. 

In peace united, as in war combin'd, 

: Were Jonathan’s and Saul’s affetions join’d, —» 
Paternal grace with filial duty vy'd, 
» And love the knot of nature clofer ty’d, 
Ev’n fate zelents, reveres the facred band, 
And undivided bids their friendfhip ftand. 
From earth to heaven enlarg’d, their joys im- 
prove, 
Still fairer, brighter ftill they fhine above 
Bicft in a long eternity of love. 
.__ Daughters of Ifracl, o'er the royal urn 
‘Wail and lament ; the king, the father, mourn. 
.Oh! now at leaft indulge a pious woe, 
Tis all the dead receive, the living can beftow. 
att off your tich attire and proud array, 
Let undiffernbled forrows cloud thy day: 
‘Thofe ornaments vitoricus Sau) beftow'd, 
With gold vour necks, your robes with purple 
glow'd: 
Quit crowns, and garlands, for the fable weed, 
‘To fongs of triumph let dumb grief fucceed 
Let all our grateful hearts for our dead patron 
heed. 
- How are the mighty fallen ! 

Though thus diftrefe’d, though thus o’erwhelm’d 
. with grief, 

Light is the burthen that admits relief ; 
My labouring foul fuperior woes opprefs, 
Nor rolling time can heal, nor fate redrefs. 
Another Sant your forrows can remove, 
No fecond Jonathan fhail blefs my love. 

O Jonathan! my friend, my brother dear’ 
Eyes, ftream afrefh, and call forth every tear + 
Swell, my fad heart each faoltering pulfe beat low, 
Down fink my head beneath this weight of woe: 
Hear my laments, ye hills! ye woods, return 
My cealelefs groans; with me, ye turtles, mourn! 
How pleafant haft chou been ! each lovely grace, 
Bach youthful charm, fate blooming on thy face + 
Joy from thine eyes in radiant glorics {prung, 
‘And manna dropt from thy perfuative tongue. | 
‘Witnefs, great heav’n : (from you thofe ardours 

came) 
How wonderful his love! the kindeft dame 
L.ov'd not like him, nor felt fo warm a flame. 
No earthly paffion to fuch height afpires, 
#nd feraphs only burn with purer fires, 
In vain, while honour calls to glorious arms, 
And Ifrael’s caufe the pious patriot warms: 
‘In vain, while deaths promifcuous fly below, 
‘Nor youth can brike, nor virtue ward the blow. 
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TO A YOUNG ZADY, 
WITH THE ILIAD OF HOMER TRANSLATED ‘ 


Go, happy volume, to the fair impart 

“he fecret wifhes of a wounded heart ¢ 

Kind advocate! exert thy utmoft zeal, 

Deferibe my paffion, and my woes reveal. 

Ott fhalt thou kifs that hand where rofes bloom, 

And the white Jily breathes its rich perfume ; 

On thee her eyes fhall fhine, thy lep employ 

Each faculty, and footh her foyle “ijoy. a 

Watch the foft hour, when >Caceful filence reigns, 

And Philomel alone Jj>—Ac complains : 

When envions prudes no longer haunt the fair, 

But end a day of calumny in prayer : 

O'er Quarles or Bunyan nod, in dreams relent, 

Without difguife give ali their paflions vent, 

And mourn their wither’d charms, and youthful 
prime mifpent. 

Then by the waxen taper’s glimmering light, 

With thee the ftudious maid fhall pafs the night; 

Shal) feel ber heart beat quick in every page, 

And trentble at the ftern Pelides’ rage : 

With horror view the half-drawn blade appear, 

And the defponding tyrant pale with fear ; 

‘To calm that foul untam'd, fage Neftor fails, 

And ev’n celeftial wifdom fearce prevails, 

‘Chen lead her to the margin of the main, 

And Jet her hear th’ impatient chief complain ; 

‘Tofs'd with fuperior ftorms, on the bleak fhores 

He lies, and louder than the billows roars. 

Next the dread {cene unfold of war and blood, 

Heétor in arms triumphant, Greece fubdued ; 

‘The partial gods who with their foes confpire, 

The dead, the dying, and the fleet on fire. 

But tell, oh! tell the canfe of all chis woe, 

Vhe fatal fource from whence thefe mifchiefs flow; 

‘Vell her ‘twas love deny’d the hero fir'd, 

Depriv'd of her whom moft his heart defir’d. 

Not the dire vengeance ot the thundcring Jove, 

Can match the boundlefs rage of injur’d love. 

Stop the fierce torrent, and its billows rife, 

Lay wafte the fhores, invade both earth atid fkies: 

Confine it not, but let it gently flow, 

i kindly cheers the fmiling plains below, ¢ 

And everlafting fweets upon its borders grow. 

To Troy’s proud walls the wondering maid 

convey, 

With pointed (pires and golden turrets gay, 

The work of gods: thence let the fair behold 

The court of Priam, rich in germs qud gold; 

His numerous fons, his queen's majeflic pride, 

‘Th’ afpiring domes,th’ apartments ftretching wide, 

Where on their looms Sidonian virgins wrought, 

And weav'd the battles which their lovers fought. 

Here let her eyes furvey thofe fatal charms, 

The beauteous prize that fet the world in arms; 

Through gazing crowds, bright progeny of Jove, 

She walks, and every panting heart beats love. 

Ev’n faplefs age new bloffomis at the fight, 

And views the fair deftroyer with delight : 

Beauty's vait power, hence to the nymph make 
known, 

In Helea’s triumphs letcher read her own ; 
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Nor blame herlaves, but lay the guilt on fate, 
And pardon failings which her charms create. 
Rath bard: forbear, nor let thy flattering mufe, 
With pleafing vifions, thy fond heart abufe ; 
Vain are thy hopes prefumptuous, vain thy 
prayer, 
Bright is her image, and divinely fair : 
But oh! the goddefs in thy arms is fleeting air: 
So dreams th’ ambitious man when rich Tokay, 
Or Burgonty, refines his vulgar clay : 
~=ithe whee wt embis in his potent hand, 
And crowds opicsnious wait his high command ; 
Upon his breaft he vews the radiant ftar, 
And gives the word arut!khim, peace or war: 
In ftate he reigns, for one fhort, buly night, 
But foon convine’d by the next dawning light, 
Curfes the fading joys that vanifh from his 
fight. 


AN EPISTLE TO ALLAN RAMSAY. 


Nea fair Avona’s filver tide, 
Whofe waves in foft-meanders glide, 
Tread, to the delighted iwains, 
Your jocund fongs and rural ftrains, 
Smooth as her ftreams your numbers flow, 
Your thoughts in varied beauties thow, 
Like flowers that on her borders grow. 
While | furvey, with ravith'd eyes, 
His* friendly gift, my valued prize, 
Where fitter arts, with charms divine, 
Tn their full bloom and beauty fine, 
Alternately my foul is bleti, 
Now | bchold my welcome gueft, 
That graceful, that engaging air, 
$o dear to all the brave and fair, 
Nor has th’ ingenions artift thown 
His outward lineaments alone, 
Buc in th’ expreflive draught defign’d, 
‘The nobler beauties of his mind ; 
‘Truce friendthip, love, benevolence, 
Unfludied wit, and manly fenfe. 
‘Then, as your book I wandcr o'er, 
And fealt on the delicious fture 
(Like the laborious buly bee, 
Pleas'd with the fwecet varicty) 
With: cqual wonder and tu 
I fee refembling portraits rif 
Brave archers march in bright array, 
In croops the vulgar line the way. 
Here the droll figures flyly facer, 
Or coxcombs at full length appear. 
There woods and lawns, a rural fecne, 
And fwains that gambol on the green, 
Your pen can act the pencil’s part 
With greater genius, fire, and art. 

Believe me, bard, no hunted hind 
That pants againft the fouthern wind, 
And feeks the ftream through unknown ways ; 
No matron in her teeming days, 
Brer felt fuch longings, fuch defires, 
As § to view thofe lofty fpires, 
‘Phofe domes, where fair Edina fhrouds 
Ver towering head amid the clouds, 
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But oh! what dangers interpofe! 
Vales deep with dirt, and hills with fnows, 
Proud winter floods with rapid force, 
Forbid the pleafing intercourfe, 
But fure we bards, whofe purer clay, 
Nature has mixt with lefs allay, 
Might foon find out an eafier way. q 
Do not fage matrons mount on high, 
And fwitch their broom-fticks through the fky 3 « 
Ride poft o’er hills, and woods, and feas, 
From Thule to th’ Hefperides ¢? ‘ 
And yet the men of Grefham own 
That this and ftranger feats are done, P 
By a warm fancy’s power alone, 
This granted; why can’t you and I 
Stretch forth our wings, and cleave the fky ? 
Since our poetic brains, you know, 
‘Than theirs muft more intenfely glow. 
Did not the Theban fwan take wing, . 
Sublimely foar, and fweetly fing ? 
And do not we of hambler vein, 
Sometimes attempt a loftier Grain, 
Mount fheer wut of the reader’s fight, 
Obfcurcly loft in clouds and night? 

‘Yhen climb your Pegafus with fpeed, 
Til meet thee on the banks of Tweed : 
Not as our fathers did of yore, 
To fwell the flood with crimfon gore ; 
Like the Cadmean murdering brood, 
ach thiriting for his brother's blood. 
For now all hoftile rage fhall ceafe; 
Lull’d in the downy arms of peace, 
Our honcft hands and hearts fhall join, 
Over jovial banquets, fparkling wine. 
Let Peggy at thy elbow wait, 
And t dhall bring my bonny Kate, 
But hold—oh! take a {pecial care, 
‘Y admit no prying Ikivkmun there ; 
I dread the penitent/si chair. 
What a ftrange Sywre fhould (make, 
A poor abandon’a Enjlith rake ; 
A “Squire well hozn, ated fix foot high, 
Perch’d in that facred piilory ? 
Let fpleen and zeal be banith’d thence, 
And troublefome impertinence, 
That tells his tory o'er again : 
Ul-manners atid his faucy train, 














| And felf-conceit, and {tiff-rumpt pride, 


That grin at all the world befide; 
Foul {andal, with a load of lies, 
Intrigues, rencounters, prodigies ; 
Fame’s bufy hawker, light as air, 
That feeds on frailties of the fair ¢ 
Envy, hypoerify, deceit, 

Fierce party-rage, and warm debate; 
And all the hell-hounds that are foes 


j To friendfhip and the world’s repofe. 


But mirth inftead, and dimpling imiles, 
And wit, that gloomy care beguiles; 

And joke, and pun, and merry tale, 

And toafts, that round the table fail: 
While laughter, burfling through the crowd 
In voilics, tells our joys aloud, 


ve fo called by thr ancient. 











= THE WORKS OF SOMERVILE. 


Hark! the fhrill piper mounts on high, 
The woods, the ftreams, the rocks teply, 
{To his far-founding melody, 
Behold each labouring fqueeze prepare 
Supplies of modulated air. 
Pdlerve Croudero’s a@ive bow, 
fe head fti'l noddling to and fro, 
is eyes, his checks, with raptures glow, 
Be fee the bafhful nymphs advance, 
‘a lead the regujated dance ; 
“Flying ftill, the fs ains purfuing, 
“¥et witlt backward glances wooing, 
‘his, this thall be the joyous feene ; 
Fer wanton elves that fkim the green 
all be fo bleft, fo blythe, fo gay, 
Or lefs'regard what dotards fay. 
My Rofe fhall then your Uhittle greet, 
The Union fhall be more complete; 
And, ina bottle anda friend, 
Fach national Jifpute thall end. 


ANSWER TO THE ABOVE EPISTLE, 
BY ALLAN RAMSAY, 

P et Thad your's, and own my pleafure, 

mn the receipt, exceeded meafure. 

‘ou write with fo much fpir't and glec, 
fae fmooth, fac ftrong. correét, and free 5 
; hat any he (by you allow’d 
To have fome merit) may he proud. 

FE that’s my fault, bear you the blame, 
Whe've lent me fic a lift to fame, 

» Your ain tours hivh, and widens far, 

i Brig ghincing like the firtt-rate tar, 

nd all the world beftow due praife « 

On the colledtion of your Jays ; 

‘Where varicus'arts and turns combing, 

“Which even in part. firft poets thine : 

Like Mat and Ss. ift ye og with cafe, 

And cor be Waller when you pleafe. 

+ Continue, fir, ad fhame the crew 
‘That's piayw'd with having nought to do, 
‘Who fortung jn a merry mood 
Has overchiry’d with gentle blood, 

But has deny'd a genius fit 

For aion or afpiring wit 5 

Such kcina how t’ empioy their time, 
“And think activity a crime: 

Aught they to ether de, or fay, 

Or walk, or write, or read, or pray! 
When money, their Kactotumy, ’s able 
"To furnify them a pum.rous rable, 
Who will, for daily drink and wages, 
Be chairm-n. chaplains, clerks. atid pages : 
Couls they, you employ their hours 
In planting thefe delighttnl flowers, 
Woaich -acpet the poetic fields, 

Ani: loiti.g funds of pleafure yields 5 
Navn ar they’ gaunt and vove away, 
Or fleep or loiter out the day, 

Dr wate the night danyning their fauls 
Jn seer such, and bawdy brawls: 
Wherve - ox and poverty procerd 
Anrsuly ele and fpiris dead 

Pe-u/C of you —and him you love, 
Who bighser fpivit tours above 
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The mob of thonghtlefs lords ang“eaux, 
Who in his ilka action fhows “ 
“ True friendthip, love, benevolence, 

“ Uofludy’d wir, and manly fenfe.” 
Allow here what you've faid your fell, 
Nought can b’ expreft fo jutt and well 
Yo him and her, worthy his love, 
And every blefling from above, 

A fon is given, God fave the boy, 
For theirs and every Som’ril’s joy. 
Ye wardins round him take your pj 
And raife him with each manl. 
Make his meridian virtues 
To add freth luftres tp} 
And many may the mother fee 

Of fuch a lovely progeny. 

Now, fir, when Boreas nae mair thuds 
Hail, fnaw and flect, frae blacken’d clouds ; 
While Caledonia’s hills are preen, 

And a’ her ftraths dctight the ecn ; 
While ilka flower with fragrance blows, 
And a’ the year its beauty thows; 
Before again the winter lour, 

What hinders then yous northern tour? 
Be fure of welcome : nor believe 
‘Thofe wha an ill report would give 

To Ed’nburgh and the land of cakes, 
That nought what's neceflary lacks. 
Here plenty’s goddefs frae her horn 
Pours fith and cattle, claith and corn, 
I: blyth abundance ;—and yet mair, 
Our men are brave, our ladies fair. 
Nor will North Britain yield for fouth 
Of ilka thing, and fellows couth, 

To any but her fifter South — 

True, rugged reads are curfed driegh, 
And fpeats aft roar frae mountains high: 
The body tires—poor tottering clay, 

And likes with eafe at hame co ftay ; 
While fauls firide warlds at ilka ftend, 
And can their widening views extend, 
Mine fees you, while you chearfu’ roam 
On {weet Avona’s flowery howm, 

There recolle@ting, with full view, 

Thofe follies which mackind purfues 
Whiic, confcious of (uperior merit, 

You rife with a correcting Spirit ; 

And, as an agent of the gods, 

Lath them with fharp fatyric reds : 
Labour divine |Next, for a change, 
O'er hill and dale | fee you range, 

After the fox or whidding hare, 
Confirming health in purei air 5 

While joy trac heights and dales refounda, 
Rais’d by the hola. horn aud hounds: 
Fatigu’d. yet. picas’d, the chafe outrun, 
live the friend and ferting fun, 

Invite you to the temperate bicker, 
Which makes the blood and wit flow quickez, 
The clock ftrikes twelve, to reft you bound, 
Yo fave your health by fleeping found. 
Thus with cool head and healfome breaft 
You fee new day ftream frac the eaft : 
Then all the muies round you thine; 
Infpiring every thought divine 5 













OCCASIONAL POEMS, &e 


"Be long their a. 1—Your years and blefics, 
Your fervant Allas Ramfay withes. 


TO ALLAN RAMSAY, 
Upon bis publifping a fecond Volume of Poems. 


Ham, Caledonian bird! whofe rural ftrains 

Delight the littening hills, and cheer the plains! 

‘Already polith’d by fome hand divine, 

"Thy purer “re what furnace can refine? 
arele(s of ce>fure, like the fun, fhine forth, 

In native fuftre, ©. 4 intrinfic worth, 

'To follow nature is . 7 rules to write, 

She led the way, and taught the Stagirite. 

From her the critic’s tafte, the pact’s fire, 

Both drudge in vain, till the from heaven infpire : 

By the fame guide inftructed how to foar, 

‘Allan is now what Homer was before. 

Ye chofen youths! who darc like him afpire, 
And touch with bolder hand the golden lyre + 
Keep nature ftill in view; on her intent, 

Climb by her aid the dangerous fteep afcent 

To lating fame. Perhaps a litle art 

4s needful, to plane o’er fome rugged part ; 

But the moft labour’d elegance and care, 

T" arrive at full perfeétion mutt defpair. 

Alter, blot out, and write all o'er again, 

Alas! fome venial fins will yet remain. 

Indulgence is to human frailty due, 

Ev’n Pope has faults, and Addifon a few ; 

But thole, like mifts that cloud the morning ray, 

Are loft and vanifh in the biaze of day. 

Though Come intruding pimple find a place 

Amid the glories of Clarinda’s face, 

We ttill love on, with equal zeal adore, 

Nor think her lefs a goddef’s than before. 

Slight wounds in no difgraceful {cars fhall end, 

Heat'd by the balm of fome good-natur’d friend. 

In vain fhall cariker’d Zoilus affail, 

‘While Spence prefides, and candour holds the feale. 

His generous breaft, nor envy fours, nor fpite, 

Taught by his * founder's motto how to write, 

Good manners guides his pen. Learn’d without 
pride, 

In dubious points not forward to decide. 

Hf here and there uncommon beauties rife, 

From flower to flower he roves with glad furprife. 

In tailings no malignant plealure takes, 

Nor rudely triumphs over {mall miftakes. 

No naufeous praife, no biting taunts offend, 

W’ expeé a cenfor, and we find a friend. 

Poets, improv'd by his correcting care, 

Shall face their foes with more undaunted air, 

Stripp’d of their rags, fball like Ulyffes thine, 

‘With more heroic port, and grace divine. 

No pomp of learning, and no fund of fenfe, 

Can ¢’er atone for loft bencvolence. 

May Wykcham’s fons, who in each art excel, 

‘And rival ancient bards in writing weil, {fing, 

While from their bright cxamples taught they 

And emulate their flights with bolder wing. 

From their own frailties learn the humbler part, 

Mildly to judge in gentlene fs of heart : 





«Billion of Wyteb-m, % Manners makeib men.” 
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Such critics, Ramfay, jealous for our fame, - 

‘Will not with malice infolently blame, q 

But lur’d by praife the haggard mufe reclaim. 

Retouch each line till all is juft and neat, 

A whole of proper parts, @ work almoft complete 
So when fome beauteous dame, @ reigning toally - 

The flower of Forth, and proud Edina’s boatt, 

Stands at her toilet in her tartan plaid, 

In all her richeft head-geer trimly clad, 

The curious hand-maid, with oblervant eye, 

Corres the {welling hoop that hangs awry; 

Through every plait her bufy fingers rove, 

And now fhe plies below, and then above, 

With pleafing tattle entertains the fair, 

Each ribbon {mooths, adjuits each rambling haitg- 

Till the gay nymph in her full luftre thine, 

And Homer’s Juno was not half fo fine, 





TO THE 
AUTHOR OF THE ESSAY ON MAN, 


Was ever work to fuch perfection wrought; 
How elegant the diGion ' pure the thought £ 
Not fpanogly adorn’d with icatter’d rays, 
But one bright beauty, one collected blaze s 
So breaks the day upon the inades of night, 
Enlivening all with one unbounded light. 

To humble man’s proud heart, thy great defign: 
But who can read this wondrous work divine, 
So juftly plann'd, and fo politely writ, 

Aud not be proud, and boaft of human wit? 

Yet juft to thee, and to thy precepts truc, 
Let ue know man, and give to ‘God his dues 
His image we, but mix'd with coarfe allay, 
Our happineds to love, adore, obey; 

‘Lo praile him for cach gracious boon beftow’d, 
For this thy work, for every ieffer good, 

Wich proftrate hearts before his throne to fall, 
And own the great Creator ail in all. 

The mufe, which thoyld initruct, now entertain 

On trifling fubjeés, in enervate itrains; 

Be it thy tak cw fet the wanderer right, 

Point out her way in her acrial flighe; 

Her noble mien, her honours loft rettore, 

And bid her deeply thiuk, and proudly foar, 
Phy theme tublime, and ealy verte, will prove 
Her high defcent, and miflion from above. 
Let others now tranflate; thy abler pen 
Shull vindicate the ways of Gog to men 5 

Tn virtue’s caule thal glorioufly prevail, 

When the bench trowns 1p vain, and pulpits fail. 
Made wile by thee, whofe Lappy ityle conveys 
‘Yhe pureft morals in the foftelt lays, 

As angels once, fo nuw we mortals bold 

shali climb the ladder Jaco view'd of old; 
Uby kind reforming mute Shetl lead the way 
fo the bright regions of eternal day. 


EPISTLE TO MR. THOMSON, 


ON THE Fi2sl EDITION OF MIS SEAIONS, 


So bright, fo dark, upon an April day, 
The fun darts forth, cx hides hiv various 773 


i iy 


go 
So high, fo low, the lark afpiring fings, 
Or drops to cart again with folded wings; 
$0 {mooth, fo rough, the fea that laves our thores, 
Smiles in a calm, or in a termpeft roars. 
Believe mé, Thomfon, ‘tis not thus ¥ write, 
Severely kind, by envy four’d or fpite: 
Nor would [ rab thy brows to grace my awn; 
Such arts are tomy honeft foul unknown. 
Isead thee over asx friend fhould read, 
Griev'd ‘whien you fail, o'erjoy’d when you fuccecd. 
Why fhould thy mufe, born {o divinely sair, 
“Want the reforming toilet’s daily care? 
Drefi the gay maid, improve each native 
And call forth all the glories of her face : 
Sehdioufly plain, and elegantly clean, 
‘With unaffected {peech, and ealy micn, 
Th’ accomplith'd tymph, in all her helt attire, * 
Courts thall applaud, and proftrate crowds admire. 
“Diferetely daring, with a fiffen'd rein, 
» Firm in thy feat the flying Need refliaivn 
. Though few thy faults, who can perfeétion beaft ? 
"pots in the fun are it his Juitre foft : 
F Yet ev'n thofe {pots expunge with paticnt care, 
UNor fondly the minutét érror fpare. 
@for kind and wife the parent, who reproves 
he flizhteft blemifh in the child be loves. 
Read Philips much, confider Muton more; 
ae from their drofs extract the purer ore. 
po coin new words, or to reftore the old, 
“Mn fouthern bards is dangerous aud bold; 
Bat rarely, very rarely, will fucceed, 
When minted on the other fide of S weed. 
Let perfpicuity o’er all prefide— 
| Soon fhait thou be the nation’s joy and pride. 
The rhiming, jidgling tribe, with bells and fong, 
Who drive their limping Pegafus along, 
Shall learn from thee in bold. r flights to rife 
‘To feorn the beaten road; an. range the fies, 
A genius fo refin’d, fo jot, fo great, 
Yn Britain’s fle fall fix the muile’s feat, 
“And new Parnaflus fhall at howe create : 
Rules from thy works. each future bard s) 


draw, . 


grace, 








‘Thy works, above the critic’s nicer law, 

And rich in brilliant gema without a fuw. 
TO THE RIGHT HOWOURABLE 
LADY ANNE COVENTRY. 


Upon viewing ber fine Chimne;-piece of Sheil cork. 


‘Tar greedy merchant ploughs the fea for gain, 
And rides cxulting o'er the watery plein : 

“ WWhile howling tempeils, from their rocky bed, 
Indignant break around his careful head, * 
<The royal fleet the liquid wafte explores, 

And {peaks in thunder to the rembling fhoress 
The voice of wrath awak’d the nations hear, 

he vanquith’d hope, and the prond v:Gurs fear 5 

‘Thofe-quit their chain, and thele retigu their palm, 
While brirain's awful fag commands a calm. 
* Phe curious fage, gain nor fame purtues, 
With other eyes the boiling deep he views; ~ 
Hangs o'er tie cliff inquilitive co know 

» The decret caufes of its ebb and Bove. 

: : : 








THE WORKS OF SOMERVILE. 


| 


Whence breathe the winds as ae fmooth 
face, 

Or ranks in cloffes all the fithy race, 

Frony thofe enormous monitcrs of the main, 

Who in their world, like other tyrants, reign, 

To the poor cockle-tribe, that humble band, 

Who cleave to rocks, or loiter on the ftrand. 

Yet ev’n their fhells the forming hand divine 

Has, with diftinguith’d lure, taught to thine. 

What bright enaniel! and what variges dyes! 

What jively tints delight our wondy/ing cycs! 

Th’ Almighty painter glows ipo“ line: 

How nican, alas! is Raphay? bold defign, : 

And T; 's colouring +Zompar'd to thine | 

Jufly fupreme! let us thy power revere, 

boo fiil'ft all fpace! all-beauteous every where, 

Thy rifing fun with Liufhes paints the morn, 

‘Vhy thining lamps the face of night adorn; 

Uny flowers the meads, thy noddiug trees the hillsy 

“he vales thy paitures green, and bubbling sills ; 

Thy coral groves, thy rocks that amber weep, 

Deck all the gloomy manfions of the deep; 

Thy yellow fands diftinét with golden ore, 

Aud thefe thy variegated fhells the fhore. 

To all thy works fuch grandeur haft thou lent, 

And fuch extravagance of ornaraent, 

For the falfe traitor, nian, this pomp and fhow ¢ 

A feene fo gay, for us poor worms below ! 

No—tor thy glory all thefe beauties rile, 

Yet may improve the good, inftru& the wife. 

You, madam, {prung from Beaufort’s royal line, 

Who, loft to courts, can in your clofet thine,” 

Beft kuow to ufe each bleffing he beftows, 

Beft know to praifethe power from whence it Rows. 

Shells in your hand the Parian rock defy, f 















Or agat, or Agyptian porphyry— 

Mure glolly they, their veins of brighter dye. 
ee! wheve your rifing pyramids afpire, 
Your guefts farpris'd the ihining pile admire! 
Tn future tines, if fome great Phidias rife, 
Whole chiffel with his miftrefs nature vies, 
Who, with fuperior skill, can lightly trace 

fa the hard marble block the fuitef face; 

To crown this piece, fo elegantly neat, 

Your weil-wrought buito fhail the whole complete; 
O’er your owni work fron: age to age prefide 
ics author once, and then its greateii pride. 








ADDRESS 
To his Elvow-chair new-chthed, 


My dear companion, and my faithful friend! 
li Oeplens taught the litering oaks to bend 5 
Uf Roues and rubifh, at’ Amphion’s call, 
Daue’d into form, and built the Theban wall; 
Why thouldf not sécw attend my humble lays, 
sind hear my grateful barp refound thy praife ? 
‘Trus, thou art fpruce and fins, a very beau; 
But what are trappings and external thow ? 
Yo real worth alone T make my court, 
Knavesare my fcorn, and coxcombs are m 
Once I beheld thee far lefs trim and gay ; 
Ragged, disjointed, and to wormsa prey; 
‘Vhe fale retreat of every lurking monfey 
ded, faunn’d; she lumber of my hou 





y fport, 









ion 


OCCASIONAL 


‘Thy robe how c\ne'd from what it was before ! 
Thy velvet robe, wMsch pleas'd my fires of yore! 
’Tinthus capricious fortune wheels us round; 
Aloft we mount—then tumble to the ground, 
Yet grateful shen, my conftancy | prov'd; 
I knew thy worth ; my friend in rags I Jov'd; 
T lov'd thee more ; nor, like a courtier, fpurn’d 
My benefactor, when the tide was turn’d. 
With confcious thame, yet frankly, | confefs, 
‘That in my yeuthful days—tI lov'd thee lefs. 

cre vanity, “here pleafure call’d, | flray’d ; 
ae way, appetite obey’d. 
But fage experience ht me how to prize i 
Myfelf; and how, t = the bade me rife 








‘Yo nobler flights regardleis of » race 
Of fadlions emmets; pointed where to place 
My blifs, and lodg'd me in thy foft embrace. 
Here on thy yielding down fit fecure 5 
And, patiently, what heaven has fent, endure; 
¥rom all the futile cares of bufinels free ; 
Not fond of life, but yct content to é + 
Here mark the fleeting hours; regret the paft; 
And ferioufly prepare to mect the laft. 
So fafe on fhore the penfion’d faiior lies; 
And all the malice of the ftorm defies: 
‘With eafe af body bleft, and peace of mind, 
Pitics the reftlels crew he left behind; 
Whilft, in his ei, he meditates alone 
Ou his great voyage, to the world unknown 


SONG, 


Asoter Afteria’s fields T rove, 
Vhe bliféfal feat of peace and love 
‘Sen tl oufand beauties round m 
fad iningte pleafure with furprife. 

By nature ble in every part, 
Adorn'd with every grace of art, 
This paradife of booming joys 

Mach raptar’d fenfe, at once, employs. 





But when I view the radiant queen, 

Who forin'd this fair enchanung fcene; 
Pardon, ye grets! ye eryfal funds ! 

Ve breathing flowers! ye fhady woods ! 
Your coolness gow ue more iiviies; 

No more your murmuring ftream celights; 
Your fweets decay, your verdure’s down ; 
My fsui’s intent ou her alone, 











' PARAPHRASE UPON A FRENCH SONG, 


“ Vinge moi dune ingrate maitre dle 
“ Dicu du vin, Pimplore bon yvre!! 








Kinn ref inal) my pain, 
Jolly Bicchus! hear my prayer, 
Vengeance on th? ingrateful fair! 
In thy fimiling cordia} bowl, 
Drown the forrows of my foul, 
All thy deity employ, 
Gild each gloomy thonght with joy. 
Jolly Bacchus: fave, oft fave, 
dum theteep devouring grave, 
sb poor, defpaiging, df ing fig. 
oa + , 





POEMS, &e 


Hafte away, 
Hatte away, 
Lafh thy tigers, do not flay, 
V'm undone if thou delay. 
ft w thofe eyes once thore, 
Still fhall love, and ftill adore, 
And be more wretched chat before, 
See the glory round her face! 
See ker move ! 
With what a grace !— 
Ye gods above ! 
Is the not one of your immortal race ?— 
Fiy, ye winged Cupids, Ay, 
Dart like lightning through the fky : 
Would ye in marble temples dwell, 
The dear-one to my arms compel ; 
ring her in bands of myrtle tied: 
Bid her forget, and bid her hide, 
All her fcorn, and all her pride. 
Would ye that your flave repay 
A fmokueg hecatomb each day ; 
O reftore 
The beauteous goddefs T adore; 
O reftore, with ali her charms, 
The faithle& vagraut to my arms! 


say 





HUDIBRAS AND MILTON RECONCILE, 


TO SIR ADOLPUUS OUGNTON, 


“ Si fradtus illabatur orbis, 
“ Impavidum ferient ruing.”"——Hor. 


Dear knijht. how great a drudge is he 
Who would excel in poetry ! 
And yer how few have learnt the are, 
‘T" inform the head, or touch the heart! 
Some, with a dry and barren brain, 
Poor rogues! like coftive lap-dogs flrain ; 
While others with a flux of wit, 
‘Vhe reader and their friends beth-t, 
1 you (Sir Knight) my judgment know? 
writes fojo, 
mighty fecret lies, 
and to furprife : 
‘Thus far my pen at random run, 
‘The fire was out, the clock ftruck one. 
When, lo: thrange hollow murmurs from without, 
Invade my ears. In every quarter rous’d, 
winds ruth from their rocky caves 
the vapours dank, or cry, 
their landardsrang’dwic! - woring frome 
Darker the welkic Niece vrai dhock 

ines, art} heir mother earth, 
ss the nodding 
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iicree elements 
s doubled peals 
eer roar. Convulfions rend 
Tre whole cr.atioa flands 
sd trembling waits its doom, 
Leo Slaps, dur Sriend, you wonder 
Ty this dread feene of wind, rain, thagd: 
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sas 
What 2 poor guilty wretch could do; 
‘Then hear—(for, faith, I teli you true) 
1 water'd, fhook my giddy head, 
Gravely broke wind, and went to bed, 
‘ eron 
MIRANDA'S LEAVING THE COUNTRY. 


Tar. fun departing hides his head, 
The hily and the rofe are dead, 
The birds forget to fing ; 
‘The cooing turtles now no more 
Repeat th-ie amorous dicties o’er, 
But watch th’ approaching fpring. 


For fuon the merry month of May 
Reltores the bright ali-cheering ray; 
Soft notes charm every grove: 
The flowers ambrofial inceufe breathe, 
Aad all abave, and all bencath, 
Is fragrance, joy, and love. 


So when Miranda hence-retires, 

Each fhepherd only not expires: 
How ruefal is the feene ! 

How the dull moments creep along ! 

No fportive dance, nor rural fong, 
No gambols on the green. 


Yet, when the radiant nymph appears, 
Each ficld its richeft livery wears, 
All nature’s blith aud gay ; 
The fwaiis traufported with delight, 
Alter a long avd gloomy night, 
Blefs the reviving day. 
While thus, indulgent to our prayer 
Kind heaven permitted us to fhare 
A blefling fo divine ; 
While fmiling hope gave fome relief, 
And joys alternate footh’d our grief, 
What fhepherd could repiue ? 
But now—hee fata! lofs we mourn, 
Never, oh: never to retura 
Vo thefe deferted plains ; 
Undone, abandop’d to defpair, 
Alas! ’Uis winter all the year 
To us unhappy fwains. 


4 


Ye little loves, lament around; 
With empty quivers ftrew the ground, 

Your bows unbent lay down; 
Harmlzfs your wounds, pointlefs your darts, 
And frail your empire o’er our hearts, 

Til! the your triumphs crown. 

Ye nymphs, ye fawns, complaining Sigh; 
Ye graces, let your treffes fly, 
‘Lhe fport of every wind : 
Ye mimic echoes tell the woods, 
Repeat it to the murmuring floods, 

She’s g ne! fhe’s gone: unkind! 
Break, fhepherds, break each tunclefs reed, 
Let all your flocks at random fecd, 

Each flowery garland tears 
Since wit and beauty quit the plain, 

Paft pleafures but enhance our pain, 

And lite’s not worth our carg. 


é 


t 


THE WORKS OF SOMERVILE. 


TO PHYLA. 


Tuovex clofe immur’d, poor captive maid! 
Young Danaé play'd a wanton’s part; 
The gold that in her lap was laid, 
Soon found a paffage to her heart. 
Ambitious Semele, beguil’d 
By Juno’s unrelenting hate, 
Amid the bright deftruétion {mil’, 
Enjoy'd her god, and dy’d in fate. 
‘The fwan on Leda’s whit Srealt, 
Artful deceiver! neftig lay, 
With joy the claff’d ner downy gueft, 
Fond of a bird fo foft and gay. 
What boon can faithful merit thare, 

Where intereft reigns, or pride, or fhow ? 
*Tisghe rich banker wins the fair, . 
The garter’d knight, or feather’d beau. 

No more my panting heart thall beat, 
Nor Phyllis claim one parting groan? 
Her tears, her vows, are all a cheat, 
For womaa loves herfelf alone. 








TO TUE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
THE EARL OF HALIFAR, 
With the Fable of the trwo Springs. 


O Hatieax! a name for ever dear 
Yo Phoebus, and which all the Nine revercs 
Accept this humble pledge of my efteem, 
Bo juftly thine, benevolence my theme. 

in myftic tales, and parables, of old 
Grave eaftern feers inftructive leffons told ; 
Wife Grecce from them receiv’d the happy plam_. 
And taught the brute to pedagogue the man. 
‘Lhe matron Truth appears with better grace, 
When well-wrouyht fables vei) her reverend face $ 
Dry precept may inftruct, but can’t delight, 
While pleafing fictions all our powers excite. 
Our bufy minds each faculty employ, 
And range around, and ftart their game with joy; 
Pleas’d with the chafe, make the rich prey theig 

own, 

And glory in the conquefts they have won, 
Fable alone can crown the poct’s brow, 
Upon his works immortal charms beftow ¢ 
And ’twere a fin that method to difprove, 
Which Heaven has fix'd by fan@ions from above 
My humble mufe in calm retirement roves 4 
Near mofly fountains, and near fhady groves? + 
Yet there, evn there, her loyal hands would rai 
Some rural trophy to her monarchs praife ; 
Inflruct thofe fountains aad thofe groves to fhow, 
What copious bleflings from his bounty flow ; 
While flowers and fhrubs blets his propitious aid, 
His urn refrefhing, ot protedting thade. 
Great friend of human kind! thy pious hand 
Nor wounds to kill, nor conquers to command. 
Let haughty tyrants of faife glory dream, 
Without remorfe puriuc the bloody {cheme; 
‘To fame forbidden tread the }: 
And o’er the ravag’4 world exten 





OCCASIONAL POEMS, &e. 


®Tis thine, great é prge, to guard thy favourite 
ifle 

From open force, and every fecret wile, 

To raife th’ opprefe’d,tomake the captivesfmile ; 

"Fo pay juft heaven what righteous monarchs owe, 

And, like that heaven, to blefe the world below : 

‘To build new temples, to repair the old, 

To bring the ftraggling sheep into the fold, ; 

And by wife laws reftore an age of gold. 

Ye blifeful feath where Tame and Ifis join, 

Bveely retiremel_of the facred Nine, 

“Ferentof arts, ana use my [weet abode, 

Can ye forget the blefli-7s he beftow’d ? 

Can fophiftry prevail againte“\at prince, 

‘Whole mercy and beneficence convince ? 

Oh! touch each tuneful ftring, let every mufe 

From ali her ftores her nobleit Pzeans choole ; 

Pay.what fhe caa in cributary lays, 

And to his virtue grant (upplies of praife. 

"To all the world your grateful hearts make known, 

And in your monarch’s fame recard your own. 

His fame-—which envy’s breath can never bla, 2 

But ages yet to come shall join the paft, 

And Bruniwick’s glory with the world fhall iat. 


A SONG FOR THE LUTE, 


Grntty, my lute, move every ftring, 
+ Soft as my fighs, reveal my pain; 
‘While I, in plaintive numbers, fing 
Of lighted vows, and cold difdain, 
In vain her airs, in vain her art, 
In vain the frowns when | appear; 
Thy notes fhall melt her frozen heart 
She cannot hate, if the can hear. 
And fee the {miles ! through all the groves 
Triumphant 1-Pzans found : 
Clap all your wings, ye little loves ; 
» Ye Sportive graces, dance around, 
Ye liftening oaks, bend to my fong 5 
Not Orpheus play'd a nobler lay: 
Ye favages, about me throng ; 
Ye rocks, and harder hearts, obey. 
Bhe comes, the comes, relenting fair‘ 
To fill with joy my longing arms; 
What faithful tover can defpair, 
Who thus with verfe, and mufic, charms? 


THE COQUET. 


* Wwew tortur'd by the cruel fair 


~ 


E 


And almoft mad with wild defpair, 
My ficeting fpirits roves 
One cordial glance reftorcs her flave, 
Redeems me from the gaping grave, 
And foothes my foul to love. 
Thus-in a fea of doubt I’m tofs'd, 
Now funk, now thrown vpon the coaft ; 
What wretch can long endure 
Such odd, perpicxing pangs as thefe, 
When peuiertuurtal the dicate, 
Nor yet complete the eure? 


Proud tyrant! fince to fave, or kill, 
Depends on thy capricious will, 
‘This milder fentence give ; 
Reverfe my ftrange, untoward ‘fate,’ 
Oh! let me perifh by thy hate, 
Or by thy kindnefs live: 


THE SUPERANNUATED LOVER, 


Dean to the foft delights of love, 

Spare me, O! Spare me, cruel boy: 
Nor feek in vain that heart to move, 

Which pants ne more with amorous joy. 
Of old, thy faithful hardy fwain, 

(When {mit with fair Paftora’s charnas) 
I ferv'd thee many a long campaign, 

And wide I fpread thy conquering arnim 
Now, mighty God, difmifs thy flave, 

To feeble age let youth fucceed 5 
Recruit among the ftrong and brave, 

And kindly {pare an invalid, 
Adieu, fond hopes, fantaltic cares, 

Ye killing joys, ye pleafing pains! 
My foul for better guefts prepares, 

Reafon reftor’d, and virtue reigns. 
But why, my Cloe, tell me why? 

Why trickles down this filent tear? 
Why do thefe bluhhes rife and die? 

Why ftand [ mute when thou art here ? 
Ev'n flecp affords my foul no reft, 

‘Thee bathing in the ftream I views 
With thee I dance, with thee I feat, 

Thee through the gloomy grove purfue, 
Triumphant god of gay defires 

Thy vaffal’s raging pains remove 5 
I burn, I buen, with fierce fires, 

Oh! take my life, or crown my love. 


ADVICE TO THE LADIES. 


Wao now regards Chloris, her tears, and hee 
whining, 
Her fighs and fond withes, and awkward repining? 
What a pother is here, with her amorous glances, 
Soft fragments of Ovid, and feraps of romatces! 
A nice prude at fifteen! and a romp in decay! 
Cold December affects the [weet bloffoms of May + 
To fawn in her dotage, and in her bloom fpurn ut, 
Is to quench love's bright torch, and with touch~ 
wood te burn us. 


Believe'me, dear maids, there’s no way of evading$ 

While ye pith, and cry nay, your roles are fading = 

Though your paffion furvive, your beauty will 
dwindle, 

And our languifhing embers can never rekindle. 


When bright in your zeniths we proftrate before 


ey 
When We fet in a cloud, what fool will adore ye? 
Then, ye fair, be advis'd, and fnatch the kind 
bleffing, 
And fhow your good conduét by timely poffelling. 


ANACREONTIC. 
«TO CLOE DRINKING. 


‘Wuen, my dear Cloe, you refign 
One happy hour to mirth and wine, 
Each glafs you drink {till paints your face 
‘With fome new victorious grace : 
Charm in referve my foul furprife, 
And by frefh wounds your lover dies, 
Who can refift thee, lovely fair! 
‘That wit! that foft engaging air! 
Each panting heart its homage pays, 
And all the vaffal world obeys. 

God of the grape, boaft now no more 
Thy triumphs on far Indus’ fhore : 
Bach ufelefs weapon now lay down, 
"Thy tigers, car, and ivy crown; 
Give but this juice in full (upplies, 
And truft thy fame to Cloe’s eyes. 


TO A DISCARDED TOAST. 


Czx14, confefs "tis all in vain, 
To patch the ruins of thy face ; 
Nor of ill-natur’d time complain, 
That robs it of cach bluoming grace, 
If love no more fhall bend his bow, 
Nor point his arrows from thine eye, 
¥ no lac’d fop, nor feather’d beau, 
Dedpairing at thy feet fhall die: 
‘Yet ftill, my charmer, wit like thine 
Shall triumph over age and fate ; 
Thy fetting beams with loftre thine, 
And rival their meridian height. 
Beauty, fair flower! foon fades away, 
And tranfient are the joys of love ; 
But wit, and virtue, ne’er decay, 
Ador’d below, and bleis’d above, 


THE PERJUR’D MISTRESS. 
From Horace, Eped. xv. ad Neeranis 


Twas night, and heaven intent with all its eyes 
az’d on the dear deceitful maid; 
A thoufand pretty things fhe faid, 
A thoufand artful tricks fhe play’d, 
From me, deluded me, her falichood to difguife, 


She clafp’d me in her foft encircling arms, 

She prefs’d her glowing cheek to mine, 

‘The clinging ivy, or the curling vine, 

Did never yet fo clofely twine; [charms? 
Who could be man and bear the luftre of her 
And thus fhe fwore: by all the powers above, 

When winter ftorms thall ceafe to rear, 

When fummer funs fhall fhine no more, 

When wolves their cruelty give o'er, 

Neeru then, and not till then, fhail ceafe to love. 
Ah! falle Newra! perjur’d fair! but know, 

I have a foul too great to bear 

A rival's proud infulting air, 

Another may be found as fir, [you. 
Ms fait, vograteful nymph ! and fr more juf than 


THE WORKS OF SOMERVILE. 


s : 
Shovldf thou repent, and at. ty feet be laid, 
Dejeéled, penitent, forlorn, 
And all thy former follies mourn, 
Thy proffer’d paffion | would feorn: 
The gods fhald do me right on that devoted head, 
And you, {pruce fir, who infolently gay, 
Exulting, laugh at my difgrace, 
Boaft with vain airs, and {tiff grimace, 


Your large eftate, your handipme face, 
Proud of a fleeting blifs, the pagp4nt of a day: _ 
You too fhall foon repent ¢] ughty fegr5 


When, fickle as the Za or wind, 

The proftitute .ui change her mind, 

To fuch another coxcomb kind; Ceurm, 
Then hall I dap my wings, and triumph in my 





TO A YOUNG LADY, 


Who fpent the Nizht in Tears, upon a Report that ber 
Brother was to fight a Duel the next Morning. 


Pasrora weeps, let every lover mourn, 

Her grief is no lefs fatal than her fcorn: 

Thote fhining orbs infli& an equal pain, 
O’erflown with tears, or pointed with difdain, 
When doubts and fears invade the tender breaft, 
Where peace, and joy, and love should ever reft ; 
As flowers depriv’d of the fun’s genial ray, 
Earthward we bend, and filently decay ; 

In fpight of all philofophy can do, 2 





Our hearts relent, the burfling torrents flow, 
We feel her pains, and propagate her woe, 
Each mourntul mufe laments the weeping fair, 
The graces all their comely treffes tear, 
Love drags his wings, and droops his little head, 
And Venus mouris as for Adonis dead. 

Patience, dear maid, nor without caufe complain, 
O lavifh not thofe precious drops in vain : 
Under the fhieid of your prevailing charms, 
Your happy brether lives fecure from harms, 
Your bright refemblance all my rage difarms, i 
Your influence unable to withfland, 
‘The confcious feel drops from my trembling hand ; 
Low at your feet the guilty weapon lies, 
The foe repents, and the fond lover dies. 
Eneas thus by men and gods purfued, 
Fecble with wounds, defil’d with duft and blood, 
Beauty's bright goddefs interpos'd her charms, 
And fav’d the hopes of Troy from Grecian armies, 


TO DR. M. 
READING MATHEMATICS: 





Varn our purfuits of knowledge, vain our care, 
‘The coft aud labour we may juftly fpare. 
Death from this coarfe alloy refines the mind, 
Leaves us at large t’ expatiate unconfin'd ; 

All {cience opens to our wondering cyes, 

And the good man is in a moment wile. 


FROM MARTIAL. 


etc. xlvii. 


Wou op you, my friend, find out tiie tree celine, 
To Hve at cafe, and &vm the tide of fatey 


OCCASIONAL POEMS, ke. 


‘a 
ithe grand elixir “aus you mutt infufe, 
* And thefe ingrediefte to be happy choofe : 
Firft an eftate, not got with toil and fweat, 
But unincumber’d left, and free from debt = 
For let that be your dull forefather’s care, 
"To pinch and drudge for his deferving heir 5 
Fruitful and rich, in land that’s found and good, 
"That fills your barns with corn, your hearth with 
wood; 
‘That cold nor-hunger may your houfe infeft, 
yhile flames intade the fikies, and pudding crowns 
he feaft. fe 
* Aquiet'mind, ferenc, "ed free from care, 
Nor puzzling on the bench, nor noify at the bar; 
& body found, that phyfic cannot mend ; 
‘And the belt phyfic of the mind, a friend, 
Equal in birth, in humour, and in place, 
‘Thy other felf, diftinguifh’d but by face; 
‘Whofe fympathetic foul takes equal fhare 
Of all thy pleafure, and of all thy care. 
A modeft board, adorn'd with men of fenfe, 
No French ragouts, por French impertinence, 
‘A merry bottle to engender wit, 
Not over-dos'd, but guantum fufficit : 
Equal the error is in each excefs, 
Nor dullnefs Jef a fin, than drunkennefs. 
‘A tender wife diffolving by thy fide, 
Eafy and chatte, free from debate and pride, 
Bach day a miftrefs, and each night a bride. 
Sleep undifturb’d, and at the dawn of day, 
The merry horn, that chides thy tedious ftay 5 
Ahorfe that's clean, fure-footed, fwift, and found, 
‘And dogs that make the echoing clifts refound 5 
‘That {weep the dewy plains, out-fly the wind, 
And leave domeftic forrows far bchind. [patt, 
Pleas’'d with thy prefent lot, nor grudging at the 
Nor fearing when thy time fhall come, nor hop- 
ing for thy lat. 


TO A GENTLEMAN, 
‘WHO MARRIED HIS CAST MISTRESS, 
From Horace, Bok WW. Ode is. © 


B. Wuire f was yours, and yours alone, 

Proud, and tranfported with your charms, 
1 envy’d not the Perfian throne, 

But reign’d more glorious in your arms. 
B. While you were true, nor Suky fair 

Had chas’d poor Bruny from your breaft; 
Not Ilia could with me compare, 

So fam’d, or fo divinely bleft. 


D. In Suky’s arms enttanc’d f lie, 
So fweetly fings the warbling fair! 
For whom moft willingly I’d die, 
‘Would fate the gentle fyren fpare. 


AB, Me Billy burns with mutual fire, 
For whom I'd die, in whom I Ave, 
For whom each moment I’d expire, 
Might he, my better part, furvive. 
D. Should I once more my heart refign, 
Would you the penitent receive? 
Would Ssippfrtra’d atone my crime ? 
_ And would my Bruny on her Glave ? 


bi 
B. Though brighter he than blazing ftar, 
More fickle thou than wind or fea, 
With thee, my kind returning dear, 
I'd live, contented die with thee. 


A DAINTY NEW BALLAD: 


Occafioned by a Clergyman's Widow of foventy years sp. 
age, Leing married to a young Excifoman. 


Turre liv’d in our good town, 
A relick of the gown, 

A chafte and humble dame ; 
Who, when her man of God 
Was cold as any clod, 

Dropt many a tear in vain. 
But now, good people, learn all, 
No prief can be eternal ; 

Nor is it meet, I ween, 

That folks thould always whimper, 
There is a time to fimper, 

As quickly fhall be feen, 

For love, that little urchin, 
‘About this widow lurching, 
Had flily fix'd his dart; 

The filent creeping fame 
Boil'd fore in every vein, 

And glow'd about her heart. 
So when a pipe we fmoke, 

And from the flint provoke 

The fparks that twinkling play; 
The touch-wood old and dry 
With heat begins to fry, 

And gently waftes away, 


With art fhe patch'd up nature, 

Reforming every feature, 
Reftoring every grace: 

To gratify her pride, 

She ftopp’d each cranny wide, 

And painted o’er her face. 
Nor red, nor eke the white, 
‘Was want to invite, 

Nor coral lips that pout ; 
But, oh, in vain fhe tries! 

With darts to arm thole eyes 

‘That dimly fquint about. 
With order and with carey 
Her pyramid of hair 

Sublimely mounts the fky; 
And, that fhe might prevail, 
She bolfter’d up her tail, 

With trumps three ftories high, 
With many a rich perfume, 
She purify’d her room, 

As there was need, no doubt ; 
For on thefe warm. occafions, 
Offenfive exhalations 

Are apt to fly about. 

On beds of rofes lying, 
Expecting, withing, dying, 

‘Thus languith’d for her love 
‘The Cyprian queen of old, 

As merry bards have told, 

All ina myrtle grove. 


gt 
In pale of mother church, 
She fondly hop’d to lurch, 

But, ah me! hop’d in vain; 
No doxtor could be found, 
‘Who this her cafe profound 

Durft venture to explain. 

St length a youth full fmart, 
Who oft by magic art 

Had div’d in many a holes 
Or kilderkin, or tun, 

Or hogthead, "twas all one, 

He'd found it with his pole, 
‘Flisart, and eke his face, 

Bo fuited to her cafe, 

Engag’d her love-fick heart ; 
Quoth fhe, my pretty Diver, 
With thee I'll live for ever, 

And from thee never part, 
For thee my bloom reviving, 
For thee freth charms arifing, 

Shall mele thee into joy ; 
Wor doubt, my pretty fweeting, 
Ere nine months are completing, 

To feea bonny boy. 

‘As ye have feen, no doubt, 
A candle when juft out, 

In flames break forth again ; 
Bo fhone this widow bright, 
All blazing in defpight 

Of threefcore years and ten. 


CANIDIA'S EPITHALAMIUM. 
VPON THE SAME, 


Fasax as malevolent, as old, 
To blaft Canidia’s face, 

(Which once "twas rapture to behold) 
With wrinkles and difgrace. 


Not fo in blooming beauty bright, 
Each envying virgin’s pattern, 

Bhe reign’d with undifputed right 
A * priettels of St. Cattern. 

Bach fprightly foph, each brawny thrum, 
Spent his firf runnings here ; 

And hoary doétors dribbling come, 
To languith and defpair. 

Low at her feet the proftrate arts 
Their humble homage pay; 

"To her the tyrant of their hearts, 
Each bard diteéts his lay. 


But now, when impotent to pleafe, 
Alas! fhe would be doing ; 
Reverfing nature’s wife decrees, 
She gocs herfelf a-wooing. 
Though brib’d with all her pelf, the {waim 
‘Molt awkwardly complies; 2 
Prefs'd to bear arms, he ferves in pain, 
Or from his colours flies. 
Bo does an ivy, green when old, 
And fprouting in decay ; 





2 She was bar-buper at ths Gatternubed in Orford. 
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In juicelefs, joylefs arms infold.” 
A fapling young and gay.” 

The thriving plant, if better join’d, 
Would emulate the fkies; 

But, to that wither’d trunk confin’d; 
Grows fickly, pines, and dies. 


HUNTING-SONG. 


Bexotp, my friend, the rofy-fingeg'd mi 
With bluthes on her face, dala 
Peeps o’er yon azure hj 
Rich gems the trees Pre, 
Pearls from egg bush diftil, 
Arife, arife, and hail the light new-born. 


Hark! hark ! the merry horn calls, Come away + 
Quit, quit the downy bed; 
Break from Amynta’s arms; 
Oh, let it ne’er be faid, 
‘That all, that all her charms, 
Though he’s as Venus fair, can tempt thy flay: 


Perplex thy foul no more with cates below, 
For what will pelf avail! =~ 
‘Thy courfer paws the ground, 
Each beagle cocks his tail, 
* They fpend their mouths around, 
While health, and pleafure, fmiles on every brows 


Try, huntfmen, all the brakes, fpread all the plain, 
Now, now, fhe’s gone away, 
Strip, ftrip, with {peed purfue ; 
‘The jocund god of day, 
Who fain our fport would view, 
See, fee, he flogs his fiery fteeds in vain. 


Pour down, like a flood from the hills, brave boys, 
On the wings of the wind 
The merry beagles fly ; 
Dull forrow lags behind : 
Ye thrill echoes, reply ; 
Catch each flying found, and double our joye, 


Ye rocks, woods; and caves; our mufic repeat 3 
‘The bright {pheres thus above, 
A gay refulgent train, 
Harmonioufly move 
O’er yon celeftial plain 
Like us whirl along, in concert fo fweet. 
Now Pufs threads the brakes, and heavily flies; 
At the head of the pack 
Old Fidler bears the bell, 
Every foil he hunts back, 
And aloud rings her knell, 
Till, forc’d into view, the pants, and the dies. 


In life’s dull round thus we toil, and we fweat; 
Difeafes, grief, and pain, 
An implacable crew, 
While we double in vain, 
Unrelenting purfue, 
Till, quize hunted down, we yield with regtet, 
This moment is ours, come live while we may; 
What's decreed by dark fate 
Is net in our own power, 
Since to-marrow’s too iat 
"Fake the prefent kind hour : 
With wine cheer the sight, as Sports blefs the day 


OCCASIONAL POEMS, 


A TRANSLATION OF HORACE, EP. X. 


FMorace reconmends a Country Life, and diffuades bis 
Friend from .-mbition and Avarice. 


From him who.breathes in country air alone, 

An all things elfe thy foul and mine are one ; 

And like two aged long acquainted doves, 

#¥he fame our nvutual hate, the fame our mutual 
+, loves, 

Che, ‘and fecure, you keep your lazy neft, 

My wandering thoughts wou't let my pinions rett: 

O'er rocks, feas, woods, I take my wanton flight, 

And cach new obje@ charms with new delight, 

‘Yo {ay no more, my friend, | live, and reign, 

Lord of myfelf : I’ve broke the fervile chain, 

Shook off with {corn the trifles you defire, 

All the vain empty nothings fops admire. 

‘Thus the lean flave of fome fat pamper’d prieft 

‘With greedy eyes at firft views each luxurious 

feat ; 

But, quickly eloy’d, now he no more can eat 

“Their godly viands, and their holy meat; 

‘Wilcly ambitions to be free and poor, 

Longs for the homely {craps he leth'd before. 

Seck’it thou a place where nature is obferv'd, 

And cooler reafon may be mildly heard ; 

‘To rural thades let chy calm {oul retreat, ‘ 


Heatrua to my friend loft in the fmoky town, ; 


"Thefe are th’ Elyfian fields, this is the happy feat, 

Proof againft winter's cold, and fummer's heat, 

Here no invidious care thy peace annoys, 

Sleep undifturb’d, nterropted joyss 

Your marble pavements with difgrace muft yield 

‘To each fmooth plain, and gay cnamel’d field : 

Your muddy aqueduétscan ne'er compare 

‘With country ftreams, more pure than city air; 

Our yew and bays enclos'd in pots ye prize, 

And mimic little beauties we defpife. 

‘The rofe and woodbine marble walls fupport, 

Holly and ivy deck the gaudy court : 

But yet in vain all thifts che artitt cries, 

‘The difcontented twig but pines away and dies, 

‘The houfe ye praife chat a iarge proipedt yields, 

And ae with longing eyes the picaiure of the 
el Is; 

>Tis thus ye own, thus tacitly confefs, 

‘Th’ inimitable charms the peaceful country blefs. 

An vain from nature's rules we blindly fray, 

And puth th’ nneafy monitrix away: 

Still the returns, nor lets our con{cience reft, 

But night and day inculcates what is beft, i 

Our trucft frien, though an unwelcome gueft 

Asfoon th’ unfkilful foot that’s blind enough, 

Yo call rich Indian damafk Norwich ttuff, 

Shall become rich by trade, ashe be wile, 

‘Whofe partial foul and undifcerning eyes 

Can't at firtt fight, and at each tranficnt view, 

Diftinguith good from bad, or falle from true. 

He that tou high exalts his giddy head 

‘When fortune fmiles, if the jilt howns, is dead + 

‘Th’ afpiring fool, big with bis haughry boutt, 

Is the moft abject wretch when alihishopes arclof. 

Sit loefe td an ine world, nor aught admire, 

Thele worthlels toys too f wndly we defire; 


gr 

Since when the darling’s ravifh'd from our heart, 

‘The pleature’s over-balanc’d by the fart. 

Confne thy thoughts, and bound thy loofe defiresy - 

For thrifty nature no great coft requires 3 

A healthy body, and thy miftrefs kind, 

A humble cot, and a more humble mind: 

Thefe once enjoy'd, the world is all thy own, 

From thy poor cell defpife the tottering throne, 

And wakeful monarchs in a bed of down, 

Vhe ftag well-arm’d, and with unequal force, i 

From fruitful meadows chas’d the conquer’d horfeg 

‘The haughty beaft that ftomach’d the difgrace, 

(p meaner paftures not content to graze, 

Receives the bit, and man’s affi‘iance prays. ¢ 

‘The conqueft gain’d, and many trophies won, 

His falfe confederate ftill rede boldly on ; 

in vain the beaft curs'd his perfidious aid, 

He plung’d, he rear'd, but nothing could per- 
fuade 

The rider from his back, or bridle from his heads: A 

Juft fo the wretch that greedily alpires, 

Unable to content his wild defires ; 

Dreading the fatul thought of being poor, 

Lofes a prize worth all his golden ore, i 

The happy freedom he enjoy’d before, i 

About him ftill th’ uneafy load he bears, 

Spurr’d on with fruitle/s hopes, and curb’d wi 
anxious fears, 

‘The man whofe fortune fit not to his mind, 

he way te crue content fhall never find ; 

If the fhoe pinch, or if it prove too wide, 

In that he walks in pain, in this he treade afide. 

But you, my friend, in calm contentment live, 

Always well pleas’d with what the god, fhall give, 

Let not bate thining pelf thy mind deprave, 

Tyranc of fools, the wife man’s drudge and Daves 

And me reprove if I fhall crave for more, 

Or feem the leaft uneafy to be poor. 

Thus much t write, merry, and free from 

And nothing covet, but thy prefence here, 


‘THE MISER'S SPEECH. 
FROM HORACE, EPOD. U, 


Harry the man, who, free from carey 

Marures his own paternal fields, 
Content, as his wife fathers were, 

T" enjoy the crop his labour yieldy 
Nor ufury torments his breaft, 

That barters happinefs for gain, 
Nor war’s alarms difturb his reft, 

Nor hazards of the faithlefs main: 
Nor ar the loud tumultuous bar, 

With coftly noife, and dear debate, 
Proclamis an everlalling war; 

Nor fawns on villains bafely great, 


But for the vine fele@s a fpoufe, 
Chafte emblem of the marriage-bed 
Or prunes the too luxuriant boughs, 
and grafts more happy in their ftead, 
Or hears the iowing herds from far, 
‘That fatten on the fruittal plains, 
And ponders with delighttul care, 
The profpect of his future gains 


- gto THE WORKS OF SOMERVILE. 


Or thears his feep that round him graze, Let fops their fickly palates pleat 
’And droop bencath their curling loads ; With luxury’s expenfive ftore, 
Or plunders his laborious bees And feaft each virulent difeafe 
Of balmy nedtar, drink of gods! With dainties from a foreign thore. 
His cheerful head when Autumn rears, 
And bending boughs reward his pains, 
Joyous he pluck: the lufcious pears, 
“The purple grape hisfirger ftains. 


£, whom my little farm Supplies, 
Rich’y on nature’s bounty live ; 
‘The only happy are the wife, 

Content is all the gods can give, 
While thus on wholefume cates | feaity 
OA, with what rapture f behold‘ 

Ms flocks in comely erder halts 7 
‘T’ enrich with foil the barven fold! 


» Bach honeft heart’s a welcome gueit, 
With tempting fruit his tables glow, 
The gods are bidden to the fertt, 
To fhare the bleflings they beftow. 
Uftider an oak’s protecting shade, 
In flowery meads profufely gay, 
Supine he leans his peaceful head, 
And gently loiters life away. 
The vocal ftfeams that murmuring flow, 
Or from their {prings complaining creep, 
"The birds that chirp on every bough, 
Invite his yielding eyes to ileep. 
But, when bjeak florms and lowering Jove 
Now fadden the declining year, 
Through every thicket, every grove, 
Swift he purfues the flying deer. 


“With deep-hung hounds he fweeps the plains 





‘The languid ox approaches flow, 

{'o thare the food his labours earn: 
Painful he tugs th’ inverted plough, 

Nor hunger quickens his return. 
My wanton fwains, uncouthly gay, 

About my fimiling hearth delight, 
To fweeten the laborious day, 

By many a merry tale at night. 
Thus fpoke old Gripe, when bottles three 

Of Burten ale, and fea-coal fire, 
Untock’d his breaft ; refulv'd to be 

A generous, honeit, country “iquire, 


That very night his money Ient, 


The hills, the vallies, fmoke around ¢ On bond, or mortgage, he call'd in, 
"The woois repeat his pleafing pains, With lawful ule of fix per cent, 

And echo propagates the found. Next iiern, he put ic out at ten. 
Or, puth’d by his victorious fpear, FABLE LT, 

The grifly boar before him flies, The Captive Trumpeters 


Betray'd by his prevailing fear 
inte the toils, the monfter dies. 





» non prailaptior alter 
“ Ere cicre viros, Martemque accendere canta! 





His towering falcon mounts the fies, Vine. 
And cuts through clouds his liquid way ; A panty of huffars of late 
Or elfe with fly deceit he tries For prog and piunder feour'd the plains, 
To make the lefler game his prey. Some French Gens d? Armes furpris'J, and beat, 
Who, thus poffefs’d of folid joy, And brought their trumpeter in chains, 
Would love, that idle imp, adore ? in doleful plight, th’ unhappy bard 
Cloe’s coquet, Myrtilla’s coy, _For quarter begg'd on bended knee, 
And Phyllis is a perjur’d whore. Pity, Meffieurs | In truth ‘eis hard 
dieu, fantaftic idle flame ! Yo kill a hartulefs enemy. 
Ghee mea profitable wife, Thefe hands, of flaughter innocent, 
A careful, but obliging dame, Ne‘er brandith'd the deftruative fword, 
To folten all the toils of life : To you or yours no hurt 1 meant, 
Who thal! with tender care provide, O take a poor mufician 's word, 
Againft her weary fpoufe rcturn, Bat the fern foe, with generous rage, 
With plenty (ee his board fupply’d, Scoundrel. reply'd, thon firit fhult die, 
And make the crackling billets burn : Who, urging others to cngage, 
‘And while his men and maids repair From tame and danger balely fly, 
To fold his fheep, to milk his kine, The brave by law of arms we Spare, 
With unbought daintics feat her dear, ; Thou by the hangman fhalt expire ; 
‘And treat him with domeftic wine. Tis juft, and not at ali fevere, 





ith pity and difdain Yo flop the breath that blew the fire. 
«LT view with pity a 


if FABLE It, 
* The coftly trifles coxcombs boat, 
Their Bourdeaux, Burgundy, Champaign, The bald-pated Welfoman, and the Fly. 
‘Though fparkling with the brighteit toat. * — Qui non moderabitur ira, {meng, 
Pleas’d with found manufacture more,  Infetum volet efle, dolor quod fuaferit et 
‘Than all the ftum the knaves impole, « Dum peas odio per vim feltinat ean 
4 in cully treats his whore, _ Hor, 
* i pupae the Mitre, or the Rete. A’squrae of Wales, whofe blood :2a bigher 


ihan tha: of aay cther. fquire, 





ty and hot ; whofe peevith honour 
n d each fight: ity aka : 
| a'mountain’: vga 
ppos'd to Sol’s meri he 
"d, he rav'd, he swore, 
‘Bxhal ha fea at every cut 
At laft, fuch infalts to-evade,» 
Bought the next tree’s protecting thade ; 
‘Where, as he lay diffolv’d in fweat, 
And wip’d off many a rivulet, 
Off in a pet the beaver flies, 
d flaxen wig, time’s beft difguife, 
“&) which, folks of maturer ages 
Vie with fmooth beaux, and ladies pages : 
"Though ’twas a fecret rarely known, 
H-natur’d age had cropt his.crown, 
Grubb'd all the covert up, and now 
~ A large fmooth plain extends his brow. 
‘Thus as he hype numfkul bare, 


And courted 1 
nd cou: ses 


Bee ty 
iad! what man of pers ad fenfe 
Cc Cold bear fuch vile impertinence ? 
Yet fo difcourteous is our fate, 
Fools always buz about the great. 


This infect now, whofe active fpight, 
‘Teaz’d him with never-ceafing bite, 

* With fo-much judgment play’d his part, 
He had him both in tierce and quart : 
_ In vain with open hands he 


To guard his ears, his nofe, his eyes; 
For now at lat, familiar grown, 

- He perch'd upon his worfhi 
With teeth and claws his fkin he tore, 
‘And ftuff’d himfelf with human gore. 
At laft, in manners to excel,” 
Untrufs'd a point, fome authors tell. 
But now what rhetoric could affuage 
~ The furious "fquire, fark mad with rage? 

- Impatient at the foul difgrace, 
Trom infect of fo mean a race; 
And plotting vengeance on his foe, 

_ With double fift he aims a blow: 
‘The nimble fly efcap'd by flight. 
And tkip’d from this unequal fight. 
Th’ impending ftroke with all ics weight 
Fell on his own beloved pate. 
‘Thus much he gain’d by-this adventurous deed, 
He foul'd his fingers, and he broke his head. 


MORAL, 

Let fenates heneelearn to preferve their ftate, 
And fcorn the fool, below.their grave debate, 
‘Who by th’ unequal ftrife grows popular aud 

reat. 
Let iat bus on, with, fenfelefs rant defy 
‘The wife, the good; yer full” tis but a fly. 
‘With puny foes the toil ’s ie worth thecott, 
Where nothing can be gain ‘much may be loft: 
Let cranes and pigmics in miock-war engage, — 
A prey beneath the generous cagle’s rage. 
‘True honour o’er the clouds fublimely ‘wings; 
Young San faras te run with Iefs than 


Vou, VII, 
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FABLE IL; 
‘The Ant and the Fly, © ~~ 
“ Quem res plus nimio delectavére secusillla 


“ Mutate quatient.” 





Tue careful ant ‘that meanly fares, cS 
And labours hardly to fupply, . 
With wholefome cates and homely tares,, 


His numerous working family; a 
Upon a vifit met one day wim 

His coufin dy, in all his pride, ted 
A courtier infolent and gay, Dadian 


By Goody Maggot near ally’d: 
The humble infe& humbly bow’d, 
And all his loweft eens . 


Of an alliance wondraus pro} . 
To fuch a huffing pare blades... = apnea 





The haughty fly look’d big, and fe og 
He knew him not, nor whence he cme Z 
Huff’d much, and with impatience bot a 


The feandal of fo mean.a claim, 


Friend Clodpate, know, ’tis not the mode 
At court, toown fuch clowns as thee, 
Nor is it civil to intrude ane 
On flies of rank and quality. ee, 
I—who, in jey and indolence, - 
Converfewith monarchs and grander, 
Regaling every nicer fenfe 
With olios, foups, and fricaflees » cas 
Who kifs each beauty’s balmy lip, 
Or gently buz into her ear, 
About ber {nowy bofom fkip, 
And fometimes creep the Lord knows wai 
The ant, who could no longer bear 
His coufin’s infolence and o 
Tofs'd up his head, and with an ir 2 
Of confcious worth, he thus reply’d = 
Vain infe&! know, the time will come, 
When the court.fun no more fhall thine, 
When frofts thy gaudy limbs benumb, 
And damps about thy wings thal twine; 
When fome dark nafty holethall hide 
And cover thy negleéted head, 
When all this lofty fwelling pride 
Shall burft, and fhrink into a fhade: 
Take heed, left fortune change the fcene : 
Some of thy brethren I remember, 
In June have mighty princes been, 
But begg’d their bread before December. 



















see 





MORAL, 

This precious offspring of at—d 

Is firft a pimp, and then a lord ; 
Ambitious to be great, not go’ d, 
Forgets his own dear fleth and blood. 
Blind goddefs! who delight’ft iu jokes. 
O fix him on thy loweft fpoke; 
And fince the fcoundrel is fo vain, 4 
Reduce him to his filth again, — =. 


stg 
FABLE Iv.- 
The Wolf, the Foxy and the Ape. . 
# Clagius accufat Mecchog, Casilina Cethegum.” 


Jov. 


‘Tar wolf impeach’d the fox of theft, 
The fox the charge deny'd; 

To the grave ape the cafe was lefe, 
In juftice to decide. 


Wife Pug with comely buttocks fate, 
And nodded o’er the laws, 

Diftinguith'’d well through the debate, 
And thus adjudg’d the caufe 


The ehhdn are ftole, but not from thee, 
Two pickled rogues well met, 

Thou thale be hang'd for perjury, 
He for an arrant cheat. 


"oy MORAL. 


Hang both, judiciots brute, "twas bravely faid, 
May villains always to their ruin plead 3 

‘When knaves fall out, and {pitefully accufe, 
‘There’s nothing like the reconciling noofe, 

O hemp ! the nobleft gift propitious heaven 

Te mestele with a Lountcvus heud has givens 
‘I'o ftop malicious breath, to end debate, 

To prop the fhaking throne, and purge the tate. 


FABLE V. 
The Dog and the Bear, 


© —Delirant reges, plectuntur Achivi, 
“# Seditione, dolis, fcelere, atque libidine et ir& 
.  Iliacos intra muros, peccatur, et extra,” 


Hor. 


Towser, of right Hockleian fire, ' 

» A dog of mettle and of fire, ek 
‘With Urfin grim, an errant bear, 
Maintain’d a long and dubious war 
Oft Urfin on his back was toft, 

And Towfer many a collup luft ; 
Capricious fortune would declare, 
Now for the dog, then for the bear. 
Thus having try’d their courage fairly, 
Brave Urfin firft defir'd a parly ; 

Stout combatant (quoth he). whofe might 
Y’ve felt in many a bloody fight, 

"Teil me the caufe of all this pother, 
And why we worry one another? 
‘That's a meot point, the cur reply'd, 
Our matters only can decide. 

‘While thee and { our hearts blood spill, 
‘They prudently their pockets fill ; 
Hallow us.on with all their might, 

‘To turn a penny by the fight. 

If that’s the cafe, return’d the bear, 
Tis time at laft to end the war; 

‘Thou keep thy teeth, and I my claws, 
‘To combat ima nobler caufe ; 

Sleep in a whole fkin, I advile, 

And let them bleed, who gain the prize. 


THE WORKS OF SOMERVILLE 


MORAL. 
Parties enrag’d on one another falf; © **" * 
‘The butcher and the bear-ward pocket all, 





“FABLE VL 
‘The Wounded Man, and the Swarm of Flien 


 E malis minimum.” — Bite 
Squatip with wounds, and many a gaping fore, 
A wretched Lazar lay diftrefs’d; 
A fwarm of flies his bleeding ulcers tore, 
And on his putrid carcafe feaft. 


A courteous traveller, who pafs’d that way, 
And faw the vile Harpeian brood, 

Offer’d his help the monftrous crew to flay, 
That rioted on human blood. 


Ah! gentle fir, th” unhappy wretch reply’d, 
Your well-meant charity refrain ; is 

‘The angry gods have that redrefs deny’d, 
Your goodnefs would increafe my pain. 


Fat, and full-fed, and with abundance cloy’d; 
But now and then thefe tyrants feed; : 

Bat were, alas! this pamper’d brood deftroy'd, 
‘The lean and hungry would fucceed. | - 

MORAL, - . 

The body politie mutt {oon decay, A 

When fwarms of infeéts-on its vitals prey ; -** 

When blood-fuckers of ftate, a greedy brood, 

Feaft on our wounds, and fatten witb our blood. 

What mutt we do in this fevere diftrefs? .-- 

Come, doctor, give the patient fome redrefs 

The quacks in politics a change advife, 

But cooler counfels fhould direat the wife.+~ 

‘Lis hard, indeed ; but better this, than worfe; 

Miftaken bleflings prove the greateft curfe. 

Alas! what would our bleeding coustry gain, 

If, when this viperous brood at Jaft is flain, “- 

The teeming Hydra pullulates again ; 

Seizes the prey with more voracious bite, 

To fatisly his hungry appetite? 





FABLE VIL 
The Wolf and the Deg. 


“ Hume ego per Syrtes, Libyeque extrema tri- 
“ umphum 

“ Ducere maluerim, quam ter capitolia curra ¢ 

“ Scandere Pompeii, quam frangere colla Jugur- 
© thee.” Luc. : 


A rrowcino wolf that fcour’d the plains, 
To eafe his hunger’s griping pains; 
Ragged as courtier in difgrace, 
ITide-bound, and lean, and out of cafe; 
By chance a well-fed dog efpy’d, 

And being kin, and near ally'd, 

He civilly falutesthe cur, ~~” 

How do you, cuz? Your fervant, fir! 

O happy friend! how gay thy mien! 
How plump thy fides, how fleck thy thin} 
‘Triumphant plenty fhines all o’er, 

And the fat melts at every pore! 


FABLES, TALES, &c 


While 1, alas! decay’d and old, 
With hunger pin’d, and ftiff with cod, 
With many a howl, and pideous groan, 
‘Tell the relentlefs woods my moan, . 
be rythec, my happy friend: impart .. 
2Tiky wond’rous, cunning, thriving art. 
‘Why, faith, Pll tell thee as a fricnd, 
But firft thy furly manners mend ;: 
Be complaifant, obliging, kind, 
And leave the wolf for once behind. ; 
The wolf, whofe mouth began to watery 
‘With joy and rapture gallop’d after,, 
When hie the dog : At bed and board, 
I fhare the plenty of my lord ; 
From every gueft 1 claim a fee, Be 
‘Who court my ford by:bribing mes 
Jn mirth [revel all the day, 
And many a game at Tomps I play: 
¥ fetch and carry, leap o’er fticky, 
“And twenty fuch diverting tricks, 
"Tis pretty, faith, the wolf reply’d, 
And on his neck ‘the collar fpy'd: 
Rie ftarts, and without more ado 
He bids the abject wretch adieu = 
Enjoy your daintics, friend ; to me 
‘The nobleft feaft is liberty. t 
‘The famith’d wolf upon thefe defart plains, | 
Yo happier than a fawning cur in chains. 
: MORAL. 
‘Thus bravely fpoke the nurfe of ancient Rome, 
‘Yhus the ftarv'd Swifs, and hungry Grifons roar, 
» On barren hills, clad with eternal fnow, 
And look with {corn on the prim flaves below, « 
"Thus Cato "fcap’d by death the tyrant’s chains, 
And walks unfhackled in th’ Elyfian plains. 
‘Thus, Britons, thus your great forefathers ftood 
For liberty, and fought in feas of blood. 
‘To barren rocks, and gloortty woods confin’d, 
‘Their virtues by neceflity refin’d, 
Nor cold, nor want, nor death, could fhake their 
fteady mind. 
fo faucy Druid then durft ery aloud, . 
And with his flavifh cant debauch the crowd: 
No paffive legions in a fcoundrel’s caufe 
+ Pillage a city, and affront the laws. 
‘The tate was quiet, happy, and ferene, ° 
For Boadicea was the Briton’s queen ; 
Her fubjects their juit liberties maintain’d, 
“And in her people’s hearts the happy monarch 
_ Feign’d, 
FABLE VIII 
The Oyfer. . 


In jus : 
* Acres procurruit, ‘magnum fpeGacalum uter- 
» * que. -Hom 





‘Two comrades, as grave authors fay, 
(But in what chapter, page, or litey 
Ye critics, if ye pleafe, define) 

Had found an oyfter in their way. 

Conteft and foul debate arofe, 

Both view'd at once with greedy eyes; 
Bothechalleng’d the delicious prize, 





And high werds foon improv'd to blows: 


Ns 
Adions on actions hence fucceed, 

Each hero’s obftinately ftout, 

Green bags and parchments fly about, 
Pleadings are drawn, and counfel fee’d. 
The parfon of the place, good man ! 

Whofe kind and charitable heart 

Ta human ills ftill bore a part, 
Thrice hook his head, and thus began: : 


Neighbours and friends, refer to me 
This doughty matter in difpute, 
Pll foon decide th’ important fuie, 

And finith all without a fee. . 


Give me the oyfter then—'tis well 
He opens it, and at one fup 
Gulps the contefted trifle up, 
“And, {miling, gives to each a fhiell. 


Henceforth let foolifh difcord ceafe, 
* Your oyfter’s good as e’er was eat} 

I thank you for my dainty treat, 
God blefs you both, and live in peacty 


MORAL, : 

Ye ten of Norfolk and of Wales; 
From this learn common fenfe; 

Nor thruft your neighbours into goale- 
For every flight offence. 


Banith thofe vermin of debate, 
That on your {ubftance feed ; 

The knaves, who now are fere'd in plate; 
Would fsrve, if fools agreed, 


FABLE ix. | 
The Sheep ‘and the Bufd. 
* Lattus fort’ tu vives fapientér.* ~ Hoi 


A steep, well-meaning brute! ofie morn 
Retir’d beneath a fpreading thorn, 
A pealing ftorm to fhun ; - 
Efcap’d indeed both rain and wind, 
But left, alas! his fleece behind: 
Was 7 not wifcly done? 


* MORAL. 
Beneath the blaft while pliant ofiers bend, 
The ftubborn oak each furious wiid fhall rend’; 
Difcreetly yiéld, and patiently endure, 
Such common evils as admit no cure. 
Thefe fate ordains, and Heaven’s high will hath 
fent: . 
In humble littlenefs fubmit content. 
But thofe thy folly brings, in time preventy, 


Re 


FABLE X.- 
The Frog's Cheites 


"OQ. memes; soy On wy Gizs Beslor ecmvoonilees , 
EZ yew yore Deeos neon” epepecvees’ ot De xace avr og 
Epnew aracharinary vwsp progay.adyt iyeeos, 


| In a wild ftate of nature, long 


‘The frogs at random liv’d, 

The weak a prey unto the Grong, .. 

With anarchy opprefs’d and gricv'd, 
K 


ki 
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Atlength the fawlefs rout, 

‘Taught hy their fufferings, grew devant s 

fin embaffy to Jove they fent, ; 

vAnd bege’d his highnefs would beltow 

Some fettled form of government, 

a\ king to rule the fens below. 

Jove, fmiling, grants their odd requeft, 

4\ king th’ indulgent power beftow’d, 

(Such as might {uit their génius beft) 

A. beam of a prodigious fize, 
‘With all its cumberous luad, 
Came tumbling from the fkies. 

‘The waters duth againit the shore, 
‘The holtow caverns roae ; 

"The rocks recurv the dreadful found, 
Cunvulfions fhake the ground, 

The multitude with horror ficd, * 
And in his cozy bed 

Each fkulking coward hid his head. 


‘When all is now grown calm again, 
And fmoothly glides the liquid plain, 
A. frog more refolute and bold, 
Peeping with caution from his hold; 
Recover’d from his fir furprile, 
As o'er the wave his head he popt, 
He faw—but fcarce belicv’d hia eyes, 
‘(On the fame bank where firft he drept, 
Th’ imperial lubbes lies, : 
Stretch’d at his €afe, carelefs, content : 
Ys this the monarch Jove has fent, 
(Said he) our warlike troops to lead ? 
Ay! ‘tis a glorious prince indeed 
By fuch an active gencral led, 
"Vhe routed mice our arms fuall dread, 
Subdued fhall quit their claims 
la Homer fhall recant bis Jays, 
For us new trophies raife, 
Sing ove victorious arms, and juftify our fame. 
‘Then laughing impudently loud, 
He foon alarm’d the daftard crowd, 
"The croaking nations with contempt 
Behold the worthlefs indolent, 
On wings of winds, fwift fcandal flies,. 
Libels, lampoons, and lies, 
Hoarfe treafous, tunelefs blafphemics. 
‘With adtive leap at laft upon his back they ftride, 
And on the royal loggerhead in triumph ride, 


Once more to Jove their prayers addreft, 
And once more Jove grants their requett : 
A ftork he fends of monftrous fize, 
* Red lightning flashing in his eyes; 
Rul'd by no block, as heretofore, 
. 7 The gazing crowds prefe’d to his court 5 
Admire his ftately mien, his haughty port, 
And only not adore. 
Adureffes of congratulation, 
Sent frum each loyal corporation, 
Full-freight with truth and fenfe, 
Exhaufied all their eloquence. 
But now, alas! ‘twasnight; kings mufl have meat; 
The Grand Vizier firft goes to pot, 
"Three Baffas next, happy their Jot! 
Gain’'d Paradife by being eat. 
And this, laid he, and this is mine, 
And thie, by right divine 
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In hhort, *twas all for public weal, 
He fwallow’d half a nation at a meal, 
Again they beg Almighty Jove, 
This cruel tyrant to removes 
With fierce refentment in his eyes, 
‘The frowning chunderer replies; 
Thofe evils which yourfelves create, 
Rath fools! ye now repent too lates 
Made wretched by the public voice, 
_ Not through neceflity, but choice ! feurfe, 
Be gene !—Nor wreft from heaven fome heaviers 
Better bear this, this ftork, than worfe. 
MORAL. 
Opprefs’d with happinefs, and fick with eafe, 
Not heaven itfelf our fickle minds can pleafe. 
Fondly we with, eloy’d with celeftial ftore, 
‘The leeks and onions which we loath’d before: 
Still roving, ftill defiring, never pleas'd, ° 
With plenty flarv’d, and ev'n with health difeavd. 
With partial eyes each prefent good we view, 
Nor covet what is beit, but what is new. -- 
Ye powers above, who make mankind your caré; 
To biefs the fupplicane, reject his prayer ! 


FABLE Xi. 
_ Liberty and Love ; or, tbe two Sparrotis, 


“ — Dos eft uxoria, lites.” 


A srarrow and his mate, 
(Believe me, gentle Kate) 
Once lov’d like Land you; 
With mutual ardour join’d, 
No turtles e’er fo kind, 
So conftant, and fo true. 

They hopp’d from {pray to fpray, 
They bill'd, they ebicp't al Baye” 
They cuddled clofe all night ; 

‘To blifs they wak’d each mon, 
In every buih and thorn, 
Gay Scenes of new delight. _ 
At length the fowler came, 
(The _knave was much to blame} 
And thie dear pair trapann’d; 
Both in one cage confin'd, 
Why, faith and troth, ’twas kind; 
Nay, hold—that mutt be feann’d. 
Fair liberty thus gone, 
And one coop’d up with one, . 
‘Twas awkward, new, and ftranges. 
For better and fer ware, 
O difmal, fatal curfe! © 
No more abroad to ranges 
No carols now they fing, 
Each droops his little wing, 
4nd mourns his cruebfate 3” 
Clouds on each brow appear, 
My honey, and my dear, 
Is now quite out of date, 


They pine, lament, and moan, 
’Twould melt an heart of tone, 
To hear their fad complaint: 
Nor he fapply’d her wanca, 
Nor fhe retrain’d frm taunts, 
‘That might provoke a faints 


Ovinn 


FABLES, TALES, &e. 


Yard words improve to blows; 
_ For now, grows mortal foes, 
“X. They peck, they icratch, they fcream 5 
"Nye cage lics on the floor, 
"The wires are ftain'd with gore, 
» ft fwells into a ftream. 
Dear Kitty, would you know 
‘The caufe of all this woe, 
It is not hard to guefs; 
"Whatever does conftrain, 
’ Turns pleafure into pain, 

*Tis choice alone can bicfs, 
When both no more are free, 
fofipid L muit be, 

And you lofe all your charms 5 
My fmother’d pafiion dies, 

And even your bright eyes, 

Neceflity difarms. 


‘Then let us love, my fair, 
Bat unconftrain'’d as air, 

, _ Each join a willing heart; 
Let free-born fouls difdaia 
‘Yo wear a tyrant’s chain, 

And ack a nobler part. 


PABLE Xt. 
The two Springs. 


« __. Errat longé me& quidem fententia 
* Qui imperium credat gravius effe aut tabilias 
 Virquod fit, quam illud quod amicitié adjungi- 
“ tor? Tea. 


Two fitter fprings, from the fame parent bill, 
Born on the fame propitious day, 
‘Through the cleft rock diftil : 

Adown the reverend mountain’s fide, 
‘Through groves of myrtle glide, 

Or throngh the violet beds obliquely ftray, 
The laurel, each proud vistor's crown, ; 
From them receives her high renown, 

Krom them the curling vine 
Her clufters big with racy wine, 

‘To them her oil the peaceful olive owes, 
And her vermilion bluft the rofe. 

The gracious ftreams in fmooth meanders flow, 
To every thirfty root difpenfe 
‘Their kindly cooling influence, 

And paradife adorns the mountain’s brow. 


But oh! the fad effect of pride! 
"Lhefe happy twins at la@ divide. 
“ Sifter (exclaims th’ ambitious fpring) 
*« What profit do thefe labours bring ? 
Always to give, and never to enjoy, 
* A fruitlefs and a mean employ ! 
“ Stay here inglorious if you pleafe, 
And loiter out a life of indolence and eafe ¢ 
® Go, humble drudge, each thiftle rear, 
‘© And nurfe each fhrub, your daily care, 
# While, pouring down from this my lofty fource, 
“ T deluge ali the plain, 
« No dams fhall ftop my courfe, 
# And rocks oppofe-in vain. 
) 7 
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« See where my foaming billows flow, _» 
« Above the hills my waves afpire, -- 
“ The thepherds and their flocks retire, 
© And talleft cedars as they pafs in fign of homage 
* bow. 7 : 
© To me each tributary fpring a 
* Jes fupplemental ftorcs fhall bring, 
“ With me the rivers fhall unite, 7 
The lakes beneath my banners fight, - 
« Till the proud Danube and the Rhine 
* Shall own their fame eclips’d by mine 3- 
* Both gods and men hall drew! my watery fway, 
Nor thefe in cities fafe, nor in their temples 
“© they.” 
Away the hanghty boafter flew  “** 
Scarce bade her fitter ftream a coo! adieu, 
‘Her waves grow turbulent and bold, * 
Not gently murmuring as of old, 
But roughly dafh againft the thore, 

And tofs their fpumy heads, and proudly roar. 
‘The careful farmer with furprife, 
Sees the tumultuous torrent rile ; ee 

‘With bufy looks the ruftic band appear, ‘[year. 

To guard their growing hopes, the promife of the 

All hands unite, with dams théy “sound 

‘The rath rebellious ftream aronnd ; 

Jn vain fhe foams, ig vain fhe raves, 

In vain fhe curls her fechle waves, « 

Befieg'd at Jat on every fide, : 2 


® 








Her fource exhaufted and her channel dry'd, 
(Such is the fate of impotence and pride !) 
A fhaliow pond fhe ftands confin’d, > 
The refuge of the croaking kind. 
Ruthes and fags, an inbred foe, 
Choke up the muddy poot below 5 
The tyrant fun on high 
Exa&s his wfual fubfidy ; ~~ 
And the poor pittance that remains, 
Each gaping cranny drains. 
Too late the fcol repents her haughty boatt, 
A nameiefs nothing, in oblivion lof, 


Her fitter fpring, benevoient and kind, _ 
With joy {ces all around hee bleft, 

The good the does, into her generous mind 
Returns again with intereft. . : 
"The farmer oft invokes her aid 
When Sirius nips the tender blade; 
Her ftreams a fure elixir bring, 

Gay plenty decks the fields, and a perpetual fpring. 
- Where’er the gardener fmooths her eafy way, 
Her ductile ttreams obey, 


Courteous fhe vifits every bed, : 5 
Narciffus reats his drooping head, 5 
By her diffufive bounty fed. 


Reviv'd from her indulgent urn, 
Sad Hyacinth forgets to mourn, 
Rich in the bleffings fre betows 
All nature {miles where’er fhe flows. 
Enamour’d with a nymph fo fair, * 
See where the river gods appear, 

A nymph fo eminently good, 

‘The joy of all the neighbourhood ; 
They clafp hek in their liquid arms, 
And tict in th’ abundance of her charm 
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Like old Alpheus fond, their wanton ftreams they 
join’d, 
Like ‘Arethufa the, as lovely, and as kind. 
Now fwell'd into a mighty flood, 
Her channel deep and wide, 

Bill the perfifts in doing good, 

Her bounty flows with every tide, 

A thonfand rivulets in her train 

‘With fertile waves enrich the plain : 

"Yhe fealy herd, a nomerons throng, 

Beneath her filver billows glide along, 
. Whofe filincreafing thoals fupply 
“The poor man’s wants, the great one’s luxury : 

Here all the feather’d treeps retreat, 

Securely ply their oary feet, 

Upon her floating herbuge gaze, 

And with their toucful notes refound her praife. 

Here flocks and herds in fafety feed, 

And fatten in euch flowery mead: 
f No bea''s ef prey appear 
The watchful thepherd to beguile, 
No monfters of the deep inhabit here, 
Nor the voracious fark, nor wily crocodile; 
Mut Delia and her nymphs, chafie fylvan queen, 

By mertals prying cyes unfeen, 

Bathe in her flood, and fport upon her borders 
gtecn. 
Here merchants, c&eful of their fore, 

By angry billows toft, 

Anchor fecure beneath her fhore, . 

And blefs the friendly coaft, 

Soon mighty fleets in all their pride 

Triumphant on her furface ride : 

‘The bufy trader on her banks appears, 

An hundred different tongues the hears, 

At laft, with wonder. and furprife, 

She fees a ftately city rife; 

‘With joy the happy flood admires 

The loity domes, the pointed fpires ; 

The porticos, magnificently great, 
“Where all the crowding nations meet; 

‘The bridges that adorn her brow, q 
From bank to bank their ample arches ftride, 
‘Through which her curling wave¢ in trimmph 

Jide, 

And fn melodious murmurs flow. 

Now grown a port of high renown, 

‘The treafure of the world her own, 

Both Indics with their precious ftores, 

Pay yearly tribute to her fhores. 

Honour’d by all, a rich, well-peopled ftream, 

Nor father ‘Thames himfeif of more eftcem. 

“ MORAL 

‘The power of kings (if rightly underftood) _ 
1s Lut a grant from heaven of doing good; 
Proud tyrants, who malicioufly deftroy, 
And ride o'er ruins with malignant joy ; 
Humbled in duit, foon to their coft fhall tes 


Heavet our avenger, and mankind their foe ; 
While graciousmonarchs reapthe goodthey fow: 
Bleffing,are blefs'd; fardpreadstheir jut renown, 
Confenting nations their dominion own, . t 
And joyful happy crowds fuppoit their throne. 

Ju vain the powers of ¢arth ad hell combine, 5 
Tach guardian angel fhall prote&t that line, 

‘Whe by their virtues prove their right divine } 
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FABLE Xu 
The Bald Backeler. 


Being a paraphrafe upon the Second Fable in the 
Second.Book of Phadrus. 


 Frigidus in venerem fenior, fruftraque laborem 
“ Ingratum trahit: et fi quando at prelia ventunt 
« eft . 
«© Ue quondam in ftipulis magnus fine vicibus ignis, 
 Incaflum furit, Ergo animos avumque notabis 
 Proccipud.— Vine. Georg. lib. iii, 


A BacueEtor, who, paft his prime, 

Had been a good one in his time, 

Had fcour'd the ftreets, had whor'd, got drunk, 
Had fought his man, and kept his punk : 
Was fometimes rich, but oftener poor, 
With early duns about his door ; 

Being a little off his'mettle; 

Thought it convenient now to fettle's* 
Grew wondrous wile at forty-five, 
Refolving to be grave, and thrive, 

By chance he caft his roguith eye 

Upon a dame whe liv'd hard by; 

A widow debonair and gay, 

Oober in the drefs of May; 

Artful to lay both red and white, 

Skill’d in repairs, and, ev’n in fpite 

Of time and wrinkles, kept all tight. 
But he, whofe heart was apt to rove, 
An arrant wanderer in love; 

Befides this widow, had Mifs Kitty, 
Juicy and young, exceeding witty: * 
On her he thought, ferious or gay, "* 
His dream by night, his toaft by day 3” 
He thought, but not on her alone, 

For who would be confin’d to one? 
Between them both ftrange work he made; 
Gave this a ball, or mafqureade;  * 
With that, at ferious ombre play’d : 
‘The felf-fame compliments he {poke, 
‘The felf-fame oaths he fwore, he broke ; 
Alternately on each beftows 

Frail promifes and thort-liv’d vows: 





5 


, Variety! kind fource of joy! 


Without whofe aid all pleafures cloy 5 
Without thee, who would ever prove’ 
The painful drudgeries of love ? 
Without thee, what indulgent wight 
Would tead What we in garrets write ! 
But, not to make my tale perplex’d, 
And keep more clofely to my text ; 

’Tis fit the courteous reader know 

This middle-aged man had been a beau. 
But, above aji, his head of hair 

Had been his great peculiar care 5 

Yo which his ferious hours he lent, 

Nor deei’d the precious time mifpent. 
“Twas long, and curling, and jet black, 
Hung to the middle of his back 5 a 
Black, did I fay? Ay, once ’twas fo, 
But cruel time had imok'i the beau, - 
And powder’d o'er his Had with fnov. 


FABLES, 


‘Ks an old horfe that Bad been hard rid, 

5 Qr from his mafter's coach difcarded, 
acre’d in a tumbre! { go filler, 

” Or.\ad for ome poot rogue a miller ; 
Off his grave noddle, o’er his eyes, 
Black haixs and white promifcuous rife ; 
Which chequer o'er his reverend pate, 
And prove the keffel more fedate : 

* So with this worthy "fquire it far’d, 

” ¥et he nor time nor Jabour fpar’d, 

Bot, with exceflive coft and pains, 

Still made the bett of his remains. 
Tach night beneath his cap he furl'd it, 
Each morn in modith ringlets curl’d it; 
Now made his comely treffcs fhine, 
With orange-butter, jeflamine ; 

‘Then with fweet powder and perfumes 
He purily’d his upper rooms. 

So when a jockey brings a mare, 

Or horfe, or gelding, to a fair, 

Though he be fpavin’d, old, and bliad, 
With founder’d feet, and broken wind 5 
Yet, if he’s nsafter of his trade, 

He'll curry well, and trim the jade, 

‘To make the cheat go glibly down, 

» And bubble fome unwary clown, 
‘What woman made of fleth and blood, 
So {weet a gallant ¢c’er withftood ? 
They melt, they yield, both, both are fmitten, 
The good old pufs, and the young kitten ; 
And, being now. familiar grown, 

Each Jook’d upon him as her own; 
No longer talk'd of dear, or honey, 
But of plain downright matrimony. 
At that dread word his worthip ftarted, 
And was (we may fuppofe) faint-hearted 5 
Yet, being refolv’d to change his ftate, 
‘Wit:ks both his eyes, and trufts to fate. 
But now new doubts and fcruples rife, 
To plague him with perplexities ; 
He knew not which, alas! to choofe, 
‘This he muft take, and that refule. 
As when fome idle country lad 
Swings on a gate, his wooden pad ; 
To right, to left, he {purs away, 
But neither here nor there can flay; 
Till, by the catch furpris'd, the lout 
His journey ends, where he fet out s 
Ev’n fo this dubious lover ftray’d, 
Between the widow and the maid ; 
And, after fwinging to and fro, 
‘Was juft in equilibrio. ; 
Yet ftill a Jover’s warmth he thows, 
And makes his vifits and his bows; 
Domeftic grown, both here and there, 
Nor Pug, nor Shock, were haif fo dear: 
‘With bread and butter, and with tca, 
And madam’s toilet, who but he ? 
‘There fix'd a patch, or broke a comb; 
At night, the widow's drawing-room. F 
© {weet viciffitude of love + : 
Who would covet heaven above, 3 
Were men but thus allow’d to rove ? 

_ But, alas!" fome curs’d event, 
Some unexpected accidept, 


TALES &. 


Humbles our pride, and fhows the odds 
Between frail mortals and the gods : 

This by the fequel will appear 

A truth moft.evident and clear,’ 

As on the widow's panting breaft 

He laid his,peaceful head to reft, 
Dreaming of pleafures yet in flore, 

And joys he nc’er had felt before; 

His grizly locks appear difplay'd, 

In all their pomp of light and thade, 
Alas! my future fpoufe, faid fhe, 

What do mine éyes aftonifh’d fee 
Marriage demands equality. 

What will malicious neighbours fay, 
Should I, a widow young and gay, 
Marry a man both old and gray? 

Thofe hideous hairs !—with that a tear 
Did in each cryftal fluice appear ; 

She fetch’d a deep figh from her heart, 
As who fhould fay, Beft friends mutt part! 
Then mus’d a while; there is but one, 
But this expedient left alone, = 
To fave that dear head from difgrace ; 
Here, Jenny, fetch my tweafer-cafe. 

To work then went the treacherous fair, 
And grubb’d up here and there a hair: 
But, as fhe meant not to rencw 

His charms, but fet her ows to views 
And by this foil more bright appear, 

In youthful bloom when he was near, 
The cunning gipfy nipt away 

The black, but flily left the gray. 

O Delilah | perfidious fair! 

O fex ingenious to enfnare ! 

How faithlefs all your doings are! 
Whom nature form’d your lord, your guide, « 
You his precarious power deride, : 
Tool of your vanity and pride. 

The ‘fquire, who, thus deceiv’d, ne’er dreamt * 
What the deceitful traitrefs meant; 
Thrice kifs’d her hand, and then retir’d, 
With more exalted thoughts infpir’d : 
To his fair Filly next repairs, 

With flatelier port, and youthful airs. 
Lord! fir-—(faid the) you're mighty gay, 
But I muft tell you by the way, 
‘That no brood goofe was ¢’er fo gray. 
Here, let this hand eradicate 

‘Thofe foul difhonours of your pate, 
For fhe, poor thing! whole virgin heart, 
Untkili’d in every female art, —~ * 

In pure fimplicity beliew’d 

His youth might this way be retriev’d; 
At leaf his age difguis’d, and fhe, oe 
From fpightful prades, and cenfure frees, 
With earneft diligence and care, 

Grubb’d by the roots each grizzled hair; 
Some few black hairs fhe left bebind, 

But not one of the filver kind. 

“But when fhe faw what work the’d made, © 
His bald broad front, without a fhade,9 ~ 
‘And all his hatchet face difplay'd, 

With fcarce fix hairs upon a fide, 

His large out-ipreading lugs to hide; 
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She laugh'd, fhe feream'd ; and Nan and Befsy. - 
In concert laugh'd, and feream‘d no lefs. 
Home fculk'd the “fquire, and hid his face, 
Sore {mitten with the foul difgrace: -. _.° 
Softly he knock’d, but trufty John, 
‘Who knew his hour was twelve, or one, 
Rubb'd both his eycs, and yawn’d, and fwore, 
And quickly blunder’d to the door, : 
Tut ftarting back ac this difafter,, 2. ~ 
Vow'd that old Nick hud bagg’d his matter: 
‘The landlady, in fore affright, 
Feil into fits, and fwoon'd out-right . 
The neighbourhood was rais’d, and call’d, 
‘The maids mifearry’d, children bawl'd, 
The cur, wham oft his bounty fed, 
‘With many-a ferap and bit of bread; 
Now own'd him not, but ia the throng 
Growl'd at bim as he fneak’d along, 
To bed be went, ’tis true, but not 
Or clos’d his eyes, or flept one jot; 
Not Nifus wasin fuch defpair, 
Spoil'd of his kingdom und bis hair: 
Not ev'n Belinda made firch moan, 
‘When her dear favourite Jock was gone, 
He fi m’d, he rav'd, he curs’d amain, 
And all his patt life ran o’er again ; 
Damn’d every female bite to Uyburn, 
From mother Eve, tormother Wyburn, 
Each youthful vanity aljur'd, é 
‘Whores, bug and dice, and claps ili-cur’d : 
And, having loft by female are 
‘This darling idol of his heart, 
‘Thofe precious locks, that might out-vie 
The trim-curl'’d God who lights the fy 5 
Reiulv'd to grow devout and wife, 
Or what's almoft the fame—precile ; 
Canted, and whin'd, and talk’d motl odly, 
‘Was very flovenly and godly % 
(For nothing makes devotion keen, 
Like difappointment and chagrin) : 
In fine, he fet his houfe in order,+ . 
And piouily put on a border. ... 
MORAL, 
‘To you, gay fparks, who wafte your youthful 
Old Afop fends this monitory rhyme; ~ [prime, 
e279, leave, for thame your trulls et Sh—er hall, 
And marry in good time, or not at all. 
Of all the montters Smithfield'e’er could fhow,: 
‘There's pone fo hideous asa batrer’d bean. 
Trof not the noon of Efe, but take the morn; 
‘Will Honeycomb ix every female’s (corn. 
Let him be rich, high-born, book-learn’d, and’ 
wile, ~ 
Relieve me, friends, in every woman’s eyes, ° 
‘is back, and brawn; and finew, wins the prize. 
FABLE XIV. 
The Fortune Hunter, 
* Fortuna feve ieta negotio, et | 
“ Ludum infolentem Indere pertinaz 
* Tranfroutat incertos henores.”” 
CANTO L 


fens authors, more abft: ule than wife, 
Friendthip confine-to ftricter tics, 
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Require exa& conformity, 

In perfon, age, and quaiity ; 

Their humours, principles, gad. wit, 
Mutt, like exchequer tallies, bit. .: 
Others, lefs icrupulous, opine ° 
That bands and hearts in love may join, 
Though different inclinations fway, < 
For Nature's more in fault than they. 
Whoe’er would fift this point more fully, 
May read St. Evremond and Tully; 
With me the do@trine thail prevail 
That’s @ props toform my tale. 

Two brethren (whether twins.or n0 
Imports not very much to keow) 
Together bred ; as fam’d their love 
As Leda’s brats begot by Jove: -; 

As various too their tampers-were 5- 

That brifk, and frolic, debonair ; 

This more confiderate and feveres-’: 
While Bob, with diligence would pore 
And con by heart his battle door, 

Frank play'd at romps with John the proom, 
Or {witch'd his hobby round the room, 
The ftriplings now too bulky grown, 

To make dirt-pies, and lounge at home, :. 
With aching hearts to fchool are fent,, 
Their humours till of various bent ; 

The filent, ferious, folid boy, 

Came on apace, was daddy's jay, 3 
Conftrued, and pars’d, and faid his party ~ 
And got Que-genus all by heart, 

While Franky, that unlucky rogue, 

Fell in with every whim in vogue, 
Valued not Lilly of a flraw, 

A rook at chuck, a dab at taw. 

His bum was often brath’d, you'll fay, 
’Tis true, now twice, then thrice a day 3° 
So leeches at the breech are fed, 

‘To cure vertigos in the head. 

But, by your leave, good doctor Freind, 
Let me this maxim recommend; .. 

“ A genius can’t be fore’d ;"' nor can’. 
You make an ape an alderman : : 
The patch-work doublet well may fuit, 
But how would furs become the brute? 
In thort, the cafe is very plain, 

When maggots once are in the brain, 
Whole loads of birch are {pent in vain, 

Now to purfue this hopeful pair 
To @xford, and the Lord knows where, 
Would take more ink than I-can {pare. 
Nor fhall! here minutely feore ? 
The volumes Bob turn’d o'er and o'er, + 
The laundrefles turn’d up by Frank, 
With many a ftrange diverting prank ; 
*Twould jade my mufe, though better fed, 
And kept in body clothes and bread, 

When brifties on each chin began < 
To {prout, the promife of a man, 

The good old gentleman expir'd, 

And decently to heaven retir’d: 

‘Yhe brethren, at their coyntry feat, 
Erjoy’da pleafant, fnug retreat; 

‘Theis cellars and their barns well ftor’dy 
And plenty fmoking on their boasds 4 
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Ale and tobaceo for the vicar, 

. For gentry fometimes better liquar. 
J~dicious Bob had read all o’er 
Eacy weighty fkay’d philofopher, 

And cherefore rightly underftood. 
‘The real from th’ apparent good 5 
Subftantial blife, intrinfic joys, 
From buftle, vanity, and noife ; 
Could his own happinefs create, 
And bring his mind to his eftate: 
Liv’d in the fame calm, eafy round, 
His judgment clear, hiz body found ; 

* Good humour, probity, and fenfe, 
Repaid with peace aad indolence : 
While rakith Frank, whofe aétive foul 
No bounds, no principle control, 

Flies o'er the world where pleasure calls, 
To races, mafquerades, and balls ; . 
At random roves, now here, now there, 

~ Drinks with the gay, and toafts the fair. 
As when the full-fed refly feed 

: Breaks from his groom, he flies with fpeed ; 
His high-arch’d neck he proudly rears, 

* Upon his back his tail he bears, 

His main upon his fhoulders curls, 
. O'er every precipice he whirls, 
He plunges in the cooling tides, 
He laves his fhining pamper’d fides, 
He {nuffs the females on the plain, 
And to his joy he fprings amain, 
‘To this, to that, impetuous flies, 
Nor can the ftud his luft fuffice ; 
Till nature flags, his vigour {pent, 
With drooping tail, and nerves vabent, 

. ‘The humble beaft returns content, 

‘Waits tamely at the ftable door, 

As traGable as ¢’ex before, 

This was exactly Franky’s cafe; 
‘When blood ran ‘high he liv'd apacez 
But pockets drain’d, and every vein, 
Look'd filly, and came home again. 

’ Atlength extravagance and vice, 
Whoring and drinking, box and dice, 
Sunk his exchequer ; cares intrude, 

And duns grow troublefome and rude, 

‘What mealures fhall poor Franky take 

To manage wifely the tat take, 

With-fome few pieces in his purfe, * 

And half a dozch brats at urfe? 

Fenfive he walk’d, lay long a bed, 

Now bit his nails, then fcratch’d his head, 

At laft refolv’d: Refolv’d! on what? 

'There’s not a penny to be got ; 

‘The queftion now remains alone, 

Whether 'tis beft to hang or drown. 

‘Thank you for that, good friendly devil! 

You're very courteous, very civil; 

Other expedients may be try’d, : 

The man is young, the world is wide, 

And, as judicious authors fay, 

«+ Every dog thall have his day 3’? 

What if we ramble for a-while ? 

Seek Fortune out, and court her fmile, 
. Ad every part in life to win her, 


Ficd ty the fait, and chga the Goer 5 


Prefs boldly on; ilighted, parfue; 
Repuls’d, again the charge renew ; 
Give her no reft, attend, entreat, 
And ftick ac nothing to be great. 


Fir'd with thefe thoughts, the youth grew vaig, 


Look’d on the country with difdain ; 
Where Virtue’s fools her laws obey, 
And dream a lazy life away ; 

Thinks poverty the greateft fin, 

And walks on thorns till he begin 3° 

But firft before his brother laid’ 

The hopeful fcheme, and bege'd his aid. 
Kind Bob was much abath’d, to fee 

His brother in extremity, < 
Reduc’d to rags for want of thoughe; 

A beggar, and not worth a groat. 

He griev'd full fore, gave good advice, 
Quoted his authors grave and wife, 

Ail who with wholefome morals treax Way 
Old Seneca and Epictetus. 

What's my unhappy brother doing ? 
Whither rambling ? whom purfuing 

An idle, tricking, giddy jade, 

A phantom, and a fleeting thades = 
Grafp'd in this coxcomb’s arms a while, 
The falfe jilt fawns, then a fond fmile 5 
On that fhe Ieers, he like the reft 

Is foon a bubble and a jeft; 

But live with me, juft to thyfelf, 

And fcorn the bitch, and all her pelf ¢ 
Fortune's ador’d by fools alone, 

The wife man always makes his own. 
But ’tis, alas! in vain ¢’ apply 

Fine fayings and philofophy, 

Where a poor youth’s o’erheated brain, 
Is fold to intereft and gain, 

And pride and fierce ambition reign. 
Bob found it fo, nor did he ftrive 

‘To work the nail that would not drives 
Content to do the beft he could, 

And as became his brotherhood, 

Gave him what money he could fpare, 
And kindly paid his old arrear, 

Bought him his equipage and clothes, 
So thus fupply’d away he gocs, 

For London town he mounts, 4s gay 
As tailors on their wedding-day. a 

Not many miles upon the road, 

A widow's tlately manfion fteod ; 
What if dame Fortune thould be there? 
{Said Frank) *tis ten to‘one, I fwear : 
Vl try to find her in the crowd, 

She loves the wealthy and the proud, 

Away he fpurs, and at the door - 
Stood gallant gentry many a icore, 
Penelope had never more. 

Here tortur’d cats-gut {queals amaio, 
Guitars in fofter notes complain, - 
And Jutes reveal the lover’s pain. 





| Frank, with a carelefs, eafy mien, 


Sung her a fong, and was let in. 
The reft with envy burit, to fee 
The ftranger’s odd felicity. 

Lew bow'd the footman ac the faire, 
‘The gentleman et top appearss 
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‘tee ; 
And is your lady, ‘fir, at home? *’ 

Pray walk into the drawing-room; 

But here my mule is too well bred, 

‘To prattle what was done or faids' 

She lik’d the youth, his drefs, his face, 
His calves, his back, and every grace ; 
Supper was ferv’d, and down they fit,” 
Much meat, good wine, fome fittle wit. 
‘The grace-cup druak, or dance, or play; 
Frank chofe the lat, was very gay, 

Had the good luck the hoard to ttrip; ' 
And punted to her ladythip, 


Each to his gwn apartment fhow’d; 
But Franky owes in piteous mood, 
Slept not a wink ; he raves, he dies, 
Smit with ber jointure and her eyes, 
Refilefs as in a lion’s den, 2 
He fprawl'd and kick'd about’ till tent 
But, as he dreamt of future joys, 

His ear was fturtled with a noife, « 


"Che clock ftrikes one, the gentry bow'd, } 


Up in a hurry flies the groom, 
Lord, fir! get drefs’d, the colonel's come : 
Your horfe is ready at the deor, 
You may reach Uxbridge, fir, by four, 
Poor Franky muft in hafte remove, 
‘With difappointment vex'd, and love ; 
"Vo dirt abandou’d, and defpair, 
For Jace and feather von che fair, 

‘Now for the town he jogs apace, oa 
‘With leaky boots und fun-burne face; 
And, leaving Adton in his rear, 
Began to breathe fulphureous air, 7" 
Arriv'd at length, the table fpreid;” 
‘Three bottles drunk, he reels to bed. 
Next morn his bufy thoughts begun, 
‘To rife and travel with the fun; 
‘Whinis heap’d on whims his head turn’d round, 
But how dame Fortune might be found, 
‘Was the momentuous grand affair, 
His fecret with, his only care. “°"" 
Damme, thought Franky to himfct#; 
Vil find this giddy wandering eif; 
FU hunt her out in every quarter: °° 
‘Till the beftow the ftaff or garter 
Fil vifit good ‘Lord Sunderland, 
Who keeps the'jift at his command's - 
Or elfe fome courteous duchefs may’ 
‘Take pity-ob a runaway. tO 
Drefs'd to a pink, to court he Hes, i 
At thie levee, and that he plies j 
Bows in his rank, an humble flave, 
and meanly fawne on every knave ;* 
‘With maids of honotr learis’to chat, 
Fights for this lord, and pimps for-that. 
Fortune he fought from place to place,” 
She led him till a wikd_goofe chafe; 

_ Always prepar’d with‘fome excufe, 
The hopeful younker to amufe;- 
Was buly, indifpos’d, was gone (2 "1 
‘Lo Hampton-conrt, or Kenfington? - 
And, after all her wiles and dodging, ‘ 
She flipp’d clear off, and dilk’d her Jo: 
Jaded, and almoft:in difpair, : as 
A gamefter whifper’d in hig car; 


Six trumpets and a ketle-drum } 
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Who would feck Fortuné, fir, at court ? 
At H—I’s is her chief refort ; . 
"Tis there her midnight hours fhe fpends, 
Is very gracious to her friends; 


‘} Shows honeft men the means of thriving, 


The heft, good-natur'd goddefs living. 
Away he trudges with his rook, : 
Throws many a main, is bit, is broke 
With dirty knuckles, aching head, -* 
Difconfolate he fneaks to bed. 


CANTO H, 


How humble, and how complaifant, 

Is a proud man reduc’d to want! 

With what a filly, hanging face, 

He bears his unforefeen difgrace - 

His fpirits fag, his pulfe beats low,: 

The gods, and all the world his fob; 

To thriving knaves a ridicule, 

A bute to cvery wealthy fool. 5. 

For where is courage, wit, or fenfe, 
When a poor rake has loft his pence ? 
Let all the learn’d fay what they can, 
’Tis ready money makes the man; : 
Commands refpe& where'er we go,” - 
And gives a grace to all we do. . 
With fuch reflections Frank diftrefe’d, 
The horrors of his foul exprefe’'d : 
Contempt, the bafket, and 2 gaol,” 
By turns his reftlefs mind affail ; 
Aghaft the difmal fcene he flies," 
And death grows pleafing in his eyes: 
For fince his rhino was all down, - 
To the laft folitary crown, 

Who would not, Jike a Roman, dare 
Yo leave that world he could net share? 
The piftol on his table lay, . 

And death fled hovering o'er his prey ; 
There wanted nothing now to do, 

But touch the trigger, and adieu. 

As he was faying fome hort prayers, 
He heard a wheezing on the ftairs, 
And looking out, his annt appears; 





10 from Moorfielde, breathlefs and lame, _ 


To fee her gracelefs godfon came: 
The falutations being pat, ‘ 
Coughing, and out-of wind, at lat 

In his great chair fhe took her place, 
How does your brother ? is my neice 
Well marry'd? when will Robin fettle 2 
He an{wer'd all things:toa tittle; 

Gave fuch content in every part, + 

He gain'd the good old beldam’s heart, 
“ Godfon,” faid the,“ alas! I know 

“ Mattets with you are but fo-fo1- 

“* You're come to town, I underftand, 
“ To make your fortune out of hand ; 

“ Your time and pattimonyJoft,: +. 
“ To beg a place, or buy a pot, ° 

“ Believe me, vodfon, I’m your friend ¢' 
“ Of this great town, this wicked end 
‘* Is ripe for judgment; Satan’s feat, « 
“ The fink of fin, and hell complete. * 
“ In every ftreet of trylisa troop, =: 


* And every-took-we x +h wears a hoop; 
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® Sodom. was lefs deform'd with vice, 
“Liewdnefs of all kitids, cards and dice.” ~ 
Few. & blufhjd (which, by the way, was more 
Thane he had done before); .. 
Anown'd it was a wretched place,. 
Unfit for any child of grace. as 
The good old aunt o'erjoyed to fee. 
Thefe glimmerings of fanaity; we 
My dear,” faid the, “ this purfe is poursy, 
@ f coft me many painful hours; ah 
“ Take it, improve it, and become 
“ By art and induftry a plumb. 
"But leave, for thame, this impious ftreet, © 
“ Allover mark’d with cloven feet; ~: 
“ In our ntore holy quarter live, 
Where both your doul and ftock may thrive; 
“© Where righteous cirizens repair, 
“ And heaven and-earth the godly thare, 
Gain this by jobbing, that by prayer. 
“ At Jonathan's go {aoke a pipe, 
 Loole very ferrous, dine-on tripe 5 
Get early up, late clofe your eyes, 
* And leave no ftone enturn’d to rife: 
Then each good day at Salter’s-Hall 
Pray for a bleffing upon all.” 
Lowly the ravith’d Franky bows, 
While joy fat fmiling on his brows; 
And without fcruple, in a trice, 
He took her money and advice. 
» Not an extravagant young heir, 
. Befet with dyns, and in defpair, 
» ‘When joyful tidings reach his ear, 
‘And dad retires by heaven’s commands, 
'To leave his chink to better hands; 
Not wandering failors almoft loft, 
‘When they behold the wifh'd-for coaft 
Not culprit when the knot is plac’d, 
And kind reprive arrives in hatte; 
rer felt a joy in fuch excels, 
As Grank reliew'd from this diftrefs. 
pA thoufand antic trics he play’d, 
‘The purfe he kifs’d, {wore, cure’d and pray’d; 
Courted the pieces o’er and o'er, 
And hugg'd his unexpected ftore 5 
Built tlately caftles in the air, 
Supp’d with the great, enjoy'd the fair ; 
Pick'd out his title and his place, 
‘Was farce contented with your Grace. 
Strange vifions working in his head, 
Frantic, half mad, he ftrolls to bed; 
Sleeps little; if he flecps, he dreams 
Pot {ceptres, and of diadems, 
“18 Fortune,” faid he, * thall now no more 
.© Trick and deceive me as of yore : 
« This pafiport thall admittance gain, 
© In fpight of all the jilt's difdain : 
& ° Tis this the tyrant’s pride difarms, 
‘4 And brings her blufhing to my arms; 
“ This golden bough my with hall fpeed, 
<@ And to th’ Elyfian fields fhall lead.” 
The morn fcarce peep'd, but up he rofe, 
Impatient huddled on his clothes ; 
Cail'd the next coach, gave double pay, 
g And to ’Change-Alley whirl'd away. 
P?Tia here dame fortune every day 
© Opens her booth, and fhows her play; 
Res ee 
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Here laughing fits behind the fcene, 
Dances her puppets here unfeen, 

And turns her whimfical machine. 
Powel, with all his wire and wit, 

‘Yo her great genius muft fubmit = 

Exa&t at twelve the goddefs fhows. 

And fame afoud her trumpet blows; 
Harangues the mob with fhams and lies, 
And bids their actions fall, or rife. . 
Old Chaos here his throne regains; 

And here in odd confufion reigns 5 
Allorder, all dilin@ion lof, 

Now high, now low, the fools are toft. 
Here lucky coxcombs vainly rear 

Their giddy heads, there in defpair 

Sits humbled pride, with cowncait look, 
Bankrupts reftor’d, and mifers broke, 
Strange figures here our eyes invade, 
And the whole world in mafquerade g 

A carman in a hat and feather, 

A lord in frieze, his breeches leather ¢ 
Tom Whiplash in his coach of flate, 
Drawn by the tits he drove of lates. 

A colonel of the bold train-bands, 

Selling his equipage and lands. 

Hard by a cobler bidding fair, 

For the gold chain, and next lord mayor: 
A butcher bluftering in the crowd, 

Of his late purchas’d “feutcheon proud, .. 
Retains his cleaver for his creft, 

His motto too beneath the reft, ts 

“ Virtue and merit is a jeft.” 

{wo toafts with all their trinkets gone, 
Padding the ftreets for half a-crowns 

A daggied countefs and her maid, 

Her houfe-rent and her Daves unpaid, 

. A tailor’s wife in rich brocade. i 
All fects, all parties, high and low, .” 
At fortune’s fhrine devoutly bow ; 
Nought can their ardent zcal reftrain, 
Where each man’s godlinefs is gain, 

From taverns, meeting-houfcs, ftews, 

Atheifts and Quakers, bawds and Jewsy,, 
Statefmen and fidlers, beaux and porters,, 
Blue aprons here, and there blue garters. 

As human race of old began . 
From ftones and clods, transfortn’d to man, 
So from each dunghill, flrange farprife! 

To troops the recent gentry rife, 

Of mufhroom growth, they wildly fare, 
And ape the great with awkward-air + 

So Pinkethman upon the ftage, 

Mounting bis afs in warlike rage,. 

With fimpering Dicky for his page, 

In Lee’s mad rant, with monkey face, 
Burlefques the prince af Ammon’s race. 
Induftrious Frank, among the reft, 40. 
Bought, fold, and cavil'd, bawl'd aiid prefs'd; 
Lodg'd in a garret on the fpot, - 

Foliow’d inftructions to 2 jot, 

‘The praying part alone forgot. _ 

Learnt every dealing term of art, 

And all th’ ingenious cant by heart; 

Nor doubted but he foon fhould find 

Dame Fortune complaifapt and kind, 
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Alter her oftte éal"d aloud, 
But fill the vanith’d in the crowds 


Now with fmooth looks and tempting {miles ~ 


‘The faithlefs hypocrite beguiles; 

‘Then with a cool and fcornful air, 

Bids the deluded wretch defpair ; + 

Takes pet without the lealt pretence, 

And wonders at his infolence. 

‘Thus with her fickle humours vex’d, 

And between hopes and fears perptex’d 5 
His patience quite worn out at laf 
_ Refolves to throw one defperate caft, 

* 'Tié vain,” faid he, * to whine and woo, 
Tis one brifc ftroke the work muft do. 
Fortune is like a widow won, 

* And trockles to the bold alone s 

*¢ PL puth at once and venture all, 

«© At jeatt I fhall with honour fall.” 

But, curfe upon the treacherous jade, 

‘Who thus his fervices repaid; 

‘When now he thought the work his own, 
He bought a beas, and wae undone, 


CANTO IIh 


As here is fomething in a face, 

An air, and a peculiar grace, 

Which boldeft painters cannot trace + 
"That more than features, fhape, or hair, 
Diltinguithes the happy fair 

Strikes every eye, and makes her known 
A ruling toaft through all the towa: 

So in each astion ’tis fuccefs 

‘That gives it all ics comelinefs ; 

Guards it from cenfure and from blame, 
Brightens and burniihes our fame. 

For what is virtue, courage, wit, ’ 
Jn all men, but a lucky bit? 

But, vice versa, where this fails, 

The wileft conduct noeght avails; 

"The man of merit foon thal fmd 

The world to profperous knaves inclin’d, 
Himfeif the lait of ali mankind, 

"Too true poor Frank this thefis found, 
Bankrupt, defpoil’d, and rub aground, 

In durance vile detain’d and loft, 

And all his mighty projeas croft +-~ 
With grief and thame at once oppreft, 
"Fears {well his eycs, and fighs his breafts 
A poor, foriorn, abandon’d rake, » : 
‘Where fhall he turn? what meafures take ? 
Betray’d, deceiv’d, and ruin’d quite, 

By his own greedy appetite 5” 

He mourns his fatal lutt of pelf, 

And curfes Fortune and himfelf : 

In limbo pent, would fain get free, 
Importunate fer liberty. 

So when the watchful hungry moufe, 
At midnight prowling round the houfe. 
‘Winds in a corner tozfted cheete, 

Glad the luxurious prey to feize ; 

‘With whifkers curl'd, and round black eyes, © 
He meditates the lufcions prize, 

‘Till caught, trepann’d, laments too late: 
‘The rigorous desrecs of fate ; 


Reftlefs his freedom to regaltt, 

He bites the wire, and climbs in vain. 
The wretched captive thas diftrefs’d, 
His bufy thoughts allow no reft’t 

Fond on each. proje& to depend, 

Kind hope his only faithful friend ; 

Odd whimfies floating in his brain, 

He plots, contrives, but all in vain, 
Approves, rejects, and thinks again. 

As when the thipwreck'd wretch is toft 
From wave to wave, and almoft loft, 
Beat by the billows from the fhore, 
Returns half drown’d, and hugs once moré 
The friendly plank he grafp'd before :-* 
So Frank, when all expedients fail, 

To fave his carcafe from a gaol, 

Eat up with vermin and with care, 

And almoft finking in defpair, 

Refelves ence more to make his ceurt « 
To his old aunt, his laft refore: °°” 
Takes pen in hand, now writes, now tears, 
Then blots his paper with his tears, 
Ranfacks his troubled foul, to raife 

Each tender fentiment and phrafe ; 

And every lame excufe fupplics ~ 
With artful colouring and diiguife 5 

Kind to himfelf, lays all the blame 

On Fortune, that capricious dame + 

In fhort informs her all was tof, ‘" 
And fends it by the penny-poft. 

Soon as the ancient nymph had read 

The fatal feroll, fhe took her bed, 

Cold palfies feize her trembling head ; + 
She groans, the fighs, fhe fobs, the fmears © 
Her {pedtacles and beard with tears; 
Her nofe that wont to fympatbife 

With all th’ o’erflowings of her eyes, 
Acown in pearly drops diftils, 

Th’ united ftream each chafm fills, ** 


‘| Geneva now, nor Nants will do, 


Her toothlefs gums their hold let go; 

And on the ground, O fatal ftroke ! 

The thort coxval pipe is broke: * - "* 
‘With vapours chek’d, entranc’d the liea, 
Belches, and prays, and f—ts, and dies, 

But fleep, that kind reftorative, 

Recall’d her foul, and bid her live; , 
With cooler thoughts the cafe fhe weigh'd, 
And brouht her réafon to her aid. 

Away fhe hobbies, and with {peed 

Refolves to fee. the captive freed’; 

Wipe off this lain and foul difgrace, 

And vindicate her ancient race. 

With her a fage director comes, ; 
More weighty than a brace of plumbs, 

A good man in the city cant, 
Where cafh, not morals, makes the faint: « ‘ 
'T" improve a genius fo polite, i 
The clumfy thing was dubb’d a kriight z 
Fortune’s chief confident and friend, 
Grown fat by many a dividend; — 
Ard ftill her favour he retains, : 

By want of merit and of brains; 

On her top fpoke fublime he fits, =~ ~ 
The jeft and theme of {neering wits: 
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prot foots in fortune's pillory plac’d 
‘re mounted to be more difgrac’d. 

“His rich old Hunks, as Woedcock wife, 
Wa.vall’d the younker to advife: ©’. ~ 
© Yousg man,” faid he, “ refrain frons teats; 
 Whild joyful tidings blefs shine cara; 

Up and be doing, boy, and try 

‘To conquer fate by induftry; 

For know that all of mortal race, 

ae rand horn to Joffes and difgrace 2 

y’n 1 broke twice, J, hezetofore 

A tailor defpicably poor, 

In every hole fer shelter crept, 

#* On the fame bulk, botch’d, lous'd, and flept, 

I “With fcarce one penny to prepare 

A friendly halter in defpair ; 

yi My credit like my garment torn, 

i Threadbare, and ragged, over-worn t 
fee Butfoon I patch'd it up again, 
pe Thefe bufy hands, this working brain, 
if -Ne'er ceae’d from labour, pain, and fweat, 
“+ "Pill fortune fmil'd, and 1 was grea. 

pi Now at each pompous city fealt, 

'« Who but Sir Triftram? Every gue 

Refpectful bows, In each debate, 

My nod muft give the fentence weights ~ 

© Qn me prime miniflers attend, 

«* And ——Aiflabie ’s my friend ¢ 

“ In embryo each bold project lies, 

“4 Till my confenting purfe fupplies. 

(This hand—nay do net think me vain, 

t Soften’d the Swede, and humbled Spain. 

| To me the fair, whom all adore, 

Addcefs their prayers, and own my power ; 
When the poor toaft by break of day 
Has punted all her gold away, 
 Undrefs'd, and in her native charms, 
™ She flics to thefe indulgent arms; - 

She curls each dimple in her face 
* To win the good Sir I'riftram’s grace 5 
# Offers her brilliants with a smile, 

* That might aa achoret beguile 

«® And when my potent aid is lent, 

“ Away the dear-one wheels content. 

« He that can money get, my boy, 

Shall every other good enjoy ; 

Be rich, and every boon receive, 

That man can with, or Heaven can gives 
Now to the meane, dear youth, atrené, 

_' By which thy forrows toon fhall ends, 

‘ss "Thy good old aunt refolves to bail 

‘« Her hopeful godfou-out of gaol; 

P But what is freedom to the poor ? 

‘yhe man who begs froma deor to door 

Is free; in lazy wretcheduefs F 

He lives, till Heaven his fubtance Blefs 
But, having learnt to cog and choufe, 

To cuta purfe, or break a houfe, 

Then foon he mendg his own apparel, 

“ Eats boil’dand roaft, aud taps his barrel g 

\* Drinks double bub, with all his might, 

i” And hugs his. doxy every night t 
* Thy fprightly genius ne’er fhall He 

Depreis’d by want and penury ; 

# Go, with a profperous merry gale, - 

47o the South Scas adventurous fail 5 





te 
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“« Fat Plenty dwelts on thefe rich theres, 
* Abundance opens all her ftores ; . 

“ Ingots and pearls for beads are fold, “ 

« And rivers glide on fands of gold 3 

« Profit and Pleafure hand in hand, 

& Smile on the fields, and blefs the land ; 
* The fwains unlabour’d harvefls reap, 

« Fountains run wine, and whores are cheapy 
« Fortune is always true and kind, — 

« Nor veers, as here, with every wind ¢ 

« Not, as in thefe penuriousiiles, 

«© Retails her bleflings and her {mile’ ; 

« But deals by wholefale with her friends, 
* and gluts them with her dividends. 

« Then hatte, fet fail, the thip’s unmoor’d, 
And waits to take thee now on bourd.* 
‘The fouth o’erjoy'd this project hears, - 
From his flock-bed his head he rears, ~ 

And waters all his rags with tears. 

In fhort, he took his friend’s advice, 

Pack'd up his baggage im a trice ; 

Dancing for joy, on board he flew, * 

With all Potofi in his view. =~ 























































CANTO IV. 


Benotp the youth juft now fet free 

On land, immur’d again at fea 5 

Stow'd with his cargo in the hold, 

In queft of other worlds for gold.“ 

He who fo late regal’d at cafe, © * 

On olios, foups, and fricaffees;« 

Drank with the witty and the gay, 

Sparkling Champaign, and rich Tokay { 

Now breake his faft with Suffolk cheefe, 

And burfts at noon with pork and Peale Fitealee 

Inftead of wine, content to fipyyte! hor “aU 

With noify tars, their naufeous flip : x 

‘Their breath with chew'd mundungud fweet,” 

Their jefts more fulfome than their meat. 

While thunder rolls, and ftorms arife,) ! °° 

He fnoring in his hammock lies ; ‘ 

In golden dreams enjoys the night, ‘" ? 

And counts his bags with vaft delight. 

Mountains of gold erect his throne, ° + 

Each precious gem is now his awn; ~ 

Kind Jove defcends in golden fleet, 

Pactolus murmurs at his feet; 

‘The fea gives up its hoarded fore, 

Poffeffing all he covets morte. 

O gold: attractive gold! in vain 

Honour and confcience would reftrain 

‘rhy boundlefs univerfal reign. 

Te thee each ftubborn virtue bends,° + : 

‘The man oblig'd betrays his friends 5+ ¢ z 

The patriot quits his country’s caufe, - 

And fells her liberty and Jawe ; 

The pious prude’s n0 longer nice, 

And ev’n lawn fleeves can flatter viter’ 

At thy too abfolute command, 

‘Thy zealots ranfack fea and lands - 

Where'er thy beams thy power difplay, 

The fwarming infects hafte away, 

To bafk in thy refulgent ray. att 

| Now the bold crew with profperous wind, 
Leave the retreating land behinds - - 
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Fearlefs they quit their fiative fhore, 
Albion's cliffs are {een no more, 
"'¥hen on the wide Atlantic borne, 
‘Their rigging and their tackle torn; 
Danger in various fhapes appears, 
Sudden alarms, and fhivering fears. 
Here, might fome copious bard dilate 
And fhaw fierce Neptune drawn in flates 
‘While guards of ‘Triton’s clear his way, - 
And Nereids round his chariot play ; 
‘Then bid the ftormy Boreas rife, 
And forky lightning cleave the tkies ; 
"The thip nigh foundering in the deep, « * 
Or bounding o'er the ridgy fteep : 
Defcribe the monfters of the main, 
The Phocz, and their finny train, 
Tornados, hurricanes, and rain. 
SpoutsMhoals, and rocks of dreadful fize, 
And pirates lurking for their prize 5 
Amazing miracles rchearfe, 
And turn all Dampies into verfe, 
My negligent and humble muafe 
Lefs ambitious aims purfues; ~ 
Content with more familiar phrafe, 
Nor deals in foch embroider’d lays; 
Pieas’d if my rhyme juft meafure keeps, 
‘And ftretch’d at eafe my reader fleeps. 
Hibernian matrons thus of old, ‘ 
Their foporific ftorics told ; 
‘To fleep in vain the patient ftrove, 
Perplex’d with bufinefs, crofs’d in love 5 
"Till foothing tales becalm’d his breaft, 
And lull’d his troubled foul to reft. 
Suffice it only to recité, 
Vhey drank all day, they fnor’d all night 
‘And, after many moons were paft, 
"They made the with’d-for fhores at laft, 
Frauk, with his cargo in his hand, 
Leap’d joyful on the golden ftrand ; 
Open'd his toy-fhop in the port, 
"Trinkets of various fize and fort; 
Bracelets and combs, bodkins and tweezers, 
Bath-metal rings, and knives, and fcillars; 
And in one lucky day got more 
‘Than Bubble-boy in half a fcore + 
For Fortune now, no longer coy, 
Smil’d on her darling favourite boy ; 
No longer from his arms retir’d, 
Bat gave him all his heart defir'd, 
Ah! thoughtlefs youth: in time beware, 
‘And fhun the treacherous harlot’s fhare 5 
The wifer favages beheld, 
‘Who truck not liberty for golds 
Proof againf all her fubtle wiles, 
Regardlefs of her frowns or fmiles 5 
If frugal Nature want fupplics, 
"Phe Jance or dart unerring flics = 
The mountain boar their prey defcends, 
- Orche fat kid regates their friends ; 
"The jocund tribe, from fun to fun, 
Featt on the prize their valour won. 
Ceafe, babbling mufe, thy vain advice, 
“Tis throwft away on avarice t 
Bid hungry lions quit their prey, : 
Or fireams that down the mountains flray 


Divert their courfe, keturti again, 
And climb the fteep from whence they cantey’ 
Unbieft with his ill-gotten ftore, 7 

Th’ infatiate youth ftill craves for more; 
To counfel deaf, t’ examples blind, 
Scrapes up whatever he cau find, 
Now matter of a veffel grown, 
With all the glittering freight his owmy 

Yo Fortune ftill he makes his court, 
And coafts along from port to port. 
Each rolling tide brings freth fupplies, 
and heaps on heaps delight his eyes. 
Through Panama’s delicious bay, 
The loaded veffel ploughs her way ; 
With the rich freight opprefs’d the faile 
And fummons all the friendly gales, 
Frank on her deck triumphant ftood, __ 
And view’d the calm tranfparent flood 
Let book-learn’d fots, faid he, adore“ 
‘th’ afpiring bills that grace thy fhore; . 
Thy verdane ifles, the groves that bow 
Their nodding heads, and fhade thy brow’ 
Thy face ferene, thy gentle breatt. 
Where fyrens fing, and haleyons reft; 
Propitious flood! on me beftow 
The treafures of thy depths below ¢ 
Which long in thy dark womb have flept, 
From age to age fecurely kept. 
Scarce had he tpcke, when, ftrarige furprife 
Th’ indignant waves in mountains rife, 
And hurricanes invade the tkies; 
The thip againft the thoals was ftruck, 
And in a thoufand pieces broke ; 
But one poor trufty plank, to fave 
Its owner from the watery grave; 
On this he mcunts, is caft on fhore, 
Half dead, a bankrupt as before : 
Spiritlefs, fainting, and alone, 
Qn the bare beach he makes his moan, 
‘Then climbs the ragged rock, t* exploré < 


"If aught was driving to the thore, 


‘Vhe poor remains of all his ttore 
With greedy diligence prepar’d 

To fave whate’er the waves had fpar’d. 
But, oh! the wretch expects in vain 
Compaffion’from the furious main; 
Men, goods, are funk. Med with defpair 
He beat his breaft, he tore his hair: 
Then leaning o'er the craggy fteep, 
Look’d down into the boiling deep ; 
Almoft reiolv’d to caft himfelf, | 

And perifh with his dear, dear pelf. 


> CANTO Y. . 


Tr Heaven the thriving trader blef, ~ 
What fawning crowds about him prefs. 
But, if he fail, diftrefs'd and poor, : 
His mob of friends are feen no more ; * 
For all men hold it meet to fly 

‘Th’ infetious breath of poverty. 

Poor Frank, deferted and forlorn, 
Curfes the day that he was bora: 

Gach treacherous crony hides his face, 
Or ftarts whene’er he haunts the places: 


PABLES,-TALES, &e.::: 


His wealth thus loft, wich that his friends, . 
On Fortune ftill the youth depends s 

Que fmile, faid he, can foon reftore 

iA bankrupt wretch, and give him more; 
She-will not, ure, refufe her aid? 
Fallac:qus hope: for the falfe jade 

‘That very day took wing, was flown, _ 
And on her wonted journey gone 

(intent her coftly goods to fell) 

From Panama to Portobel : 


Agd groan beneath the precious ware, 
The goddefs rides fublime in air ; 
‘And hence conveys a frefh fupply, 
For pride, debate, and luxury. 
Frank, when he heard th’ unwelcome news, 
Like a ftaunch hound the chafe purfues, 
‘Takes the fame rout, doubles his fpeed, 
Nor doubts her help in time of need. 
O’er the wide watte, through pathlefs ways, 
‘The folitary pilgrim ftrays ; 
Now on the {wampy defart plain, 
Bprovgh brakes of niangroves works with pain 5 
en climbs the hills with many a groan, 
And melts beneath the torrid zone. 
‘With berries and green plantains fed, - 
On the parch’d earth he leans his head ; 
Fainting with thirft, to heaven he cries, 
But finds no ftream but from his eyes. 
Ah, wretch ! thy vain laments forbear, 
And for a worfé extreme prepare; 


Five hundred mules her baggage bear, } 


The burfting thunder rends the fkies, 
pia the ruddy lightning flies; 

arts through the gloom a tranfient ray, 
And gives a fhort, but dreadful day : 
‘With pealing rain the woods refound, 
Convulfions fhake the folid ground. 
Benumb'd with cold, but more with feas, 
Strange phantoms to his mind appear, 


Sudden the lowering ftorms arife, ; 


.. The wolves around him how] for food, 


The ravenous tigers hunt for blood, 


* And canibals more fierce than they 


(Montters who make mankind their prey) 
‘Riot and feaft on human gorc,~ 

And, ftill infatiate, thirfts for more. 

Half dead at every noife he hears, 

His fancy multiplies his fears ; 


‘Whate’er his aurfe or Crufoc told, 

Each tragic fcene his eyes behold : 

Things paft as prefent fear applies. 

"Their pains he bears, their deaths he dies. 
At length the fun began to peep, 

And gild the furface of the deep, 


‘Whate’er he read or heard of old, 3 


"The fcatter'd clowds before him fied, 
‘The rivers fhrunk into their bed : 
Nature revives; the feather’d throng 
Salute the morning with a fong. 
Frank with his feljow-brates arofe, 
Yet dreaming fill he faw his foes, 
Reels ta and fro, laments and grieves, 
And ftarting, doubts if yet he lives. 
At laft his fpirits mend their pace, 


"Then on the recking moifture fed, i 





#27. 
Ev'n fuch is human life, fhid-he, - >. 

A night of dread and mifery, 

Till heaven relents, relieves our painy. 

And fan-fhine days return again. 

© Fortune! who daft now beftow, 

Frowning, this hitter cup of woe, 

Do not thy faithful flave deltroy,, 

But give th’ alternative of joy. 

‘fhen many a painful ftep he takes,; |, 
O’er hills and vales, through woods and brakes $ 
No flurdy defperate buccaneer 7 

E’er faffer’d hardihips more fevere. 

Stubborn, incorrigibly blind, 

No dangers can divert his mind; 
His tedious journey he purfues, 
At laft his eye tranfported views 
Fair Portobel, whofe rifing {pires 
Inflame his heart with new dcfires. 
Sccure of Fortune’s grace, he fmiles, 
And flattering hope the wretch beguilea, 
Though nature calls for cep and food, 
Yet ftronger avarice fubdued ; 

Evw’n shameful nakednefs and pain, 

And thirft and hunger, plead in vain ¢ 
No reft he gives his weary feet, 

Fortune he feeks from ftreet to ftreet ; 
Careful in every corner prices, 

Now here, now there, impatient Hies, 
Wherever bufy crowds refort, 

The change, the market, and the port 5 
In vain he turns his eye-balls round, 
Fortune was no where to be found; 

The jilt, not many hours before, 

With the Plate-fleet had left the fhore 


va 


| Laughs at the creduious fool behind, 


And joyful feuds before the wind. 
Poor Frank forfaken on the coaft, © 
All his fond hopes at once are loft. 
Aghatt the {welling fails he views, 
And with his eye the flect purfucs, 
Till, leffen’d to hie wearied fight, , 
Ic leaves him to defpair and night. 
So when the fuithlefs ‘"hefeus fled 
The Cretan nymph’s deferted bed, 
Awak’d, at diftance on the main, , 
She view’d the profperous perjur’d fwain, 
And call’d th’ avenging gods in vain...‘ 
Proftrate on earth rill break of day,” 
Senfelefs and motionlefs he lay, 

‘Till tears at laft find out their way 5 

Guth like a torrent from his eyes, 

In bitternefs of foul he cries, 

“O Fortune! now too la’e I fee, 

Too late, alas! thy treachery. 


“* Wretch that I am, abandon’d, loft, 


About the world at random toft, 

« Whither, oh, whither Shall I run? 

Sore pinch’d with hunger, and undone, 

In the dark mines go hide thy head 
Accore’d, exchange thy fweat for bread, 
Sculk under ground, ix carth’s dark womb 
Go, flave, and dig thyfelf a tomb: 

There’s gold en ugh; pernicious gold! 

‘To which long fince thy peace was fold; 


« Vain helpiefs idol. canft thou fave 
eS OER i i Ba, 
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& Reftlefs difturber of mankind, 

# Canft thou give health, or peace of mind ? 
ss Ah, no! decciv'd the fool fhall be ‘ 
« ‘Who puts his confidence in thee. 

« Fatally blind, my native home 
 JJefe, in this rude world to roam; 

st Q brother! fhall 1 view no more 


“ Thy peaceful bowers? fair Aibion’s fhore ?, 


* Ves (if kind Heaven my life fhall fpare) 
« Some happy moments yet Pil thare, 

« In thy delightful bleft retreat, 

s+ With thee contemn the rich and great; 
« Reedeem my time mifpent, and wait 
4 ‘Till death relieve th’ unfortunate.” ~ 

Adverfity, fage ufeful gueft, 

Severe inftrudtor, but the befts; 

It isfrom thee alone we know 

Juttly to value things below; ¢ . 

Right reafon’s ever faithfui friend, 

To thee our haughty paffions bead; 
‘Tam'd by thy red, poor Frank at laft 
Repente of all his follies paft ; . 

Refign’d, and patient to endure 

"Thofe ills, which Heaven alone can cure. 
‘With vain purfuite and labours worn, 
‘He meditates 2 quick return, 
Longs to revifit yct once more, 

Poor prodigal : his native fhore. 

In the next ship for Britain bound, 

Glad Frank a ready paffage found ; 

Nor velfel now, nor freight his own, 

He fears no longer Fortune’s frown; 

No property but life his fhare, 

Life a frail good not worth his cares 
Active and willing to obey, 

A merry mariner, and gay, 

He hands the fails, and jokes all day. 

At night no dreams difturb his reft, 

No paffions riot in his breaft ; 

For, having nothing left to lofe, 

Sweet and unbrokeh his repofe = 
"and now fair Albion’s cliffs are feen, 
“And hills with fruitful herbage green 
His heart beats quick, the joy that-ties 
Fifi fakering tongue hurfts from his eyes. 
At length, thus hail’d the well-known land, 
‘And kneeling kifs'd the happy ftrand. 

© And do | thea draw native ir, 

™ After an age of toil and care? - 

@ © welcome parent ifle ! no more 

« ‘The vagrant fhall defert thy fhore, 
But, flying to thy kind embrace, 
there cad his Hife’s laborious race.” 

So when the flag, intent to rove, 

Quits the fafe park and fheltering grove, 
"Tops the high pale, {trolls unconfio’d, 
And leaves the lazy herd behind, 

Ble in his happy change @ while, ~ 
Corn fields and flowery meadows mile, 
The pamper'd beaft enjoys the fpuils 
Till on the next returning morn, 
Alarm’d, he hears the fatal horn , 
Before the ftaunch, blodd-thirfty hounds, 
Panting, oer hills unknown he bounds, 


‘With clamour every wood refounds = 
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He creeps the thorny brakes’with patti; © 
He fecks the diftant ftream in vain, 
And now, by fad experience wife, 


4 To his dear home the rambler flies; 


His old enclofure gains once more, 
And joirs the herd he feorn’d before, | 

Nor are his labours finifh’d yet, 
Hunger and thirft, and pain and fweat, 
And many a tedious mile remains, . 
Before his brother’s houfe he gains. 
‘Without one doit his purfe te blef, 
Nor very elegant his drefs; * 
‘With a tarr’d jump, a crooked bat, 
Scarce one whole fhoe’, and half a hat 3 
From door to door the ftroller fkipp'd, 
Sometimes reliav'd, but oftener whipp'd ; 
Sun-burnt and ragged, on he fares, 
At laft the manfion-houfe appears, 
Vimely relief for all his cares. 
Around he gaz’d, his greedy fight 
Devours each object with delight; 
Through each known haunt tranfported roves, 
Gay {miling fields, and fhady groves, — 
Cnce confcious of his youthful loves. 
About the hofpitable gate 
Crowds of deje@ed wretches wait ; 
ach day kind Bob’s diffufive hand, 
Cheer'd and refrefh’d che tatter’d band,’ 
Proud the moft godlike joy to thare, 
He fed the hungry, cloth’d the bare. 
Frank amongtt thefe his ftation. chofe, 
With looks revealing inward woes; 
When, jo! with wonder and furprife, 
He faw dame Fortune in difguife ; 


He faw, but [carce believ'd his eyes, . 


Her fawning {miles; her trickling air, 

‘Th’ egregious hypocrite declare 5 

A gipfy's mantle round her fpread, 

Of various dye, white, yellow, red ; 

Strange feats fhe promis'd, clamour'd loudy: 

And with her cant amus’d the crowd 3 

"There every day impatient ply’d, 

Pofh'd to get in, but fill deny'ds 

For Bob, who knew the fubtle whore, 

Thruft the faife vagrant from his door. 

But, when the dtranger’s face he view'd, 

With no decei:ful tears bedew'd, 

His boding heart began to melt, 

And more than ufua! pity felt + 

He trac'd his features o’er and o'er, 

That fpoke him better born, though poor, 

‘Though cloth'd in rags, genteel his mien, 

That face he fomewhere mutt have feen 3 

Nature at laft revealsthe truth, ay us 

He knows, and owns the haplefs youth, 

Surpris'd. and fpcechlefs, both embrace, 

‘Ana mingling tears o’erfow each face 5 

‘Till B-b thue eas'd his labouring thought, 

And this infiru@ive moral caughe. 
Welcome, my brother, to my longing arms, 

Here on my bofom reit [ecuredrom harms ; 

See Fortune there, that falfe delufive jade, 


3 


‘Vo whom thy prayers anc ardent vows were paids 


She (‘ike her fex) the fond purfuer flies ; 
But dlight the jilt, and at thy feet fhe dies. 


FABLES, TALES, &. 


“Now fufe in port, indulge thyfelf on thore, 
Uh, tempt the faithlefs winds aud eas no - 
more ; F 

Let unavailing toits, and dangers paft, 

"Vhough late, this ufeful leffon teach at laf, 

‘True happinefs is only to be Found * 4 
, 1aa contented mind, a body found, t 
“Allelfe is dream, a dance on fairy ground : 

While reftlefs foots each idle whim purfue, 
4nd fill one wiftt obtain’d creates a new,, 
"Like froward bahes, the toys they have, deteft, 

While. ftill the newett trifle pleafes bef : 

Let us, my brother, rich in wifdom’s ftore, 

What ‘Heaven haa lent, enjoy, nor covet more; 

Subdue our pallions, curb their faucy rage, 

Aud to ourfelves reftore the golden age. 


“THE DEVH. OUTWITTED, 
A TALE. 


A vicar Hy'd on this fide Trent, 
Religious, learn’d, benevolent, 
Pure was his life, in deed, word, thought, 
A commgnt on the truths he taughe: 
His parith large, his income fmall, 
Yet feldom wanted wherewithal ; 
For againft every merry tide 
Madam would carefully provide. 

' A painful paftor; bat his fheep, 
Alas! within no bounds would keep; 
A Scabby flock, that every day 
Run riot, and would go aftray. 
He thump’d bis cufhion, fretted, vext, 
‘Thump’'d o’er again each ufeful text ; 
Rebuk'd, exhorted, all in vain, 
His parifh was the more profane + 
The fcrubs would have their wicked will, 
And cunning Satan triumph’d fill. 
At latt, when.each expedient fail’d, 
And ferious meafures nought avail’d, 
Tt came into his head, totry 
The force of wit and raillery, 
‘The good man was by nature gay, 
Could gibe and jake as well as pray; 
Not. like fome hide-bound folk, who chafe 
Each merry fmile trom their dull face, 
And think pride zeal, ill-nature grace, 
Atchriftenings and each jovial feait, 
He fingled out the finful beaft ; 
Let all his poinred arrows fly, 
‘Yold this and that, lock’d very fy, t 
And left my matters to apply. 
His tales were humorous, often true, 
And now and then fet off to view 
With lucky fictions and fheer wit, 
That piere’d where truth could never hit, 
‘The laugh was always on his fide, 
While pallive fools by turas deride > 
And, giggling thus at one another, ’* 
Each jeering lout reform’d his brothers 
‘Till the whole parifh was with eafe 
Sham’d into virtue by degrees: ” 
Then be advie'd, and try a tale, 
When Chryfoftom and ‘Auftin Sail, 

Vou, VILL 
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THE OFFICIOUS MESSENGER, 
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Man, of precarious {cience vain, 

Treats other creatures with difdain ; 
Nor Pug nor Shock have common fenfa, 
Nor even Pol the leaft pretence, 

Though the prates better than us all, : 
To be accounted rational. 
The brute creation here below, 

It feems, is nature’s puppet-fhow ; . 

But clock-work all, and mere machine, 
What can thefe idle gimcracks mean? 
Ye world-makers of Grefham.hall, 

Deg Rover fhall confute you all; 

Shall preve that every reafoning brute 
Like Ben of Bangor can difpute; 
Can apprehend, judge, fyllogizes 
Or like proud Bently criticife : 

Ata moot point, or odd difatter, 

Is often wifer than his mafter. 

He may miftake fometimes, "tis true, 
None are infallible but you. 

The dog whom nothing can miflead . 
Mutt be a dogiof parts indeed : 

But to my tale; hear me, my friend, . 
And with due gravity attend. 

Rover, as heralds are agreed, 
Well-born, and of the fetting breed, 
Rang’d high, was (tout, of nofe acute, 
A very learn’d and courteous brute, 

In parallel lines his ground he beat, 


4 Not fuch as in one centre meet, 
_Inthofe let blundering doctors deal, 


His were exactly parallel, . 

When tainted gales the game betray, 

Down clofe he Links, and eyes his prey, 

Though different paflions tempt his foul, 

True as the needle to the pole, ‘ F 
He keeps his point, and panting lies, 7 
The floating net above him flies, 


| Then, dropping, {weeps the fluttering prize, . S 


Nor this his only excellence; 

When furly farmers took offence, 

And the rank corn the {port deny’d, 

Still faithful to his mafter’s fide, 

A thoufand pretty pranks he play’d, 

And cheerful each command obey’d : 

Humble his mind, though great his wit, 

Would lug a pig, or turn the fpit ; 

Would fetch and carry, ledp o'er fticks,. 

And forty fuch diverting tricks, 

Nor Partridge, nor wife Gadbury, x 

Could find lof goods fo foon as he; 

Bid him go back a mile or more, 

And feek the glove you hid before, 

Still his unerring nofe would wind it, 

If above ground, was fare to find it; 

Whimpering for joy his mafter grect, 

And humbly lay it at his feet. 

But hoid—it cannot be deny'd, 

‘That ufefultalents mifapply'd, 

May make wild work. [t hapt one day, 

"Squire Lobb, bis mafter, took his way, 
coe 
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New fliav’d, and fmug, and very tight, 

To compliment a neighbouring knight ; 

In his beit trowlers he appears 

(A comely perf n for his-years) 5 

And clean white drawers, that many a day 

In lavender and rofe-cakes lay. 

Acrofs his brawny fhoulders ftrung, 

On his left fide his dagger hung; 

Dead-doing bla le: a dreadful gueft, 

Or in the field, or at the frat. 

No Frauklin carving of a chine 

At Chriftide, ever look’d fo fine. 
S With him obfequions Rover trudg’d, 

Nor from his Leels one moment budg’d 

‘A while they travell’d, when within z 

Poor Lobb perceiv’d a rumbling din: 

Then warring winds, for want of vent, 
~Shook ali his carthly tenement. 

Bo in the body politis 

(Fer flates fometimes, like men, are fick) 

ark faction mutters through the crowd, 

Fre bare fac'd treafon roars aloud : 
Whether crude hemours undigefted 

His labouring entrails had inlcited, 

Or Jat night’s load of bottled ale, 

Grown mutinous, was breaking gaol: 

The caule of thisLisawkward pain, 

Let Johniton or let H———th explains 
‘Whole learned nofes may difcover, 

Why natute’s ftink pot thus ran over, 

My province is th’ effrdt to trace, 

And give cach point its proper grace, 

‘Th’ effet, O lamentable cale ! 

Long had be fruggled, but ia vain, 

The factions tumult to refirain + 

What fhould he do? Th’ unruly rout 
Prefs'd on, and iz was time, no doubr, 

T’ unbutton, and to let all ont. 

"The trowfers foon his will obey ! 

Wot fo his ftubborn drawers, for they, 
Beneath his hanging paunch clofe ty'd, 

His utmoft art and pains defytd: 

He drew his dogger on the {pot 

Refolv’d to cut the Gordian knot. 

Jn the fame road juft then paf’d by 

(Such was the will of deftiny) 

"The courteous curate of the place, 
teood-nature fhone o’er ail is face 5 
Gucpris'd the Daming blade to view, ’ 
And deeming flanghter muit cnfue, 

Off from his back himfelf he thew, Ss 

Then without ceremony {viz’d 

The quire impatient to be eas'd. 

© Jord! Matter Lobb, who wouid have thought 
« The fiend had e’er fo frorgly wrought ; i 
© fs fuicide fo fight a fault? 

© Rip up thy guts, mun! What—go quick 

® To hell? Outrageous lunatic ! 

* But, by the bleffing, PIL prevent 

* With this right hand, thy foul intent.” 

"Shen gripp’d the dagger fafl + the *iquire, 

Like Peleus’ fon, look'd pale with ire; 

While the good man like Pallas food, 

‘And check’d his eager thirft Loz blood, 

‘At laft, when both a while had ftrain’d, 

Strength, join'd with zeal, the conauelt gain’d. 
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| The curate in all poiots obey"d, 

) Into the fheath returns the blade : 

j But firft th’ unhappy *{quire he fwore, 
‘TY’ attempt upon his life no more. 

© advice his fpeech he clos’d, 





And left him (as he chought) compos’d. 
By 


cas it fo, friend Lobb? | own, 





Satan fuppties the {well : 
And ills on ills are multiply’d. 
Subdued and all his mieafurcs broke, 
rpefe and intent miftook ; 
alas! he found 
pout a wound? 





His guts let out 
For, in the confli@ ftraining herd, 
He left his poftern gate unbarr’d5 
Moft wefuly bedawb'd, he means 
pitzons cafe, he fighs, he groans. 
‘Yo july his ainner, and return, 
Was very hard, not to be borne: 
Hunger, they fay, parcut of arts, 
Will make 2 fool a man of parts. 
The tharpefct {quire rcfolves at lait, 
Whate’er befel him, not to falt ; 
He mus’d a while, chaf"d, ftrain'’d his wits, 
At laft on this expedient hits; 
To the next brook with fober pace 
He tends, preparing to uncafe, 
Straddling and muttering «ll t 
Curs'd inwardly th’ unlucky day 
Vhe coaft now clear, no foul in view, 
Off in a trice his trowfers drew 5 
More Jeifurely his drawers, for care 
And caution was convenient there + 
So faft the plaifter’d birdlime fluck, 
The fkin came off with every piuck, 
Sorely he gaul’d each brawny bam 5 
Nor other parts efeap’d, which fame 
Forbids a bathful mufe to name. 
Not witheut pain the work atchiev'd, 
He (crubb'd aud wafh’d the parts aggriev'd ; 
"Lhen, with nice hand and look fedate, 
Folds up his drawers, with their rich freight, 
And hides them in a buhh, at Icifure 
Refolv’d to fetch his hidden treafure ¢ 
The uufly Rover lay hard by, 
ing ail with curious eye. 
i again, once more a beau, 
And matters fix’d in flatu quo, 
Brifk as a fnake in n:erry May, 
‘That juft has caft hie Dough away, 
| Gladfome he caper'd o'er the green, 
As he prefem'd both fweet and clean 5 
For, oh. amongft us mortal elves, 
How few there are fmell out themfelves ! 
With a imole’s ear, aud eagle’s eye, 
And with a blood-hound’s nofe, we fly 
On others’ faalts implacably. 
But where’s that ear, that eye, that nofe, 
Againft its mafter will depofe ? 
Ruddy Mifs Prue, with golden hair, 
Stinks like a pole-cat or a bear, 
Yet romps about me every day, 
Swecter, fhe thinks, than new-made-hay. 
Lord Plavfible, at Tom’s and Will's, 
Whole poifonous breath in whifpers kills: 
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ox) vapours when the fun appears, 

uit Far hence anxictics and fears : 

"s Grave ermine fmiles, lawn fleeves grow gay, 
“ Each haughty monarch owns my iway, 
“ And cardinals and popes obey 

« Evlg Cato drank his glafs, "twas t 

“ rabirine brave patriot how co die 

& For injurt Rome and liberty 5 

«0 Pwas L why with immortal lays 

« tnfpie’d the Bard that fung his praife. 

« Let dull unfociable fools 

“ Loll in their cell, and live by rules 5 

« My votaries, in gay delight 

« And mirth, thall revel all the night; 

AG well their parts on hife’s dull flaze, 
“ And make each mement worth an age.” 


THE NIGHT-WALKER RECLAIMED: 


A TALE. 


in thofe bleft days of jubilee, 
‘When pious Charles fet England free 
¥ram canting and hypocrily 5 
Mott graciouily to ail reloring 
Their ancient privilege of whoring; 
‘There liv'’d, but ’tis no mattcr where, 
‘The fon of an old cavalier; 
Of ancient lineage was the "fquire, 
A man of mettle and of fire; 
Clean-fhap'd, well-limb'd, black-cy’d, and tall, 
Made a good figure at a ball, 
And only wanted wherewithal. 
His penfion was ill-paid and ftrait, 
Full many a loyal hero’s fate: 
Often half farv’d, and often out 
At elbows, an hard cafe, no doubt. 
Sometimes perhaps a lucky main 
Prudently manag’d in Long-Lane 
Repair’d che thread-bare beau again ; 
And now and then fome fecret favours, 
The kind returns of pious labours, 
Forich'd the trong and vigorous lover, 
Hi, houour iiv'd a while in clover. 
Vor (to fay truth) it is but jut, 
Where all things are decay’d but luft, 
That ladies of naturer ages 
Give citron water and good wages. 
Thus far Tom Wild had made a fit, 
And got-good helps at a dead lift ; 
But John, his hwwble meagre flave, 
One foot already in the grave, 
Hide-bound as ove of Pharoah’s kine, 
With good Duke Numps was forc’d to dine: 
‘Yet ttill the thoughtful ferious elf 
AVould not be wanting to hinifelf; 
Bore up againft both tide and wind, 
‘Turo’d every project in his mind, 
And cach expedient weigh’d, to find 
A remedy in this diftrets. 
Some god—(nay, fir, fuppofe no lefs, 
Yor in this hard and kuotty cafe, 
1? employ a god is no difgrace 5 
"Though Mercury be &nt from Jove, 
Qs: nis wing it from above) 
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Some god, I fay, infpir'd the knave, 

His mafter and himfelf to fave. 

‘As both went fupperlefs to bed 

One night (firft feratching of his head) 
«© Alas i” quoth John, “ fir, ‘tis hard fare 
"Te fuck cne’s thumbs, and live on air 5 
To reel from pillar unto poft, 

An empty fhade, a walking ghoft ; 
‘Vo hear one’s guts make piteous moan, 

Thofe worit of duns, and yet not one, 

One mouldy ferape to Satisfy 

‘Their craving importunity. 
Nay—geod your honcur pleafe to hear 3 

(And ther the varlet dropt a tear) 
64 projeét form’d in this dull bain 
« Shall jet us ali adrift again 5 

fir, nay, let me tell ye, 
our pockets, and my belly. 
sow then, old Gripe is dead of fate, 
Who purchis'd at any ealy rate, 
You houfe and fine cftate, 
not, fir: by G— 'tis tree 
( has got his due: 
every penny, 


“ 


“ 










Wid 













Co, dafp the dowdy in your arms, 

Nor want you bread, though fhe want charms} 

Cajole the dirty drab, and then : 

nae man fhall have his mare again 5 

Clod-Hall is your’s, your houfe, your rents, 

And all your lands, and tenements.” : 

© Faith, John,” faid he, (then lick’d his chopp} 

his pr gives indeca fome hopes = 

Bat yard the terms, to marry, 

To to one, and never vary; 

‘And that one old and ugly too + 

Frail mortals tell me what to do?” 

« For that,” {aid John, “ traft me; my trest 

Shan’t be one ill-drefs’d dish of meat ; 

Let but your honour be my gueft, 

Variety thall crown the feaft.” 

« Tis done,” reply’d Tom Wild, “ "tis done; 

The flag hangs out, the fort is won; 

Ne’er doubt my vigorous attacks, 

Come to my arms, my * Sycorax5 

Bud in thy sight we mount our throne, 

And all the ifland is our own.” : 

Well—forth they rode, both Squire and 

John; 

Here might a florid bard make known, 

IHis horfe’s virtues, and his own; 

A thoufand prodigics advance, 

Retailing every circumftance. 

Bet 1, who am not over-nice, 

‘And always love to be concife, 

Shall let the courteous reader guefs 

The fquire’s accoutrements and drefs. 
Suppofe we then the gentle youth 

Laid at her feet, 2il Jove, all truth; 

Haranguing it in verfe and profe, 

‘A mount her forehead white with fnows, 

Her cheeks the Hilpsand the rofe ; 
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+ Her ivory teeth, her coral lips, 

Her well-turn’d ears, who%e ruby tips 

Afford a thoufand compliments, 

‘Which he, fond youth, profufely vents: 

The pretty dimple in her chin, 

, "The den of love, who lurks within, 

Bot, oh! the luftre of her eyes, 

Nor ftars, nor moon, nor fun fuffce, 
.. He vows, protefts, raves, finks, and dies. 
3 Much of her breafts he Spoke, and hair, 
£ In terms moft elegant and rare ; 

Call'd her the goddefs he ador'd, 
* And in heroic fuftian foar’d. 

For, though the youth could well explain 

His mind in a more humble ftrain; 

Wet Ovid and the wits agree, 

‘That a true lover’s fpeech fould be 
‘Jo rapture and in fii 
. Imagine now, all points 

‘The fiddles and the wedding-night 5 
. Fach nvify fteeple rock’d with glee, 
“And every t gq merrily : 

Gay pleafure ton'd unconfin'd, 
Phe men all drunk, the women kind : 

Cind-Hall did ne'er fo fine appear, 

Floating in poffet and ftrong beer. 

Come, mufe, thou flattern houle-wife, tell, 

Where's our friend John? [hope he’s well; 
Well! Ay, as any man can be, 

‘With Sufan in the gallery. 

Sue was a lus buxom: and tiyht, 

"The chansber maid and favourite; 

Juicy and young, juft fit for man, 

{hus the fweet dialogue began. 

“ Lard, fir,” quoth Sue, “ hew brifk, how 

. ayy 
-& How race our mafter look’ d to-day! 
Vm fare no king was ¢’er fo fine, 
No fun more glorioufly can thine.” 
« Alas, my dear, all is not gold 

That glifters, as I've read of old, 
And all the wife and learued fy, 
The beft is not without ailay. 
“ Well, mafter John, name i 
A more accomplifh’d geit 
Befide (elf: nsay I never thrive) 
The beft good-natur'd "fquire alive.” 
(John fhrugy’d, and fhook his head. Nay fure 
"© You by ycur looking fo demure 
“ Have Jcarnt fome fecret fault: if fo, ’ 




























you can 
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_ * Tell me, good John, nay pr’ythee do, 
Tell me, I fay, { long to know. 
Safe as thy gold in tay ftrong box, 
This breall the dark depofit locks, 
 Thefe Jips uo fzerets fhall reveal.” 
. © Well-tet me fir affix my feal: 

Then kifsd the fofe obliging fair. 

But hold—now f muft hear you fwear, 
“« By all your virgin charms below, 

No mortal e’er this tale fall know.” 

She (wore; then thus the cunning knave, 

With look mon politic and grave, 
ith and troth, der Suc, 
“tis true; 
d ali that, 
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© Why will youkeep one in fufpenie ? 
“* Why teaze one thus?” Have patience. 
“ The youth has failings, there’s no doubt, 
And who, my Suky, is without ? 
“ But fhould you tell-—nay that I dread’*— 
« By heaven, and by my maidenhead— . 

Now ipeak, fpeak quick.” He wku denies 
“ Thole pouting lips, thofe roguith eyes, 

* Muft fure be more than man—then know, 

“ My deareft, fince you'll have iv10; 

“ My mafter Wild not only talks 

« Much in his flep, but alfo walks; 
“ Walks many a winter night alone, 

This way and that, up ftairs and down : 

« Now, if difturb'd, if by furprife 

| « He's rous’d, and flumbers quit his eyes; , 
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Lord, how I tremble! how U dread 

“ Yo {peak it! ‘lhtice beneath the bed, 

« Alas! to fave my life I fed : 

« And twice behind the door I crept, 

“And once ont of the window leapt. 

No raging bedlam jaft got locfe 

“ Is half fo mad; about the houfe 

“ Frantic he runs; cach eye-ball glares, 

“ He raves, he foams, be wildly flares ; 

The fzinily before lim flies, 

“ Whoe’er is overt: dies. 

Opiates, and breathing of a vein, 

Scarce fettle his diftemper'd brain, 

“ And bring bim to himfzlf again, 

“ But, if not crofs’d, if ket alone 

To take his frolic, and be gone; 

“ Soon he returns from whence he came, 

« No jamb more innocent and tame.” 
‘Thus having gain‘d her paint, to bed 

In hatte the flickering gipfy fled ; 

The pungent fecret in her breaft 

Gave fuch fharp pangs, fhe could not reft: 

Prim’d, charg’d, and cock’d, her next defire 

Was to prefent, and to give fire. 

Sleeplefs the tortur’d Sufan Jay, 

Tofling and tumbling every way, 

Impatient for the dawn of day. 

So labours in the facred thade, 

Full of the god, the Delphic maid : 

So wind, in hypocondrics pent, 

Struggles and heaves to find a vent; 

In labyrinths intricate it roars, 

Now downward fivks, then upward foars; 

Th’ uneafy patient groans in vain, 

No cordials can relieve his pain ; 

‘Till at the poftern gate, enlarg’d, 

The burfting thunder is difcharg’d,  ® 

At laf the happy heur was come, 

When call’d into her lady’s room ; 

Scarce three pins ftvck into her gown, 

Bet out it belts, and all is known. 

Nor idle long the feeret Jies, 

From mouth to mouth improv’d it flies, 

And prows amain in ftrength and fize 

| For fame, at firkt of pigmy birth, 

Walks caz:tionfly on mother earth ; 

But foon ent hards have faid) 

In clouds nt hides her head, 

To courcil now the goflips went, 


} Madam her! 
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“ The furniture’s my chiefelt care,” 
Reply'd the fage; ** here’s room to fpare, 
* Sweet lir, for ] and yous 
* When thie with faithful tricnds ie Gll’d, 
Ap ampler palace I fhall build ; 
« Till then, this cot muit do.” 


THE TRUE USE OF THE LOOKING-GLASS. 


ATALE. 


Tow Carneros had a fon and heir, 
Exadt his fhape, genteel his air, 
Adonis was not half fo fair. 
But then, alas!, his daughter Jane 
“Was but fo-fo, a litle plain. 
In mam’s apartment, as one day 
"The litt!¢ romp and hoyden play, 
Their faces in the glafs they view’d, 
Which then upon her toilet ftood ; 
Where, as Narciffus vain, the boy 
Beheld each rifing charm “with joy; 
‘With partial cyes furvey’d him{clf, 
But for his filter, poor brown elf, 
On her the feli-enamour’d chit 
- ‘Was very lavith of his wit, 

he bore, alas! whatcer fhe covld, 
But "twas too much for ficfh and blood 5 
‘What female ever had the grace 
To pardon fcandal on her face? 
Difconfolate away fhe flics, 
‘And at her daddy's feet the lies ; 
Sighs, fobs, and groans, calls to her aid, 
Aud tears, that readily cbey’d ; 
Then aggravates the vile offence, 
¥xerting all her eloquence : 
The caufe th’ indulgent father heard, 
And culprit fummen’d foon appear’d 5 
Some tokens of remorfe he fh..w'd, 
Aad promis’d largely to be good. 2 
‘As both the tepder father prefe’'d 
‘With equal ardour to his breaft, 
‘And fmiling kifs’d, “ Let there be peace," 
Said he ; * let broils and difcord ceafe : 
“* Each day, my children, thus employ 
« "The faithful mirror; you, my boy, 
« Remember that no vice difgrace 
« ‘he gift of heaven, that beauteous face: 
* And you, my girl, take {pecial care 
# Your want of beauty to repair 
« By virtue, which alone is fair.” 


‘MAHOMET ALI BEG: 
* OR, THE FAITHTUL MINISTER OF GTATR, 


A tone defcent, and noble blood, 

Js but a vain fantaftic good, 
Unlefe.with inbred virtues join'd, 

An honeft, brave, and generous mind. 
‘All that our anceftors have done, 
Nations seliev’d, and battles wons 
‘The trophies of each blondy field, 
Can only then true honour yicld, 
When, like Argyll, we fcorn to owe4 
And pay that luttre they beftow 5 
Bot, if, a mean degenerate race, 
Slothful we faint, ard flack our pace, 
Lag in the glorious courle of fame, 
‘Their great atchieyements we difclaim. 


i 
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Some bold plebeian foon fhall rifo, 
Stretch to the goal, and win the prizts 
For, fince the forming hand of old, 
Caf all mankind in the fame mold; 
Since no diftinguidh’d clan is ble 
With finer porcelain than the refts 
And fince in all the ruling mind 

Is of the fame ccleftial kind; 

* Vis education fhows the way 

Each latent beauty to difplay; 

Each happy genius brings to ligt, 
Conceai'd before in thades of nights 
So diamonds from the gloomy mine, 
‘Taught by the workman’s hand to thine, 
On Cloe’s ivory bofom blaze, 


| Or grace the crown with brilliant rays, 


Merit obfcure fhall raife its head, 

Though dark obftruting clouds o'erfpread ; 
Herocs, as yet unfung, fhall fight 

For flaves opprefs’d, and injur’d right; 
And able ftatefmen prop the throne, 

To Battle-Abbey-Roll * unknown. 

Sha Abbas, with fupreme command, 
In Perfia reign’d, and blefs'd the land; 
A mighty prince, valiant and wife, 
Expert, with fharp difcerning eyea, 
To find true virtue in difguife. 
Hunting (it feems) was his delight, 
His joy by day, his dream by night: 
The {port of all the brave and bold, 
From Nimrad, who, in days of old, 
Made men ap well as beatts his prey, 
To mightier George, whofy milder {way 
Glad happy crowds with pride obey. 
In queft of his fierce favage foes, 
Before the fun the monarch role, - 
The grizly lion to engage, 

By baying dogs provok’d to rage 5 

in the clofe thicket to explore, 

And puth from thence the briftled boar: 
Gr to purfue the flying deer, . 
While deep-mouth’d hounds the vallies cheer 5 
And echo from repeating hills. 

His heart with joy redoubled fills. 

Under a rock's projecting fhade, 

A thepherd boy his feat had madey 
Happy as Creefus on his throne, 

The riches of the world his own. 
Content on mortals here below, 

{s all chat heaven can beftow. 

His crook and ferip were by him laid, 
Upon his oaten pipe he play'd; 

His flocks fecurely couch’d around; 
And feem’d to liften to the found, 
Returning from the chafe one day, 
The king by chance had loft his way < 
Nor guards, nor nobles, now attend ; 
But one young lord, his bofom friend. 
Now tir'd with labour, {pent with heat, 
They fought this pleafant cool retreat ; 
The boy leap’d active from his feat, 
And, with a kind obliging grace, 
Offer’d the king unknown his place. 
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® A record which contained the names of the chief ata 
that came oyer with the Conqueror. 4 
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‘The Perfian monarch, who fo Iate, 
. Lord of the world, rul'd all in ftates 

‘On cloth of gold and tiffue trod, 
‘Whole nations trembling at his nod 3 
‘With digmonds and with rubies crown'd, 
Atid St with fawning flaves around ; 
Bebold hit\new : his canopy 

‘Th’ impends yg rock, each throb, each'tree, 
That grew bee its fhaggy brow, 

‘To their great p.*nce obfervant bow; 
Yield, as in duty'o0und, their aid, 

And blefs him with a friendly thade, 

On the bare flint, he fits alone, 

And, oh! would kings this truth but own,. 
‘The fafer and the nobler throne ! 

But where do I digrefa? "tis time 

To check this arrogance of rhyme, 

As the judicious monarch view'd 

The ftripling’s air, nor bold nor rude, 
With native modefty fubdued ; 

The blufh that glow’d in all its pride 
Then trembled on his cheeks and dy'd, 
He grew inquifitive to trace 

‘What foul dwelt in that lovely cafe z 

To every queftion, ferious, gay, 

The yough reply’d without delay ; 

His anfwers for the mofl part right, 
And taking, if not appofite; 

Unftudy'd, unaffeted fenfe, 

Mix'd with his native diffidence, 

The King was charm’d witb fuch a prise, 
And ftood with wonder in his eyes; 
Commits his treafure to the care+ 

Of the young lord; bids him not {pare 
For coft, or pains, t’ enrich his breaft 
‘With all the learning of the eaft. ° 

He bow’d, obey’d, well cloth’d, well fed, 
And with his patron’s children bred; 
Still every day the youth improv'd, 

By all admir’d, by all belov’d, 

Now the firft curling down began 

To give the promife ofa man; =” 

To court he’s call’d, employ’d, and train'’d, 
In lower pofts, yet flill he gain’d 

By candour, courtefy, and fkill, 

The fubjects love, the king’s good will. 
Employ'd in greater matters now, 

No flateeries, no bribes, could bow 

His ftubborn foul; true to his trot, 
Firm, and inexorably juft, 

Jn judgment ripe, he toon became 

A Walpole, or a Walfingham; = © 

And, wakeful for the public peace, 

No dragon guards the golden fleece 
‘With half chat vigilance and care. 

His bufy eyes kenn'd every wheres 

In each dark fcheme knew how to dive, 
‘Though cunning Derviles contrive e 
‘Their plots, difguis’d with fhama and lies, 
And cloak’d with real perjuries. 

Now high in rank the peer is plac’d, 
And Ah Beg with titles grac’d ; 

No bounds his mafter’s bounties know, 
His felling coffers overflow, 
Ap be is puzzled to bellow | - 





Perplex’d and ftudious to contrive. _ 

To whom, and how, uot what to give; 
His pious frauds conceal fhe name, 

And ikreen the medeft man from fhame, 
Whoe’er would heavenly treafures raife, 
Muft grant the buon, efcape the praife. 
But his immenfe and endlefs gain 

No private charities could drain: 

On public works he fix'd his mind, 

The zealous friend of human kind. 
Convenient innson each great road 

At his own proper cofts endow’d, 

To weary caravansafford . 

Refrefhmentr, both at bed and board. 

From Thames, the Tiber, and the Rhine, 
Nations remote with Ali dine; 

In various tongues his bounty’s bleft, 
While with furprife the ftranger gueft t 
Does here on unbonght daintica feat : 

See ftately palaces arife, 7 ‘ 
And gilded domes invade the fkies. 

Say, mufe, what lords inhabit here ? 

Nor favourite eunuch, prince, nor peer ? 
The poor, the lame, the blind, the fick, 
The ideot, and the lunatic. om 
He curb’d each river's {welling pride, 

Over the relu@ant murmuring tide 
From bank to bank his bridges ftride. 

A thoufand gracious deeds were done, 
Bury'd in filence and unknown. y 

At length, worn out with years and care, 

Sha Abbas dy’d; left his young heir 

Sha Scfi, unexperienc’d, raw, é 

By his ftern father kept in awe; 

To the feraglio’s walls confin’d, 

Barr’d from the converfe of mankind, 
Strange jealonfy! a certain rule, 

Yo breed a tyrant and a fool. 

Still Ali was prime minifter, 

But had not much his mafter’s ear ; 
Waik’'d on unfaithful, fippery ground, 
‘Till an occafion could be found 

To pick a quarrel; then, no doubt, 

As is the mode at court—turn ont, 

Sha Scfi, among eunuchs bred, 

With them convers’d, by them was led ; 
Beardlefs, half-nien! in whofe falfe breafls, 
Nor joy, nor love, nor friendthip, retts, 
There fpight and pining envy dwell, 

And rage as in their native hell ; 

For, confcious of their own difgrace 

Each excellence they would debafe, 

And vent their {pleen on human race. 

This Ali found. Strange fenfelels lies 

And inconfiftent calumnica 

They buz into the monarch’s ears, 

And he believes all that he hears. 

“ Great prince,” faid they, “ Ali, yor flavem 
“ Whom we acknowledge wife and brave 
“ Yet pardon us—we can't but fee 

‘ His boundlefs pride and vanity : 

“ His bridges triumph o’er each tide, . 

“ In their own channels taught to glide, 

“ Each beggar, and each lazy drone, 
* Hisfubject, more than yours, is grown: 
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« 


And for a palace leaves his cell, 


* Where Kerxes might be proud to dwell. 


“ His inns for travellers provide, 
“ Strangers are lifted on his fide: 
* In his own houfe how grand the feene! 
« Tiffues and velvets are too mean, 
Gold, jewels, pearls, unheard expence ¢ 
 Sulpected, bold, magnificence! . 
# Whence can this flood of riches flow ? ' 
« Examine his accounts, you'll know + 
* Your eye on your exchequer caft, 
« The fecret will come out at laft.” 

Ali next morn (for ’twas his way 


““'T'o rife before the dawn of day) 


‘Went early to the council-board, 
Proftrate on earth, his king ador'd, 

The king, with countenance fevere, 
Look’d fternly on his minifter 

« Ali,” faid he, ” Ihave been told, 
“Great treafures, both in gems and gold, 
“ Were left, and trufied to your care; 

“© "Mong thefe, one gem exceeding rare, 
« Jlong to view ; which was (they faid) 
* A prefent from the fultan made, 


> «The fineft that the world e’er faw, 
* « White, large, and fair, without a flaw.”* 


Th’ unblemifh’d Ali thus reply’d, 
© Great fic! it cannot be deny’d, 
« Tig brilliant, beautiful, and clear, 
™ The Great Mogul has not its peer. 
« Pleafe it your majefty, to go 
“ Into the treafury below, 


- # You'll wonder at its piercing ray, 


+ 


“ The fun gives not a nobler day.” 
Together now they all defcend; 

Poor Ali had no other friend, 

Bor a foul faithful to its trot, 

"Phe fure afylum of the juft. 

An proper claffes now are feen 


"The diamonds bright, and emeralds green; © 


Pearls, rubies, fapphires, next appear, 

Difpos'd in rows with niceft care. 

‘The king views all with curious cyes, 

Applauds with wonder and furprife, 

“Their order and peculiar grace, 

Each thing adapted to its place ; 

"She reft with envious leer behold, 

And ftumble upon bars of gold. _ 

Next, in an amber box, is fhown 

"The nobleft jewel of the crown: 

% This, fir,” faid he, “ believe your flave, 

Ta the fine gem the fultan gave ; 

® Around it dart its beams of light, 

‘* No comet c’er was half fo bright.” 

"The king with joy the gem admires, 

‘Well-pleas’d, and half-convine’d, retires. 

« Ali,” faid he, * with you | dine; 

* Your furniture, I’m told, is fine.’ 

Wife Ali, for this favour thow’d, 

Humbly with loweft reverence bow’'d, 
At Ali’s houfe now every haud 

fsbufy at their lord’s command 5 

‘Where at th’ appoimted hour refort 

‘The king and all his Splendid coart. 

Ali came forth his prince to meet, 


And, lowly bowing, kils’d his feet. - 


On all his compliments beftowa, 

Civil alike to friends and foes. 

The king, impatient to behold 

His furniture of gems and gold, 

From room to room the chafe purfued, 5 

With curious eyes each corner view’d, j 

Ranfack’d th’ apartments o’er and o'er, 

Each clofet fearch’d, unlock’d each 

But all he found was plain and coarfe, 

The meaneft, Perfian fearce had /Vorfes . 

Thefe Ali for convenience boug!'t, 

Nor for expenfive trifles fought. 

One door a prying eunuch fpy'd, 

With bars and locks well fortify'd, 

And now, fecure to find the prize, 

Show’d it the king with joyful eyes. 

“ Ali,” faid he, “ that citadel 

« Ts ftrong, and baricadoed well? 

“© What have you there!” Ali reply’d, ~ 

Oh, fir, there’s lodg’d my greateft pride; 

« ‘There are the gems { value mott, 

And all the treafures Ucan buaft-” 
All now convine’d of his difgrace, 

Triumph appcar'd in every face. 

‘The monarch doubted now no more ; 









“L The keys are brought, unlock’d the door, 


His fhepherd’s weeds hung up with care, 

Nor crook nor {crip was wanting there ; 

Nor pipe that tun’d his humble lays, ~ “Ss 
Sweet folace of his better days! 

Then, bowing low, he touch’d his breaft, 

And thus the wondering king addreft: 

“© Great Prince! your Ali is your flave, F 
“ To you belong whate’er I have; 7 

“ Goods, houfe, are yours, nay yours this head, - 
“ For fpeak the word, and J am dead: 

“ Thefe moveables, and thefe alone, 

“ [may with juftice call my own. 

“ Your royal fire, Abbas the Great,” 

Whom nations preftrate at his feet 

“ On earth ador’d; whofe foul at reft, 

* In paradife a welcome gueft, 

«¢ © Enjoys its full, and fragrant bowess,- 

“ Or wantons upon beds of flowers, ” 

« While the pure ftream, in living rills, 

* From rocks of adamant diftils, 

“« And black-ey’d nymphs attend his nod, 

“ Fajr daughters of that bleft abode + 

“ By his command, I left the plain, 

“ An humble, but contented fwain. . 

“ Nor fought 1 wealth, nor power, nor place 5 

« All thefe were owing to his grace ; 

« "Twas his mere bounty made me great, 

“ And fix’d me here, in this high feat, 

“ The mark of envy. Much he gave, 

*¢ But yet of noughe depriv’d his flave 5 ~ 

"© He touch’d not thefe. Alas! whofe fpite, t 


When, lo! upon the wall appear ‘ } 


“ Whole avarice, would thefe excite? . 

“ My old, hereditary right! a 

* Grant me but thefe, Great Prince, pnce more, 
« Grant me the pleafure to be poor, * 5 
This ferip, chefe homely weeds, I'll wear, 

“ Yhe bleating flocks fhall be my care; 





” % Such is sbe Paradife the Turks expel 
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“ Th’ employ that did my youth engage, 
“4 Shall be the comfort of my age.” 
‘The king, amaz’d at fuch-a feorn 
of fiches, in a thepherd born; 
“ EiNw foars that foul,’ faid he, “ above. 
* The Oeagticr’s hate, or monarch’s love! - 
#* No poweNfuch virtue can efface, 
* No jealous\malice fhall difgrace. - 
Wealth, gra“eur, pomp, are a mere cheat, 
a But this is to ¢ truly great.”” : 
While tears ran trickling down his face, 
He clafp'd him in a clofe embrace; 
‘Then caus'’d himfelf to be undreft, 
And cloth’d him in his royal veft : 
‘The greateft honour he could give, 
Or Perfian fubjects can receive.” 


THE SWEET-SCENTED MISER, : 


Tet me, my noble generous friend, 
‘With what defign, and to what end, 
Do greedy fools heap up with care 
‘That pelf, which they want heart to. hare ? 
What other pleafure can they know, 
But to enjoy, or to beftow ? 
Acts of benevolence aud love ~ 
Give us a tafte of heaven above; 
‘We imitate th’ immortal powers, 
Whole fun-fhine, and whofe kindly fhowers, 
Refrefh the poor and barren ground, 
And plant a paradife around : 
But this mean, {neaking avarice, ~ 
Isa collection of all vice. : 
‘Where this foul weed but taints the place, 
Nor virtue grows, nor worth, nor grace; 
The foul a defert wafte remains, 
And ghaftly defolation reigns. . 
But where will thefe grave morats tend ? 
Pardon my zeal, dear courteous fricud ; 
‘The province of my humbler vein, 
Is not to preach, but entertain. 
Gripe, from the cradle to the grave, 
‘Was good for nothing, but to fave; 
Mammon his God, to Itirn alone ‘i 
He bow’'d, and his fhort creed was known: 
On his thumb-nail ir might be, wrote, 
* Apenny fav'd’s a pehny got.” 
This rich poor man was jogging down, 
Once on a time, from London town 5 
With him his fon, a handy lad: 
To drefe his daddy—or his pad : 
Among his dealers he had been, 
And all their ready cath fwept clean. 
Gripe, to fave charges on the road, 
At cach good honfe cramm’d in a load 
‘With boil’d and roaft his belly fill'd, 
And greedily each tankard fwill’d : 
How favoury, how fweet the meat! 
+ How good the drink when others treat ! 
Now on the road Gripe trots behind, 
For weighty reafons (as you'll find) : 
The boy foon long’d to take a whet, 
His horfe at cach'fign made a fet, 
And he fpurr’d on with great regret. 
This the old man obferv'd with pain, 
»* Ah! fon,” faid he, “ the way.to gain 
% Wealth (our chief good) is to abfain ; 
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TALES, &. 


<§4e 
AEs Check each expenfise appetite, 
:* And make the moft of every mite ¢ 
 Confider well, my child, O think 
«© What numbers.are undone by drink! 
“ Hopeful young men! who might be great, 
Die well, and leave a large e(tate ; : 
“ But, by lewd comrades led aftray, 
“ Guzzling, throw al] their means away. 
« Tom Dabh, of parts acute and rare. 
“ Can fplit a fraction to a hair; 
“ Knows Wingate better than his creed, 
“ Can draw ftrong ale, or a weak deed 5 
« By precedents a bond can write, 
Or an indenture tripartite ; 
“ Can meafure land, pafture, or wood, 
Yet hever purchas’d half a rood. 
“ Whom all thefe liberal arts adorn, 
“ Is he not rich! as fhecp new fhorn! 
The reafon need not far be fought, 
* For three-pence gain’d, he {pends a groat, 
 There’s Billy Biowfe, that merry fellow, 
“ So wondrous witty when he’s mellow ; 
Ale and mundungus, in defpite 
Of nature, make the clown polite. 
“ When thofe rich fteams chafe his dull head, . 
What flowers foot up in that hot-bed ! 
* His jefts, when fogs bis temples fhroud, t 


“ 


“ Like the fon burfting through a cloud, 
* Blaze cue dazzle all the crowd : 
“ Dhey laugh, each wag’s exceedin 
“ While he, poor ‘hinny! jokes prod el 
“ By night, whate’er he gets by day, 

“ To thefe examples { might ad@ *” 

“ A Ignire or two, troth full as bad; 

** Who, doom’d by heaven for their fins, 
“ Mind nothing but their nipperkins : 

“ But thefe, at this time, hall fuffice; 

* By faving, boy, that is, be wife.” 

Now, mufe, come hold thy nofe, and tett 

What doleful accident befels 2 

His horfe fet hard, an ancient hack, 

Vhat twice ten years carry’d a pack, 

Bux fuch a cargo ne’er before ; 

He had him cheap, and kept him poor ; 
His bowels ftuft with too much meat, © 
He fat uneafy in his feat, . 
And riggied often to and fro, 

With painful gripings gnaw’d below. 
His diftance yet in hope to gain, 

For the next inn he fpurs amains 

In hafte alights, and feuds away, 

But time and tide far no man ftay. 

No means can fave whom heaven has curft,- 
For out th’ impetuous torrent burft, 
Struck dumb, aghaft at firft he ftood, 
And feratch’d his head in penfive mood ; 
But, wifely judging "twas in vain ~~ 
To make an outcry, and complain, 
Of a bad bargain made the beft, 

And lull’d pis troubled foul to. reft. ” 
Back he return’d with rueful face, 
And thuffled through the houfe apace; 
My landlady {creams out in hafte, ° 
* Old gentleman, ho !—where fo faft?” 
“ Before you go, pray pay your fhot, 
“ This young man here has drunk a pote. 


at 
“« 4 pot!" faid Gripe; “ oh, the young rogue! 

“% Ah, ruinous, expenfive dog!” : 

And, muttering curfes in his ear, 
* Look'd like a witch with hellith leers 

But, finding "twas in vain to fret, 

Pull’d out his cathin, paid the debt. 

This point adjufted, on they fare, 

Ambrohal bweets pertume the air : 

The younker, by the fragrant fcent, ‘ 

Perceiving now how matters went, 

Laugh'd inwardly, could fearce contain, 

And kept his countenance with pain. 

At lat he cries, “ Now, fir, an’t pleafe, 

* LT hope you're better, and at cafe.” 

Better, you booby !-—'tis all out”— 

« What's out ?” faid he. “ You drunken lout! « 

Allin my trowfers—well—no matter— 

Not great—th’ expence of foap and water ; 

© This charge—if times are not too hard, 

“ By management may be repair’d : - 

“ But, oh! that damn'd confounded pot! 

* Extravagant, audacious fot; 
* his, this indeed, my fou) does grieve, 
/% There's two-pence loft without retrieve 


THE INCURIOUS BENCHER. 


Ar Jenny Marth’s, where herdes meet, 

And lay their laurels at her feet ; 

"rhe modern Pallas, at whofe fhrine 

"They bow, and by whofe aid they dine: 

Colonel Brocade among the reft~ 

‘Was every day 2 welcome guelts 

One night as carelefsly he food, 

Cheering his reins before the fire, 

(So every true-born Briton fhould) 

Like that, he chaf’d, and fum’d, with ire, 

Jenny,” faid he, “ tis very hard, 

* ‘Phat no nzat’s honour can be {par’d 5 

* IF L but fup with Lady Duchefs, 

“ Or play a game at ombre, fuch is 

© The malice of the world, ‘tis faid, 

* Although his Grace lay drunk in bed, 
Twas E that caus’d his aching head. 
© 1f Madam Doodle would be witty, 

* And tam fummon’d to the city, 

® To play at blind .man's-buff, or fo, 

© What won't fuch hellifh malice do? 

“#0 Tf t bur catch her in a corner, . 
* Humph—'tis, Your fervant, Colonel Horner t 
* Bur rot the {neering fops, if e’er 
“ | prove it, it fhall coft them cear; 

« J {wear by this dead-doing blade, 

“ Dreadful examples fhall be made : 

“ What—can't they drink bohea and crear, 

“ But (d—n them) £ mult be their theme ? 

Other men’s bufinefs let alone, 

« Why fhould not coxeombs mind their own 2” 
As thus he ray’d with all his might t 


” 


$ 


{ How infecure from Fortune's fpight, 
Alas‘ isevery mortal wight!) 

'To fhow his aucient fpleen to Mars, 
Fierce Vulean caught him by the a 
Btuck to his fkirts, infatiate varlet! 
And fed with pleafure on the fearlets 
Hard by, and in the corner, fate 

A Bencher grave, with look fedate, 


| And wonder’d knaves could toil and cheat, 
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Smoking his pipe, warm as a toait,” 
And reading over laft week's poft ; 
He faw the foe the fort invade, 
And foon {melt out the breach he made + 
But not a word—a little dy 
He look’d, ‘tis true, and from each eye 
A fide-long glance fometimes he fent, Ke 
To bring him news, and watch th’ evg'at. 
At length, upon thar tender part 
Where honour lodges (as of of 
Authentic Hudibras has told) - 
The bluftering colonel felt a fmart, 
Sore griev'd for his affronted bum, 
Fritk'd, tkip’d, and bounc’d about the room; 
Then turning fhort, “ Zounds, fir!’ he cries 
* Pox on him, had the fool no eyes? 
What! let aman be burnt alive!" 
* Tam not, fir, inquifitive” 
(Reply’d Sir Gravity) “ to know 
“ Whate’er your honour's pleas’d to dog 
“ If you will burn your tail-to tinder, 
“ Pray what have I to do to hinder ? 
“ Other mens bufinefs let alone, - 
“‘ Why thould not coxcombs mind their own 2” 
Then, knocking out his pipe with care, 
Laid down his penny at the bar; : 
And, wrapping round his frieze furtout, * 
Took pp his crab-tree, and walk’d out. « 
THE BUSY INDOLENT: 
A TALE, ‘ 
Jack Careress wasa man of parts, 
Well skill’d in the politer arts, 
With judgment read, with humour writ :° 
Among his friends paft for a wit a 
But lov’d his eafe more than his meat, * 


% 
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T’ expofe themfelves by being great. 

At no leveés the fuppliant bow’d ; 

Nor courted for their votcs the crowd ¢' 

Nor riches nor preferment fought, : 

Did what he pleas’d, fpoke what he thought, 

Content within due bounds to live,  ¢ 

And what he could not fpend, to give $ 

Would whiff his pipe o’er nappy ale, 

And joke, and pun, and tell his tale ; 

Reform the ftate, lay down the law, 

And talk of lords he never faw ; 

Fight Mariborough’s battles o’er again, © 

And pufh the French on Blenheim’s plain 

Difcourfe of Paris, Naples, Rome, 

Though he had never flirr’d from home + 

*Tie true he travel’d with great care, 

The tour of Europe—in his chair, 

Was loth to part without his load, 

Or move till morning peep’d abroad, 
One day this honeft, idle rake, a 

Nor quite afleep, nor well awake, 

Was lolling in his elbow chair, . 

And building caftles in the air ; 

His nipperkin (the port was good) 

Half empty at his elbow ftood, 

When a ftrange noife offerfds his ear, 

The din increas’d as it came near, 

And in his yard at Jafl ke view’d © 


Of farmers a great multitude ; 
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. Who that day, walking of their rounds, 
Had difagreed ubout their bounds; 
And fure the difference muft be wide, 
Wht re each does for himfelf decide. 
Vollicsof oaths in vain they fwear, 
Which ban? like guiltlefs bombs in air; foaf!” 
And, “© Thon'rt a knave!” and, © 'Fhou'st at 
Is banded round with truth enough. 

At length they Mutually agree, 

“His worihip fhouf] be referee, 

‘Which courteous { Jack confents to be = 

"Though for himleif he wduld not budge) 

Yet for’ his friends an arrant drudge; 

Acconfcience of this point he made, 

With pleafure readily obey’d, ; 

‘And fhot like lighsning to their aid. 

The farmers, fummon'd to his room, 

Bowing with awkward reverence coms, 

In his great chair his worthip fate, 

Agrave and abie magiftrate : 

Silence proclaim'd, each clack was laid, 

‘And flippant tongues with pain obey’d. 

In a fhort fpeech, he firft computes 

Thd vaft expence of law difputes, 

And everlafting chancery fuits. 

‘With zeal and warmth he railed them 

Pack’d juries, theriffs, talefmen 

And recommended in the clofe, 

Good neighbourhond, peace, and repofe. 

Next weigh'd with care cach man’s pretence, 

Perus' records, heard evidencey 

Obferv’d, reply’d, hit every blot, 

Unravel'd every Gordian knot; 

With great aétivity and parts, > | F 

Ipform’d their judgments, won their hearts; 

And, without fees, or time mifpent, 

By ftrength of ale and argument, 

Difpatch'd them home, friends and content. 

* Fruity, who at his elbow fate, 

And with furprife heard the debate, 

Aftonith'd, could not but admire 

His ftrange dexterity and fire ; 

His wife difcernment and good fenfe, 

His quicknefs, eafe, and eloquence. 

# J.ord! fir,” faid he, “ Ican’t but chides 

* What ufeful talents do you hide | 

In half au hour you have done more. 

* Than Puzzle can in half a feore, 

Wich all the practice of the courts, 

© [His cafes, precedents, reports.” 

Jack with a fmile ‘reply’d, “ Tis true, 

« ‘This may feem odd, my friend, to you, 

* But give me not more than my duc. 

“ No hungry judge nods o’er the laws, 

* But haftensto decide the caufe : 

“ Who hands the oar, and drags the chain, 

Will ftruggleto be free again. 

* 80 lazy men and indolent, _ 

With cares opprefs'd, and bofinefs {pent, 

Evert their-utmof powers and dill, 

“ Work hard; for what? Why, to fit fill. 

« They toil, they fweat, they want no fee, 

® For ev’n floth proinpts to induftry. 

. Therefore, my friend, | freely own 
# all this addrefs I now have fhown, - 


5 


My 


% Ts mere impatience, and no niare, 

“ To lounge and loiter as before: 

Life is a fpan, the world an int~—— 
“ Here, firrah, t’ other nipperkin,” 


THE YEOMAN OF KENT: 
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A veoman bold (fuppofe of Kent} 
Liv'd on his own, and paid na rent; 
Manur’d his own paternal land, 

Had always money at command, 

To purchafe bargains, or to tend, 

T’ improve his stock, or help a fritnd + 
At Crefly and Poidtiers, of old, 

His anceftors were bowmen bold; 

Whofe good yew bows, and finews ftrong, 
Drew arrows of a cloth-yard long; 

For England’s glory, ftrew’d the plain 
With barons, counts, and princes flaine 
Belov’d by all the neighbourhood, 

For his delight was doing good : 

At every mart his word a law, 

Kept all the thefling knaves in awey 
How juft is heaven, and how true, . 

To give to fuch defert xe due! 

"Tis in authentic legions faid, 
Two twins at once had blefs’d his beds” 
Frank was the eldclt, but the other i 
Was honeft Numps, his younger brother; 
"Thar, with a face effeminate, 

And fhape too fine and delicate, 

Took after his fond mother Kate, _ 

& Franklin's daughter. Numips was rough, 
No heart of oak was half fo tough, 

And true as fteel, to cuff, or kick, 

Or play a bout at double flick, —~ 7 
Who but friend Numps? While Frank’s delight . 
‘Was more (they fay) to dance, than fight; 

At Whition.ales king of the May, = 

‘Among the maids, brifk, frolic, gay, 

He tript it on each holiday. 

Their genius diferént, Frank woujd roam 

To town; but Numps, he flaid at home, 

The youth was forward, aptto learn, 

Could foon an honeit living earn ; 

Good company would always keep, _ 

Was known to Falftaff in Eaft-cheap: 

‘Threw many a merry main, could bully, 

And put the dector on his cully ; 

Ply’d hardbhis work, and learnt the way, 

To watch ali night, and fleep all day. 

Flufh’d with fuccefs, new rigg’d, and clean, 





|. Polite his air, gentcel bis mien : 


Accomplith’d thus in every part, “ 
He won a buxom widow’s heart. _ 
Her fortune narrow ; and too wide, 
Alas: lay her concerns, her pride: 
Great as a duchefs, fhe would {corn 
Maan fare, a gentlewoman born ; 
Poor and expenfive | on my life 

> Twas but the devil of a wife. 


| Yet Frank, with what he won by nighty | 


A while liv’d tolerably tight 5 
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And fpoufe, who fometimes fate till morn 

Atcribbidge, made a good return. 

While thus they Jiv’d from had to mouth, 

She laid a bantling to the youth; 

But whether “twas his awg or so, 

My authors don't pretend to know. 

Hie charge enhanc'd, ’tis‘alfo true 

A lying-in *s expenfive too, 

Tn cradles, whittles, fpice-bowls, fack, 

Whate’er the wanton goffips lack 5 

While feandal thick as hail-fhot flies, 

"Til peaceful bumpers feal cheir eyes. 

Frank deem’d it prudent to retire, 

And vifit the good man his fire; 

In the ftage-coach hie feats himfeif, 

Loaded with madam and her elf ; 

In her right hand the coral plac’d, 

Hee lspa China orarige grac’d 

Pap for the babe was not forgot; 

And lullaby’s melodions note, 

“That warbled in his cars all day. 

Shorten’d the rugged, tedious way. 

Frank, to the manfion-houle now come, 
Rejoic'd to find himfelf at home ; . 
Neighbours around, and cowfins went 
By {cores, to pay their compliment. 

‘ihe good old man was kind, ’tis true, 

But yet a ligtle fhock'd, to view 

A 'fquire fo fine, a fight fo new. 

But aboye all, the lady fair 

Was pink'd, and deck’d beyond compare; 

Scarce a thrieve’s wife at an aflize 

‘Was dre(s’d fo fine, fo rot!’d her eyes: 

And matter too in all his pride, 

‘His filver rattle by his fide, 

‘Would thake it oft, then fhrilly fcream, 

More noify than the yeoman’« team 5 

ith taffals and with plumes made proud, 

hile jingling bells ring out aloud. 

The good old dame, ravith’d outright, 

Ev’n doated on fo gay a fight; . 

Her Frank, as glorious as the morn; 

Yoor Numps was Jook'd upon with fcorn, 

‘With other eyes the yeoman fage 
Beheld each youth ; nought could engage 
His wary and difcerning heart, 

But fterling worth and true defert.- 

At lait, he could no longer bear 

Such ftrange fophilticated ware ; 

-He cries (enrag’d at this odd fcene) 

“© What can this foolilh cexcomb meat 
Who, like a pedlar with his pack, 
Carries his riches on his back ? Pad 
Svon fhall this blockhead fink niy rents, 
And alienate my tenements, - 
Which long have ftood in good repair, 
Nor fank, nor rofe, from heir to heir; - 
Stiit the fame rent without advance, * 
Since the Black Prince firit conquer'd France 
But now, alas! all mutt he loft, 

And all my prudent projects croft. 
Brave honcft race f Is it thus then 
We dwindle into gentlemen? 

Rut Vil prevent this foul diferage, 
‘Lhis Lute: fy fom hence Vil chal.” 
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He faddles Ball without delay, © 
Te London town direéta his way 5 
There at the Herald’s office he 
Took out his coat, and paid his fee, 
And had it cheap, as wits agree. 
Alien rampant, fleur and able, 
Argent the field, the horder fable; 
The gay efcutcheon look'd as fine, 
As any new-daub’d country figy 
‘Thus having done what he decfed, 
Home he returns with all his {peed s. 
“ Here, fon,” faid he, “ fince you will be 

A gentleman in fpight of me; = 
Here, fir, this gorgeous bauble take, , 
How weil it will become a rake ! 

Be what you feem: this is your fhire ; 
But honeft Numps fhali be my heir ; 
To him I'll leave my whole ¢.tate, 
Left my brave race degenerate, 


«“ 
“ 
“ 
“ 
« 
« 
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THE HAPPY LUNATIC. 


TO DOCTOR 4. 





A TALE. 


Wuen faints were cheap in good Nol’s reign, 
As finners now in Drury-Lane; 
Wrapt up in myfteries profound, 
A faint perceiv'd bis head turn round : 
Whether the fweet and favoury wind, 
That fhould have been difcharg’d behind, 
For want of vent had upward fled, 
And feiz’d the fortrefs of his head; 
Ye fage philofophers, debate : 
I folve no problems intricate. 
‘That he was mad, to me is clear, 
Elfe why fhould be, whofe nicer ear 
Could never bear church-mufic here, 
Dream that he heard the bleft above, 
Chanting in hymns of joy and love? 
Organs themfelves, which were of yore 
The mufic of the fearlet whore, 
Are now with tranfport heard. 
Ravith'd with harmony divine, _, 
Allearthty bleflings ke defies, a 
‘The guett and favourite of the fkies. 
At lafy his too officious friends 
‘Phe doetor call,.and he attends 5 
The patient cur’d, demands his fee. 
* Curfe on thy farting pills and thee,” 
Reply’d the faint : “ ah!-to my cof 
« }'m curd; but where's the heaven I loft 
« Go, vile deceiver, get thee hence, 
«© Who'd barter paradife for fenfe 2” 
Ev'n fo demus'd (that is, pofleR), 
With raptures fir'd, and more than ble ? 
In pompous epic, towering odes, 
I firut with herocs, feaft with gods ; 
Enjoy by turns the tuneful quire, 
For me they touch each golien lyre. 
Happy delafion! kind deceit ' 
Till you, my friend, reveal the cheags 
Your eye fevere, traces each fault, 
Fach {welling word, each tinfel thought. 
Cur’d of my frenzy, 1 defpife 
Such trifle, ftript of their difguife, 


In fine, 


.| Convine'd, and miferably wile. 
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Or the perfonal hiftory of William Pattifon, a youth of a very extraordinary genius, few particn- 
Jare have been tranfmitted by his contemporaries; and for thefe we are chiefly indebted to the 
anonymous editor of his poems, who was enabled to perform “ this a& of juftice to his memory,” 
by a cafual acquaintance, the infpection of his literary correfponderice, and the communications of 
his friends “ in the north, and at Cambridge.” : : 

As the refearches which have been made in the two feminaries of Appleby, and Sidney College, 
to which this unfortunate {cholar belonged, have furnifhed no new memorials of his perfon or his 
genius, the prefent writer muft content himfelf with repeating the few melancholy incidents, 
which have hitherto fermed the flender hiftory of his life. 

He was born at Peafmarfh, near Rye, in the county of Suffempin 1706, of: a family in no refpe& 
illuftrious; his father being a farmer at that place, who rented a contiderable eftate belonging to 
the Eart of Thanet. 

In his early childhood, having difeovered the moft promifing marks of lively parte, and a great: 
propenfity to learning, and his father being unable to give him a fuitable education, he obtained 
the patronage of the Earl of Thanet, who placed him at the free-fchool of Appleby, in Weltmore- 
Jand, under the tuition of Mr. Banks, a teacher of eminent learning and abilities. 

After the death of Me. Banks, he continued about two years under the care ofhis fucceffor, Mr. 
Thomas Nevinfon of Queen’s College, Oxford, during which time he chiefly applied hinsfelf to the 
ftudy of claffical literature and poetry. 

About this time, he became acquainted with the Rev. Mr. Noble, {choolmafter at Kirkby Ste- 
phen, a man of letters, and an excellent critic in: poctry, who ufed frequently to read the claffics 
with him, taught him how to difcern the beauties and the faults of authors, defcribed to him the ‘ 
difference between falfe wit and judicious writing, and gave him fuch inflructions towards the ad- 
vancement of his knowledge, and the réfinement of his tafte, as proved very advantageous to him 
in the profecution of his ftudies, 

Mr. Nevinfon being prefented to a living in Northumberland, refigned the fehool, and was fuc- 
ceeded by Mr. Richard Yates of Queen's College (the prefentation to the {chool being in that 
College), under whofe care he continued about a year. 

While he was at fchool, he happened to contraé& a debt, of about ten pounds, for books, to three 
bookfcllers in Penrith, who rudely demanded payment. Having no money, nor any friend who 
could advance him thac fum, he wrote an Ode upon Chriftmas Day, and prefented it to Sir Chrifto-* 
pher Mofgrave, Bart, at Edenhall, who was fo much pleafed with it, that he ordered his chaplain to 
pay immediately what money he owed for booke. 3 

Some time after, he addrefled an Ode to Fobs Tu, ‘uftom, Dy ., nephew to the Farl of Thanet, i in which 

“his acknowledgments to the Tufton family are finely expreffied, and for which he was wey band« 
fomely rewarded. 

Shortly after, he ridiculed the pretenfions of three poetical coxcombs, who, at that time, pef- 
tered the fchool with their sonfenfical rbymact, by! the following tranfpofition of Dryden's fine epi- 
gram on Milton, Mnij 
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‘Three poetafters in one age were born, 
And all at once did Appleby adorns _ 
Lhe firft in penury of ihougbt furpatt, 
In rumbling cant the next, in both the laf s 
The force of dulndf could no farther go, 
To make a #hird, the joined the former swe. i 
"Though he avowed, upon every occafion, the obligations he was under to the Thanet family, yet 
he had the misfortune, by fome mifunderftanding, to experience the negle@ of his ‘noble patron _ 
before he left Appleby ; in confequence of which, his eleétion to Queen’s College, Okford, purfaiye 
to the foundation, was prevented, and he returned home to his parents. He left Appleby {chool 
in 17233 and the year foJlowing, he was fent to Sidney College, Cambridge, “ wholly through 
means of his mother’s indulgence, whom he ever declared to be the moft tender, as his father wag 
‘one of the mott rigid parents.” : : : : spe 
As foon ashe was fettled in the Univerfity, he wrote an Epiftle to a Friend in the north, which 
contains an elegant and interefting defcription of a college life. ‘ : 
|. At Cambridge, as at Appleby, poetry was his favourite porfait, and angling the chief alleviation 
of his ftudics ; {or he was always averfe to the public difputations, and on a particular occafion, hhewed 
his refentment at, being carried to the /cbools by the wranglers. 3 


As the brute world to father Adam came, 
* Requefling, with inquiring looks, a name, 

To every beaft atitle he aflign’d, 

: And nominated all the fylvan-kind. 

So favage multitudes about me throng; 

Did Adam's talent but to me belong! . 

Yet though they cheat the world by their difguife, 
. - They are but afer to poetic ayes. 

le was confidered as a youth of much hope ; and the proofs which he exhibited of intelleGuaj, 
energy, and literary powers, procured him the acquaintance of the moft diftinguifhed {cholars in the 
Univerfity, Me _ Oe, x 

‘While his poetical compofitions obtained him a high reputation among men of wit and learning, 
his companionable talents, and the feltivity of his converfation, procured him a ready admiffion to. 
the circles of elegance and fafhion. : 

Few men ‘came into company better qualified to pleafe, or to inftrué ; but it was his misfortune 
to fplit on the tock of mifapplication ; for he made that which fhould have been only an amufement, 
his principal purfuit, and Yuffered himfelf to be deluded from the rugged paths of ftudy, by the 
fafcination of clegant fociety, and the dreams of a warm and voluptuous imagination. ‘This latter 
difpofition led him into fome juvenile imprudences, which expofed him to the cenfure of his tutor, 
whofe temper, it is faid, was ill qualified to reconcile him to the difcipline of the College. 

"The grounds of the quarrel between him and his tutor cannot at this time be known ; but it ap. 

, pears, from his epiftolary correfpondence, that “ the rigour with which his tutor treated him was 
not eafy to brook, and he could very ill bear reftraint ;” and he tells of himfelf, “ that it was the 
threats of expulfion, and the dread of fuch a fcandal, which made him cut his name out of the Cole 
Jege book.”** : Be 

He left the Univerfity, whatever was the caufe, in thoughtlefs gaiety, by deputing’ his gown, 
to make hjs apology in the following verfes, which he pinned upon it, at his departure ;~" : 

: ‘Whoever gives himfelf the pains to ftevp, : : 

And take my venerable tattersup, =~ 

~'To his prefeming inquifition f, - 
In loco Pattjfoni thus reply : . 

;, Vir'd with the fenfelefs jargon of the gowny 
My matter left the college for thetown; © 
Where, from pedantic drudgery fecur'd, 

* Fe laughs at follies, which he once endur’d 

- And {corns his precious minutes to regale, 


‘With wretched college wit, and college ales 
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Far nobler pleafures open to his view, 
Pleafures for ever fweet, for ever new! 
Bright wit, foft beauty, and ambition’s fire 
Inflame his bofom, and his mufe infpire ; 5 

* While to’ his few, hut muth endearing friends, 
His love and bumble fervice be commends, 


His moft fincere friends expreffed their concern’at his departure, and ftrongly arded him either 
to return, or at leaft to make an apology for his behaviour to the matter and fellows of the college. 
Mibha former he gould not he perfuaded to, but the latter he readily complied with, in a fate of 


his cafe, which ie tranfmitted in a letter to one of his friends. . 
4% The world is ever inclined,” fays he, “ to fufpect us of partiality, when we {peak of ourfelves 5 


and it is unnatural for a perfon to. condemn himfelf, when he has an adverfary fo ready as mine to - 


deal with, I was going to fay, fo powerful, without cqnfidering the validity of his accufations, which 


muft be proved. If they are found to he irve, 1 fhall, with a great deal of refignation, fubmit to the . 


cenfuves of mankind; and wher he has honeftly acquitted himfclf from the fame charge to his confciencey 
Linvite him to throw the firff lone. Here is a ficld of fatire opened for me; but I {corn to draw up- 
on a naked man, ‘and fhall content myfelf, But I hope, the abfulute neceflity of fuch a preceeding 
will, in fome meafure, excufe me to that ufeal indulgence, which the ma/ler and the fellows have ever 
favoured me with, efpecially fince it is the laft offence I am likely to be guilty of” 2 

fn fupport of the charge againft his tutor, the following authorities are ¢ produced from his epiftas 
lary correfpondence, 

® T advife you,” fays Mr. Wafe, of Sidney College,“ to fend a decent epiftle to the matter, with 


an impartial account of the ill treatment which you have met with under B—-—; difplay therein . 


his fevere wage in moving terms, and urge, that he was the chief caufe of your abrupt departing bences 
B-———— is not as yet returned; the fellows begin in an open manner to complain of his mifsebaviour 
to them, and difbongfy to his creditors; they have met together twice, to confult fome means of re~ 
dreffing the gricoance of college fervants and otters.” -: 
«© B ——— threatens,” fays Mr. Wafe in another letter, “ to give you troubles but on’ what 
{core is unknown to me. He feemsexceedingty incenfed at your leaving college, counter to his per+ 
miffion; and, for the defence of his own reputation with regard to you, expofes his accounts, and 
letters from your friends, to every curious eye, and takes no {malt pains to enumerate, in emphatical 
words, what mighty fervices he has done, and what vatt kindneffes he always fhowed you, whilft 
in college. He opened his books, to my view, yefterday morning, , Wherein I perceive you ftand in~ 
debted to him, all matters juftly calculated, but for a mere trifle; for he has your caution-money in 
his cuftody, being ten pounds, and exhibition money, &c. to receive on your account; all which 
will near amount to a complete difburfement of himfelf, 8c.” 
* I know of no feverities from hls tutor," fays Mr. Webber, of Peafmarth, « but what were 


neceffary to make him fenfible of his doings, and to know to whom he was indebted for his faa 


yours, which I am fure he was to Mr, B———.""_ 


‘The aft account, if not wholly true, is rendered extremely probable, by the circumfances that 
may reafonably be fuppofed to have mifguided a young, y enthufiaftic, ambitious mind, like that of 
Pattifon, But whatever offices of friendfhip his tutor might fhew him while under hia care, it 
‘was ungenerous to expofe his private affairs after bis departure; all obligations being cancclicd, 
when a public declaration is made of them. . 

‘The apology which he made, to avert the reproach of expulfion, met with a reception fo very 


favourable, as renders it fufficiently probable, that he had not been guilty of any of thofe grofs im. 


moralities, which require the infliction of the fevereft ftatutable animddverfion. So unwilling wat 
the focicty to lofe him, that his exhibition was kept in fafpenfe for fome time, in expectation of his 
return to college. His friends took occafion, from this circumftance, to renew their folicitations, 
and. with fome hopes of fuccefs.. * I will be at Cambridge,” fays he, in a letter to Mr. Wafe, “ by 
next Divifion; for 1 am afraid I cannot difpatch affairs before.” 

* But he only talked of returning : his determination, which feems never to have been very fteady, 


‘toon yielded to the fafcinating pleafures of ixrefiftible Lendon. “ I meet every day,” be adds,- 
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4 with very great encouragement among perfons of diftin@ion, and, in fhort, live fo happily, that 

I begin to be in love with the town.” : - 

This happinefs was but of fhort duration; and his life became the forfeit of his imprudence, is 

‘mot returning to college, after his friends had prepared the way for his kind reception. : 

“Upon his leaving the Univerfity, in 1726, he had recommendations to many perfons of diftine 

guifhed rank and abilities in London, by whom he was encouraged to publifh a collection of his 4 

poems by fubfcription. He feems to have been introduced to Pope, to whom he addreffed an epifie, 

and who promoted the fubfcription to his Mifcellany; and he lived in habits of familiar intimactigy 
and correfpondence with Eufden and Harte. Pu: 

_ When the perfons of diftinétion, by whom he was careffed and applauded, Ddecainé quite tired 

out, by repeated adts of friendthip, he fubfifted, for fome time, on the cafual profits of the fubfcrip~ 

tion, till, at length, that refource failed, and he appears, by the following letter, to have been ree 

"duced to fuch extreme indigence, a6 to be no longer able to procure the neceffarics of life. 

“IF you was ever touched,” fays he,“ with a fenfe of humanity, confider my condition ; what € 
am, my propofals will inform you; what J Lave been, Sidney College, in Cambridge, can witnefs; 
what J foal! be fome few hours hence, I tremble to think.—Spare my bluthes !—I have not enjoyed 

* the common neceffaries of life for thefe two days.”” ' . , xg 

‘What effed this application met with is unknown; a fufpicion ix infinuated, that it was dilre. 
garded, as well asa fimilar application to Southerne ; but it would be a difhonour to human nature 
to fuppofe, that fo fmall a requeft ae only a fubfcription to his mifcellany, met with a denial, 

In this diftrefs, which was aggravated by a drooping indifpofition, he found a friend in Mr. H. 
“Corll, Dbookfeller in the Strand, who received him into his houfe, in the beginning of Junc 1727, 
"where he remained about a month, chiefly employed in tran{cribing his poems for the prefs, in order 
to fulfil his engagements to his fubfcribers, ‘ BA 

Shortly after, when a confiderable part of the colle@ion was printed, he was feized with the fmall 
pox, and attended by Dr. Pellet (by the recommendation of his friend Eufden), who had him con- 
veyed to the houfe of a nurfe, eminent for her fkill and care in that difeafe, in St. Clement's parifh. 

(No care was wanting on the part of Dr. Pellet to have faved him, and the greateft hopes appeared. 

“of his recovery ; but he had Jaid bis afflictions to beart, and all medicinal prefcriptions were incfledual, 

‘A fadden and unexpeéted turn of the difeafe put an end to his life, and to the hopes he had raifed 

in all that knew him, of becoming one of the moft eminent poets of our nation, July 11.1727, in 

the a1ft year of his age, He was buried in the upper church yard, belonging to St, Clement Danes 
in the Strand, ~~ es i : Bs, ¥ 

On his death bed, he expreffed a ftrong defire to be reconciled to his father, who had withdrawn 
the allowance he madehim at Cambridge ; but he not only, while he was alive, denied him this fa- 
tisfadtion, but even refufed, after his death, to perform the laft offices to his remains. 

The editor of his poems obferves, “ that though the fmall-pox contributed to deprive us of fo 
“great a genius, yet it was his dying declaration: His beart was broke, through the misfortunes be bad 

Sillen under ; which,” he adds, “ I with I could not fay, were wholly owing to himfelf. It muft be de- 

clared, that his fufferings were inexprefible; and to fum up all in the words of his friend Mr. 

Harte: He was mifirably unfortunate, to my knowledge.” 

« The Mifcellany, for which he took fub{criptions, was printed for H. Curll, in the Strand, in 
1728, under the title of, The Poctical works of Mr. William Pattifon, late of Sidney College, Cambridge ;' 
which included Verfes to Mr. Fobn Saunders, The Hour-Glafs, The Nightingale and Shepherd, The'Court 
af Penct, Orpbeve and Exrydice, and Verfer to Mr. Mitcbelt, publithed in his lifetime, © 4, 

It appears, by his letters, that he intended to print a fecond volume of Mifcellaaier, which w 
tranferibed for the prefs by himfelf, confifting of feven epiftles of an intended verfion of Ovid ; 
Sapho to Phaon, Paris to Helen, Penelope to Ulyffes, Ariadne ta Thefeus, Ocnone to Paris, Dido to JEncasy 

Laodamia to Protefildue, with fome other elafical tranflations and eccefonal poems. He intended alfo, te 
"write 2 poem on Angling, in five cantos. as y 
* “Fhe compiler of this collection thinks he has feen fomewhere the Pectical Works of Pattifox men- 


¥ 
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The poems which were publithed, and thofe which were printed, but not publithed, in his lifetime, 
with the omiffion of a few little pieces offenfive to decency, are now, for the firft time, received 
into a collection of claffical Englih poetry, as 2 

Of his familiar manners and habits of ftudy, the following account is given by one of the friends 
‘of his youth, and the epmpanions of his ftudies + ° : = : 

“ Mr. Pattifon was a man of great {peculation, and confequently a lover 6f folitude: Of all the 
booka he ever read, Spenfer's “ Faery Queen” delighted him moft. He had read that book through 

yeral times ; and I do not queftion, but his mind received a richnefs from thefe romantic reprefen~ 
tations and paraplifaical defcriptions. He was no lefs pleafed to fee any of thefe reprefentations 
realized,. There is a place near Appleby, which, by reafon of the near refemblance it has to fome 
defcriptions in Cowley, he called Cowley’s Walk, On one fide of the walk isa huge rock, grown over 
with mofs, and ivy climbing to the fides of it, and, in fome parts, little trees fpting out of the crevices 
of the rock. ‘At the bottom thereof grows a wild row ‘Of trees, but very irregular ; and indeed every 
‘part of it looks aged and enerable. In this rock there is a cave naturally arched over the top, in form 
of a canopy, and the borders of the arch are edged round with ivy, which hangs down and over- 
fhades the place, and from hence he called it Hederinda. At the foot of this cave, there runs a 
_ flream of water quite throngh the walk, and the walk is a level plain, which has on one hand the 
water, and the trees and a precipice on the other. In wititer time it looks very full of horror, 
when nothing remains but rugged rocks and empty waftes; whereas in the fpring time, the finging 
of the birds, the fragrancy of the flowers, and the murmuring of the ftream, greatly contribute 
to the embellifhment of the place, and render it exteedingly delightful, Many an agreeable after." 
noon has he amufed away in this place with a friend of two, and raany a moonlight night has he 
retired thither to indulge hinfelf in that fadly pleafing melancholy which the awful folemnity of the 
place neceffarily produces. : : 

He was a great admirer of angling. A great inducement to his Becoming a fifher, might 
probably proceed from that pleafant gloom of thought, which the murmuring of the fream na- 
turally infpired him with, and which ie the fame caft of mind, that inclined him to admire Gowley's 
Walk. He wasto much a lover of this diverfion, that he ufed frequently to fit up late, and fome- 
times whole {ummer nights, upon the banks of his Jtuaa, with his angle in his hand. Here he uled 
very often to write verfes; and 1 have heard him fay, that many of his lines owed their fmoothnefa 
and harmony to thefe ftreams. Here it was he wrote that agreeable philofophical poem, The Morn- 

\ ing Contemplation, i . - 

“ He was naturally of a facetious fancy, and thowed a gfeatcr matery in novkind of writing 
more than in the burlefque manner. Add to this, that his panegyri¢ was always genteel, but never 
fulfome, and his fatire poignant, but never feurrilous.”” 7 

. Next to thet Faery Queen,” he was an enthufiatic admirer of Browne's “ Bricaimia’s Paftorals,” 
* an imperfed copy of which he had purchafed for a fhilling, and which, ‘through his misfor- 
‘tunes, was the whole library he left behind him.” F pe? 

The friend, to whom he addreffed the Epifile from Cambridge, fays, in a letter, “ that even at 
fechoo} an early fondnels after Ovid's Epifiles began to dawn in his breatt °" and, * that as to a new 
tranflation, he knew none more equal to the undertaking.” He farther confirms hie opinion, by 
tho fpecimen Pattifon feat him, in this definitive fentence of his -verfification, your’s is that in 
Englife, which Ovid's is in Latin.” is friend, Harte, fent him a letter, only two days before his 
death, containing fome judicious remarks on his verfion of Ovid, which is preferved in the Menioire 
af bis gfe, and is the mofk valuable article in his epittolary correfpondence. at 

_ ‘To his amiable qualities, and agreeable manners, his fchool-fellows and fellow-collégians bear 
ample teftimony. He loved and efteemed, and was efteemed and beloved by Mr. Taylor, Mr. 
Roche, Mr. Dickinfon, Mr. Hulfe, Mc. Ward, Mr. Wafe, and Mr. Bunce of Cambridge; and held 
an amitable correfpondence with Pope, Eufden, and Harte, and retained the affe@tionate regard of 
Mr. Yates, of Appleby fchool, Mr. Noble, of Kirkby Stephen fchool, and of his dear friend and,  febook- 

, fellow, \deGigned under the poctical name of Florie. Benevolence of difpofition, and fenfibi:ite of 
temper, in an exceffive degree, feem to have been his peculiar charadteriftics If, in f.me ins 
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The poems which were publithed, and thofe which were printed, but not publithed, in his lifetime, 
With the omiffion of a few little pieces offenfive to decency, are How, for the firfk time, received 
into a colleAtion of claffical Englih poetry, 

Of his familiar manners and habits of ftudy, the following account is given by one of the friends 
of his youth, and the gempanions of his ftudies = 

t “ Mr. Pattifon was a man of great {peculation, and confequently a lover 6f folitudé: Of all the 
Booka he ever read, Spenfer’s * Faery Queen” delighted him moft. He had read that book through 


~Several times sand 1 do not queftion, but his mind received a richnefs from thefe romantic reprefen-" 


tations and pataiifaical deferiptions, He was no lefs pleafed to fee any of thefe reprefentations 
realized. here is a place near Appleby, which, by reafon of the near refemblance it has to fome 
“defcriptions in Cowley, he called Cowdey’s Walk, On one fide of the walk isa huge rock, grown over 
with mofs, and ivy climbing to the Gdes of it, and, in fome parts, little trees {pting out of the crevices 
ofthe rock. At the bottom thereof grows a wild row Of trees, but very icregulat ; end indeed every 
‘part of it looks aged and venerable. In this rock there is a cave naturally arched over the top, in form 
of a canopy, and the borders of the arch are edged round with ivy, which hangs down and over~ 
fhades the place, atid from hence he called it Hederinda. At the foot of this cave, there runs a 
ream of water quite through the walk, and the walk is a level plain, which has on one hand the 
water, and the trees and a precipice on the other. in winter time it looks very full of horror, 
when nothing remains but rugged rocks and empty wattes ; whereas in the fpring time, the finging 
of the birds, the fragrancy of the flowers, and the murmuring of the ftrcam, greatly contribute 


‘to the embellifhment of the place, and render it exteedingly delightful, Many an agreeable afters 


‘noon has he amufed away in this place with a friend of two, and raany a moonlight night has he _ 


retired thither to indulge himfelf in that fadly pleafing melancholy which the awful folemnity of the 

place neceffarily produces. 

“ He was a great admirer of iE A great inducement to his Becoming : a fither, might 
© probably proceed from that pleafant gloom of thought, which the murmuring of the ream na~ 
+ turatly infpired him with, and which is the fame caft of mind, that inclined him to admire Gorwley’s 
Walk. We was fo much a lover of this diverfion, that he ufed frequently to fit up late, and fome= 
times whole fummer nights, upon the banks of his Ztuxa, with his angle in his hand. Here he ufed 
very often to write verfes; and I have heard him fay, that many of his lines owed their fmoothnefa 
and harmony to thele ftreams, Here it was he wrote that agrceable philofophical poem, The Morn. 
ding Contemplation, 

* He was naturally of a facetious fancy, and fhowed a greater maftery in no kind of writing 
more than in the borlefque manner. Add to this, that his Panegyri¢ was always genteel, but never 
falfome, and his fatire poignant, but never {currilous.” 

Next to the+* Faery Queen,” he was an enthufiattic admirer of Browne's Britaiinia’s Paftorals,” 
* an imperfe@& copy of which he had purchafed For a filling, and which, "through his misfore 
tunes, was the whole library he left behind him.” 

The friend, to whom he addreffed the Epifie from Cambridge, fays, in a letter, “ that even at 
fchool an early fondnele after Ovid's Epifiics began to dawn in his breaft ;" and, “ that as to a new 
tranflation, he knew none more equal to the undertaking.” He farther confitms his opinion, by 
the fpecimen Pattifon fent him, in this definitive fentence of his verfification, * your’s is that in 


Englifo, which Ovid's isin Latin.” His fried, Harte, fent him a letter, only two days before his - 


death, containing fome judicious remarks on his verlion of Ovid, which is preferved in the Memvire 
uo bit $'fe, and ia the mot valuable article in his epiftolary correfpondence, 

To his amiable qualities, and agreeable manners, his fchool-fellowe snd fellow-2olléginns bear 
ample teftimony. He loved and efteemed, and was elteemed and beloved by Mr. Taylor, Mr. 
Roche, Me. Dickinfon, Mr. Hulfe, Mr. Ward, Mr. Wafe, and Mr. Bunce of Cambridge; and held 
an amicable correfpondencé with Pope, Eufden, ami Harte, and retained the affeGionate tegard of 
Mr, Yates, of Appleby fchool, Mr. Noble, of Kirkby Stephen {chool, and of his dear friend and fcbool- 

Fellow, \defigned under the poetical name of Florio, Benevolence of difpofition, and fenfidiiity of 
temper, in an exceflive degree, fcem to have been his peculiar charadtcrifties. HH, in f.me iny 
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‘flances, he courted too affiduoufly, the company of particular circles, it ought to be obferved, 
that one fo able to communicate as well as to receive pleafure, was always welcome. He was, bi 
conftitutional temper, as well as by benevolent ditpofitions, and by fprightly talents, a moft agreeab) 
companion, It will always be refleGted upon with regret, that his companionable talents, and endear 
ing qualities, procured him no ufeful connedtion, nor any folid and lafting advantage. He brough 
eares on himfelf, as many other young men of genius have done, to drive away care from others 
who, placed by fortune above injury, firft feduced him from the great work of life, and the 
fuffered him, after much anxiety and much trouble, to dic of a broken heart. . 

Asa poet, the pretenfions of Pattifon feem not to have been hitherto fufficiently confidertto 

allowed. His compofitions, though little known, are charadicrifed by a degree ot tendernefs, terfe 
-hefs, refinement, and harmony, which entitles them to the attention of the readers of poetry. They 
poffefs a confidcrable portion of the ftrong imagination of Spenfer and Milton, and the rich me 
Jody of Dryden and Pope. ‘The piece of moft confpicuous merit in his works, is the Epifile of A. 
a belard to Eloifa, in anfwer to Pope’s inimitable Epiitle of “ Eloifa to Abelard.” It is evidently the pro. 
duction of a nian of fenfibility and genius ; and for flowing defcription, paffionate language, pic. 
turefyue imagery, and pathetic exclamation, is only inferior to the production of Pope, of which if 
isan imitation, cven to the cadence of the verfc. It is impoffible to read it without experiencing the 
alternate impulfe of defire, pity, or rage ; and laftly, the freezing languor of irrecoverable defpair. It 
has not been exceeded by the compofitions of Cawthorne and Warwick on the fame fubject. The 2. 
Piflles of Rofamond to Henry, and Henry to Rofamond, abound in natural and tender fentiments, and appolite 
imagery. The fragment of an Epifile from Yarico to Inkle is truly Ovidian; itis much to be regretted, that 
‘it isunfinithed. The Morning Contemplation abounds in excellent morality, enlivened by a variety of ap. 
propriate imagery, and many of the ornaments of true poetry, The verfer on the 5th of November 
are vigoroufly written, They abound in fublime defcription, vivid imagery, and ftriking meta- 
hors. : 
: The College Life contains fume animated, expreffive, and harmonions lines, ‘The livelinefs of the 
' defcription evinces a moft vigorous imagination. The Hour Glu/s deferves every praife. The 
morality and the poetry are equally confpicuous, His tranflations from Strada, Claudian, and Virgil, 
are, in general, claflical and {pirited, and remarkable for the harmony and elegance of the verfe. 
His Fifum Luftrate fhews what a mafter he was of the Latin language. The defcription is lively, 
humorous, and juft. Of his amatory, Lumourous and occafional pieces, the poetical merit is much beyond 
hie ycars ; but they are fcarcely to be infpected with all the feverity of criticifm. Confiderable al- 
Jowances are to be made for the exercifes of a {chool-boy, for the incorreé effufions of momentary 
pallion; for a few lines thrown together to pleafe a female, or to amufe a fchool-fellow ; and perhaps 
npt lefs for the hafty and involuntary productions of indigence and neceffity, calculated for the fole 
purpofe of procuring a fubfiftence, 7 

“ He had an uncommon genius,” fays Mr. Webber, * for Englifh poetry, and he was fo taken 
with it, as to be negligent of other arts of learning, even of {uch as muft be neceffary for the com- 
pofition ofa goed port. : eats : 

ft is too late now to fay, that I with he had behaved fo, as to tarry longer where he was, giving 
the world now and then a fpecimen of what they might hope from him in time, and then have 
launched forth, as his judgment, when more mature, fhould direét him.’* 

The life of Pattifon, whofe talents raifed hint high in the opinion of his intimate acquaintance 
and friends, but failed to procure him the comforts or even the neceffaries of life, cannot conclude 
mote properly than in the emphatic words of Dr. Johnfoy, which the writer of this narrative 
withes were written.in letters of adamant, on the heart of every man of genius in the wor. * 

“ Thofe who, in confidence of fuperior capacities or attainments, difregard the common maxims 

* of Jife, thould remember, that nothing can atone for the want of prudence; that negligence and ira 
segularity long continued, will make knowledge ufelefs, wit ridiculous, and genius contemptible,’ 
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TO THE EARL OF. PETERBOROW. 


“Mr Lorp, 


_ Ais the Laurel and the Myrtle, are the undoubted trophies of your worth, the Bays is always furé 
of finding your protection, po 

And when your Lordthip is affured, that, the author of thefe poems defired they might be placed 
next to thofe of his dear friend Mr. Harte, it is but fulfilling his requeft to afk this favour, which, 
it is hoped, will not be denied by your Lordfhip. oo 

If pofterity can be told he had the honour to pleafe a Mordaunt, the remainder of his papers 
fhall {peedily be offered up at the fhrine of merit; if otherwife, warned by the fate. of their prede~ 
coflors, it is refolved that, with their author, they fhall reft in peace, A 


Tam, 
Your Lordthip’s 
Moft obedient 
Humble fervant, 


LUCASIAg 
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But when ‘tis coin’d, the awful monarch’s facg 
“Makes it a god, and gives it birth 


"The world the fudcen god adore, 
‘To Soin Tufte, Bly. Nephew te the Earl of Than.) png hambly own his univerfal powers. 


Non heaps of gold nor monuments as bight 
As the ambition of the great, : 
Can buy one moment tow’rds eternity, 
= Or change the fix'd decrees of fatey * 
*Tie verfe alone can give a name, 
ind crown our ations with eternal fames, 
Thus mighty Ozefar’s triumphs live, 

“Not in his monuments, but thofe his poets give: 
dn fields of death, the bleeding warriors toil, 
* And brave the loudeft ftorms of fate ;* 

. "They die to make eternal fame their fpoil, 
And pawn their life for being great: 

'To virtue, verfe this fame can give, 

< Virtue by verfe, by virtue poets live 5 
“. For her they tune their numbers highj 
For virtue is the burning glafs of poetry. 


Bat, ah} where dves this heavenly goddefs 
: dwell ?- 
Where does heF bleffed feat remain? 
We fearch the palace, and the hermit’s cell 
We fearch, but fearch, alas, in vain! . 
_ Gold is the load-ftone of the great, 
“And vulgar fouls mutt catch the glitr’ring baie; 
The {cale of juftice finks with gold, 
And impious bribes to wia the caule, muft damn 
~~ se the foul. | i 


In Tufton, mufe behold the deity, -. 

With-him begin to grace your fong; ~ 
+ All that ie great, and good in him, you fee, . 

" Tohim your voice, and lyre, belong x 
«Hee rais’'d you from alow degree, 
‘Then let your numbers raife him to the fkys 
Offer what gilts the mafe can give, Se 
We gave you fame, then make his fame to live, 


. But, ah, my mufe, your colours are too faint, 
* Your frength too weak, your theme too great, 
Alaj! in vain, your pencil ftrives to paing, 
_. What mortal cannot imitate : 
_* But if he fmile, then firetch your wings: 
And tune his praifes on a bolder firing} = 
_ > ‘Then ev'ry tongue hall fpcak his.fame, 
‘And critics {pare my. verle, protsGed_ with his 
name, -- 3 
‘Thus gold, at firft, is but a fuggith mats, 
“"Whilft it lies cover'd in she earthy = 


‘Sceptres and kings are in his hand, «. 
And nature reverences his {upreme command. 


To tay School. Felloto, Mr. Willian’ “Pattifony upen 
bis Departure from Appleby School, : 


Lywp me thy mufe, thy merits to proclaim, 

And give thy worth its juft intrinfic fame ; 4. 
My mufe too humble, and my lays too flow,? 
My wings too fender, and my verfe too low. 
To me a while, my friend, thy mufe impart, | 
Grief chills my vigour, and difarms my heart 
Thy verfe alone can tell thy boundlefs prailé 
Thy lays alone are worthy of thy lays. 


Say, never-dying, ever tutieful nine, © 
How oft the bard attended at your fhrine, = 
How oft he rais'd the voice, and tun’d the ftring, 
How oft he fung your fame,~-bow oft thall fing. 


‘Ye verdant trees, that in green order rear 
Your waving trefles in the fluid air ; 
In a more formidable profpec ftand,-* 
With nodding foilage on poetic lands - 
Ye purling treams, that run by Cowley’s fide, 
Have learn’d, by him, in {moother feet to glide g 
His verfe difcover'd Hederinda’s fhade, es 
With age and ivy, memorable made: 
"The rock affords her never-dying bays, _.. 
To crown ber poet with immortal praife, 


Your lovely Laura’s name thall never die, 
But live coeval with eternity. Age 
Venus, and all the goddeffes around)" 
Dreft in your verfe, with furer light'nings wound 
The little loves, and {miles ia numbers roll,. 

And Cupid's arrows fteal upon the foul. 


But now no more the Naiads prattling play, 
Buc in fote filence flumber out the day ; 


-Cupid's full quiver, and the court of love, 2 


‘The chequer'd fcene of Hederinda’s grove,’ 
No more, alas‘ its wonted joy difplays 

He's gone, that drefe’d them in vivific layst™ 
He’s gone—in Homer no delights abound, 

No fweet variety in Virgil's found, _ 

Nor mufic which can heal a Jover’s wound f 
Sorrow, like the prifmatic gtafs does thow © 

One undiftingnifi'd fpeacle of. woes 
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pg pretend ev'ry feréeteh joyimprov’d || Hark! the foft, balmy, breathing breezes blow-— 
_Still jow’d, and Ronour’d, by the mpfe he lov'd. Hark! Hederinda’s warbling murmurs fow-~ “ 

‘Discesber 988, 2745: |. erry Here oft { left the bufy world behind, -_ 
Peggatier 1, 2723: ‘And found the better part, in you rcfin’d. 
~YARICO TO INKLEi Bot would you know how I divide my tim 
“AN EPISTLE: 





































Betwizt my ftudies, bufinefs, and my rhyme > 
|. ¢Wak'd, by the promife of a day, we rife, _ 

And with our fouls falute the dawning ikies:. 
All {ummon'd, to devotion’s fane repair, 
And pioufly begin the day with prayer; _ : 
Thence, led by reafon’s glimmering light, defery 
The dark reéeffes of philofuphy; 
Through claflic groves the wily wanton traces: 
And logically urge the puzzling chafes~ 

- But when the founds of the prefaging bell! 
Noon’s pleafurable invitation tell ; . 
Moods, methods, figures, {wim before my fight, 
And fyllogifms wing their airy flight. : 
Confus’d the fairy vifion fits away— - 
:) And no ideas, but of dinner, fay. 


Thus, fabled hags, at midnight’s folemn noon, 
With magic fpells enchant the labouring moon; .. 
But when the cock proclaims the {pringing light, 
Each horrid phantom difappears in night. 

Now, thofe, whom recreating toils invite, 
Pour'd on the plain, indulge their low’d delight 5 
Now flies aloft in air the whirling ball, 

Anxious, the learned rabble wait its fall 
Purfu'd by wafting caps the fury Bica, 
Rifes in height, and leffens in the fkies, * 

‘Thus healthfully refrefh’d, we leave the plain, 

For pleafure oft repeated, is but pain, 

Next we furvey the vaft capacious ball, . 

And take long journics o’er the learned walls. 

Or from her tender birth Britannia trace, [race, 

And all her glories center’d in great Brunfwick’s 

The dark original of time renew, . © 

And bring three thoufand wond'ring years qo view. 
Now to the mufesfoft retirements fly, 

Or foar with Milton, or with Waller figh; 

Each fav’rite bard o’erpays my curious view, |. 

For who.can fail te pleafe whe charms like youy 

To find us thus, Apollo takes his way, 
To footh the fultry labours of the day; 
The cuneful mufes charm his lift’ning cars, 
And in foft founds he bears away his cares,’ 

Thus, deareft Florio, thus my faithful friend, 
In learned luxury my time I fpend; 
‘Fill length’ning shades the fetting fun difplay, 
And falling dews lament the falling day: . 
‘Then, loft in thought, where aged Cam divides: 
Thofe verdane groves that paint his azure tidesy. 
With mufing pleafure I cefle& around, ‘ 
And ftand inchanted on poetic ground. _ 
Straight to my glancing thought thofe bards appear, 
That fili'd the world with fame, and charm’d us. 
Here Spenfer, Cowley, and that awful name {here 
Of mighty Milton, flourifa’d into fames 
From thefe amufing groves, his copious mind, 
The blooming fhades of paradife defign'd. 
In thefe retirements, Dryden fann'd his fire, 
Aad gentle Waller tun'd bis tender lyag j.,, 
f ~ ‘. . 


Dean, faithlefs man! if e’er that cruel breaft 
Love's pleafing toys, and fuft delights, confeit 
‘Diftrefs like ming, may fure thy pity move,. --- 
For tender pity .s the child of love! 
- But cat compaffion from thy bofom flow bh; 
Source of my wrongs, and fountain of my. woe! 
‘Wilt thou repentant, foften at my grief, 
Melt at my tears, and lend a late relief! s::- 0 
‘What have I done? ah! how deferv’d thy hate? 
Or was this vengeance treafur’d up by fate? 
"Vhen will 1 mourn my fate’s fevere decree, - 
Nor charge a guilt fo black, fo bafe on'thee 5 
For O! T know, ah no! I knew, thy maind 
eSoft as the dove, and as the turtle kind; 
How have J feen thy gentle befom move, 
And heave, contagious, to fome tale of tove? 
How have I heard thee paint the faithfull’ft pair, : 
Deferibe their blifs, and e’en their raptures fhare { 
‘Then have thy lips, with fweet tranfition fwore;, 
why love more laiting, and thy paflion more! ~ 


And what, is truth, ff figns like thefe deceive t 
Signs! that might win the warieft to.believe, 
ee awe ee ee ee ee 
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Sid. Col, Caintab. March 4517 8K 5. 





3 Sir, 

“From facred hades, and academic groves, 
Where, loft in thought, a mufing fancy roves} 
‘What kind endearing numbers fhall ¥ fend, 
«To meet the critic in the fondling friend? 


“* "Here learned folitudcs falute our eyes, 
And the gay f{cenes in real raptures rife; 
Through claffic fhades majeftic domes afpire, 
And dimly from the piercing eye retire. J 
, Deep through the groves old Cam ferenely flows,. 
Free from the prattling Naiads babbling noifex- 
His nymphs in gentle filence move along, 
And hear theie murmurs in fome foft’ning fong ; 
Till by the forcing torrent borne away, ae 
‘They mourn becaufe they can no longer fay 2 
Poetie his the wide horizon bound, ~ 
And wall the learned paradife around.’ 
> But yet—zhough all things with my foul agrees 
Pall'd are my joys, and raftelefs without thee 
‘Thefe vifionary pleafures but renew. 
‘The real happinefs [found in you; 
‘Where venerable Cowley's facred fhadé> 
| The fweeteft fcene of folitude is made; 
When ftretch'd at eafe, armnufingly we lay,” 
| How tunefully the minutes dane’d away. |. 


" Qh! foothe me, fancy, wich fname pleafing dream, 
Aad gently walt me.to Ituna’s frgam~ps 
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Hait! hoppy Bards; whifft thus I think 1 hear 
Your tuncful melody improve my car, 

With rev’rence I approach each facred fhade, 
Perhaps by your creating numbers made. 
Delufion helps my fancy as I walk, 

Hears waters murmur, and foft echoes talk; 
‘Through the dim fhade its facred poet fees, > 
Or hears his mufic in the wafted breeze, 


Here Locke and Newton through the world were 


known, 


And mage unravell’d nature’s works their own 5 


Too foon we loft thefe fav’rites of the fky, 
Yet, Florio may the double lofs fupply. 


Haftc, then, my friend, nor let me mourn your fay, 


Lo! the world fuffers by. your long delay—" 
Let protp'rous fortune on your will attend, 
And in your happy withes blefs your friend, 


THE JEALOUS SHEPHERD: 
A PASTORAL, 


Yr happen'd once upon a furmmer’s day, 
‘When lads and Iaffes go to making hay; 

‘The weary mowers laid themfelves adowh, 
‘To take a bottle and a nap at noon; 

When Bootyflub (for fo was call’d the fwain 
‘That languith’d under Dorothy’s difdain) 
‘While others flept, by love was kept awake, 
‘To mourn his fate, and mend his Dolly's rakes 


Dolt as lam, (complains the love-fick lout) 
Not to confider what {am about? 
Here 1 employ my little ftock of art, 
But who, alas! shall mend my broken heart ? 
None can that work perform but Dorothy, 
Aud that will ne'er be done by cruelty ; 
For fill the perfecutes me with diftain, 
Laughs at my woes, and’banters all my pain. 
Ah, Dolly! Dolly! can you be fo dull, . 
‘To ledve your lover for a fopifh fool? 
A butterfly the cabbages deftroys, »_ 
On you a butterfly his breath employs— 
1 fay no more—my meaning you may guci— 
Perhaps you had Wagn pleas’d, had I faid lefs, 
Bat yet thcre was a time, or elfe I dream’d, 
When Bootyflub in your good graces feem’d ; _ 
Then, if you knew I kifs’d a Jafs at town, 


How have I fecn you pout, and fret, and frown? 
Nay, once you told me, that I nced not roam, 


For charity fhould ftill begin at home, * 


‘Thefe jealous hints, or I miftake them, prove - 


The greateft and the fureft figns of love; 
Yet, if you lov’d, methinks you cou’d not be 
So kind to Floripert, fo crofs to me, 
Remember, how, to jealoufy betray’d, - 
You feelded at the parfon’s pretty maid ; 


‘When with inquiring looks yon pafs’d the houfe, 
And catch’d me keeping up the damfel’s cows; 


Your feornful cyes with jealous fury burn’d, 


On her they glanc’d, and thea on me they 


turn’d; 
1 tosk the hint, and fear’d what might.enfue, 
So ftooping, feem’d to buckle up my hoe, 
‘Then left the lafs, and fneak'd away to you, 





Alas! alas! that I your love heliev'd { 

I lov’d, and in my turn am thus deceiv'd; 
Nor dare { of my cruel fate complain, 

Or, if 1 do, alas! "tis ajlin vain, * ¢ 

For ever curft be that detefted day, 

When from ‘the laft May-fair we took our way; 
Remember how you forg'd a falfe excufe 

Your eafy natur’d lover to abufe. 

No fondling father call’d you back again,” 

A better.reafon ! *twas your fondling twain ; 
And if 1 meet him e’er alone, | xow, ~ ae 
V'll furely beat the puppy black a.'d blue. 

I mark'd the watchful coxcomb alll the Gayy* 
And kept him from his meditated prey 5 
Invited him to exercife the ball, 

And bravely give, or bravely ward 2 fall } 

So thould we both our pleading merits thow, 
And you, though blind, the difference might knows 
But all.t urg’d, I urg’d alas! in vain, 

Nor would he glory give, nor could he gain. 


Ah, Dolly! Dolly ! where were all your vows, 
When cheefe-cakes lur’d you to the tavern-houfe; 
Your vows were as your cheefetakes fweet, yet 

_ weak! 
And can you both alike together break ? 
But if you do fo—you, with equal cafe, _ [pleafe. 
€an make new vows, and cheefe-cakes when you 


And could you then your Bootyflub forget, 
And in another’s lap fo kindly fit? 
Around his neck your fondling arms you flung, 
And lcarn’d the filly catches which he fung. 
Whilft unconcern'd at home you hear me fing, 
Or tunefully torment the rofin’d fring ; 
Your favour every way I try to gain, 
But dance, or fidele ; fing, or pipe; in vain, 


+ Oh learn at lait 2 latterer to hate, 
And think on Sufan Silly’s cruel fate ¢ 
Her pride poor honeft Hobbinol defpis’d, 
And vainly Tommy Taudry’s folly priz'd, 
But now, too late, the fees herfelf undone, 
Her portion fquander’d, and her honour gone 
What better canft thou hope from fuch a flame, 
But love refules what my rage wou!d name. 


How chang’d is Dolly now, from what fhe was 
When firft—Ah, had I never fpy'd the lafs! 
The very time I perfectly can tell, 
¥or love remembers every thing too well! 


Sure, I can ne’er forget the Sunday morn; 
Though from her mem’ry fo foon ’tis worn: 
A goodly bible in my hand I took,” 
And very gravely thought to read my book 
When through the window, by a lucklefa chance, 
Heedlefs, 1 caft a cuftomary giance ; : 
’Ywas there I faw the pretty Dolly walk, 
Fair, and upright as rofes on their ftalk : ~ 
So trimly was the tidy damfel drefs'd, 
That, {pite of all the fowers, fhe feem’d the beft. 
Sometimes to {mell a pretty rofe the ftopp'd, z 
Pleas'd with the fmell, the pretty rofe the cropp'd¢ 
Then in her fnowy bre2ft the fav'rite Fise’d, = 
Her {weeter breaft the bluthing fav’rite grac'ds 
But then! how did I with mylelf between 
Her {welling bofom, and the flower, unfeen? ~ 


z 


How all the-goddef bri; 

‘The mimic rolling eye, now fee: 
as 1, knew eset ois 

my fearching fight tofhun, —~ 

-tree the giply run; 


h wows, what promilen) “ ‘amd’ | 
kt own, Hf aot tnak Wee aden, 4 
binding oath to break ~~ 


BEN nature, from hi vines pine, ‘ 
efolves to make fome mighty fcience thine; _ 
: ¢ future birth 
ce earth; 
sy rife, 
our eyes; 
charms my 


ure's thy art, as nature is aoe 





PPATTISON. - 
Acer tiares | 


anes ag hee a 


st se: + 


Little R——th took the hint, and right arch 
declar’d, © 
That if body diminutive diftinguih'’d the bard, © 
Then his caufe it was ju ‘but to humour the joke 
With an pte are 
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And, pleas’d with a copy or two of your verfes, 

Prefents you this myrtle—'twas wreath’d by 
the graces-— 

Here, take’t,—'tis as good as my Jaureat’s 
place is. 

Halfe next he beheld with poetical rage, 

‘And told him, ‘twas pity he was not at age; 

Nor mind, cries the god, thofe dull fools, chat de- 
fire to 

Eclipfe that bright merit—they ne’er can afpire to 5 

Juft fo, in a morning, I fee, as | rife 

Blac fsa ‘vapours ufurping my fkies— 


\ But “vo dramatitts here, the mere fcum of the 


gang, 

Broke the fimile hort, and began to harangue ; 
Four aéts of a play, cries the one I have writ, 
And had [a plot, then the work were complete 
My charadtcrs—go, cries the god, feribbling elf, 
‘And learn firft to get thee a good onc thyfelf. 


‘As Pattifon ftood unconcern’d in the crowd, 
Apollo beheld him, and cali’d him aloud; 
Declaring his manners, though perhaps not his wit, 

+ His identical felf to a nicety hie; . 
Alike their employments, alike their delight, 
Both rambled all day, and both tippied all night ; 
Both us’d the fame haunts, both purfu'd the like 


game, 

And Laura and Thetis but differ'd in name. 

Now the bard, without doubt, the reafon acquir’d, 
But Woman and Fate, both againft him con{pir’d, 
For, unhappily ! juft as he drew up more nigh, 

A pretty tight damfel came tripping it by 5 

No longer the laure} atrracted his eyes, 

"They were fix'd on a far more defirable prize— 
His highnefs he thank’d; but refiguing his lays, 
Declar’d, that a nymph was far better than bays, 


Apollo now, tir’d with debates and confufion, | 
‘Was glad to draw his affairs to conclufion, 
And, fick at the numbers flill {warming around, 
Thrice Tayr he call’d, but no Tayr was found + 
Not here? (cries the god) oh ! J guefsat his tay— 
He ftole a few poems of mine t’other day-— 
‘But, however, { forgive him the cunning device, 
And, fince hig are my labours, be his too my prize. 
* K72$-6. ” 


ROSAMOND TO HENRY: 


“AN EPISTLE. 


walis populed mzrens Philomela fub Umbri 
Flet Noctem ramoque fedens, miferabile Carmen 
Antegrat, ct maftis laté Loca Queftibus impiet. 
3 ‘Vine, Georg. 
From thefe lone thades, and ever-gloomy bowers, 
Once the dear fhade of Henry’s fofter hours} 
AWhat tender ftrains of paffion can impart 
‘The pangs of abfence to an amorous heart! 
* Far, far too faint che powers of language prove, . 
Language that flow interpreter of love ! 
Souls pagf’d like ours, like ours to union wrought, 
Conveffe by filent Sympathy of thought; 9 
wr then, by that myfterious art, divine 
” Whe wild impatience of my breatt, by thine! 
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And to conceive what I would fay to thee, 

Conceive, my love, what thou would’t fay to me f 

As in the tendernefs of foul I figh, 

Methinks | hear thy tender foul reply; 

‘And as in thought, o’er heaps of heroes flain, 

{crace thy progrefs on the fatal plain, 

Perhaps thy thought explores me through the 
grove, ’ 

And, foft’ning, fteals an interval of love. 

In the deep covert of a bow'ring fhade 

Deferibes my pofture, languifhingly laid! 

Now, fadly folac’d with the murm’ring fprings, 

Now, melting into tears, the fofteft things!” 

And how the feign’d ideas all agree | 

So bowers the shade, fo melt my tears for thee ! 

Here, as in Eden, once we blifsful laye 

How oft night ftole, unheeded, on the day! 

Our foft-breath’d raptures charm’d the liftening 
grove, et 

And all was harmony, for all was love! 

But hark' the trumpet founds! fee difcords 

“rife! 

*Tis honour calls; from me my Henry flies! 

Honour, to him, more bright than Rofamonda’s 
eyes! : 

Not thus my honour with his paflion ftrove, 

His fighs | pity, and indulg’d his love: 

He then cry'd, honour was an empty name, 

And love a fweeter recompence than fame. 


Oh! had J liv’d in fome obfcure retreat, 
Securely fair, and innocently fweet; 
How had I blefs’d fome humble fhepherd’s arms! 
How kept my fame as fpotlefs as my charms! 
‘Then, hadft thou ne'er beheld thefe eyes of mine, 
Nor they bewai!’d the fatal power of thine! 
Dear, fatal power | to me for ever dear--- 
Fix'd in my tender breaft, and rooted there! - 
For ever in my tender breaft remain—- 
And be for ever a delightful pain! 


With what furprife thofe glorics firft f view'd, 
That in one moment my whole heart fubdu’d! 
With fach refifticfs beams, fo fierce they fhone, 
Not fuch the dazzling radiance of thy crowa! 
Sent from thy crown I never felt a dart 5 
The lover, not the monarch, won my heart : 

Nor e’er the monasch with fuch charms appears, 
As when the lovers foften’d drefs he wears: 

As when he, filent, deigns my breaft to feek, 

And looks fuch language, as no tongue can fpeak, 


Whene’er my crimes (if love a crime can be, 
If ’tis a crime to live, and die for thee!) 
In hideous forms arife, and cloud my foul,” 
One thought on Henry can that gloom controul: 
No more my breaft alternate paflions move, 
The frofts of honour melt before the fircs of love. 


Again, ¥ muft repeat that fatal hour, [bower ; 
Which fnatch’d my Henry from hia Wooditock 
‘When mad Bellona, with tumult’ous cries, 

The hero rous’d, and drown’d the Jover’s fighs. 
Stretch’d on my downy couch, at eafe J lay, 
And fought by reading to beguile the day; 
With am’rous ftrains I footh’d a grateful fire, 


And all the yomap glow’d with fol. defire, 
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‘Till, as. 1 with'd, I heard the vocal breeze, 
Proclaim my Henry ruftling through the trees; - 
O'crjoy’d, Tran to meet thy longing arms, 

And tafte a dear remembrance of thy charms 
But foon I faw fome fad conceal’d furprife, 

Fade on thy cheeks, and languifh on thy cyess 
Through each diffembled fmile,,a forrow ftole, 
And whifper’d out the fecret of thy foul. 

‘What this could mean, uncertain to divine. 

No fault I knew, yct fear'd fome fault was mine. 
But foon thy love difpell’d thofe airy fears, 
Difpell’d alas !--but brought too folid cares. 

For as with hands, entwin’d in hands, we walk'd, 
Of love, and haplels lovers, ftill thou talk'd : 
‘Thy tears of pity anfwer'd each fad moan, 

And in their feeming mis’ries, wept thy own. * 
“ Tcannot leave her!”?---I o’erheard thee fay 
-Piere’d to the foul, I funk, and dy’d away. 

‘What art reftor’d me, thou alone can’ft tell, 

For thy kind arms embrac’d me, as I fell. 

My opening cyes, fix'd on thy beauties, bung, 
And my ears drunk the cordfal of thy tongue. 
Again my thoughts return with killing pain,. 
‘Within thy arms F fink, and fwoon again : 

Again thou doft my fweet phyfician prove, 

From death to life alternately | move, ? 
Now dead by anznifh, now reviv'd by Icve. 

But when, without difguife, truth I found, 

My agonizing forraws knew no bound: 

My locks [ tore, then, all cntranc’d, 1 lay, 

‘Till by degrecs my grief to words gave way, 
And foft I cry’d,-t-Oh ! flay, my Henry, ftay. 
One moment more! add yét, and yet, a kifs !--» 
Oh: give me thine, and take my foul in this! 
Farewell !-~pethaps, farewell for ever!---oh! 
‘Who can fu‘tain fo dire a weight of woe ? 


Ah, wretched maid! alas, a maid no more! 
No herbs that fpotlefs title can refore ! 
Ah, who fhall now protect thy injur'd fame ? 
Who thicld thy weaknefs from th’ affaults of 
* fhame? 
"Who lull thy anxious foul to balmy reft, 
U Henry, deareft Henry, flies thy breaft? 7 
‘Yet, though he flics, your wings, ye angels, 
fpread, 
And hover, guardians, o'er my Henry’s head, 
Who knows but this kind pray’r is pour'd too late, 
And he already ftroggles with his fate? 
Already, wounded, pants, and gafps in death, 
And Rofamonda is his lateft breath? 


Propitious Heaven | vouchfafe a gracious ear! 
Grane, thefe be only phantoms of my fear : 
Heav’n ftill is gracious, if true fuppliants pray $ 
And lo '—the foul chimzras fleet away! 
‘Tranfporting profpects to my withesrife, 
Beam on my foul, and brighten in my eyes! 
He lives! he lives! I fee his banner fpread, 
And laurels, wreath’d round the gay vidtor’s head! 





~Ye winds! convey the news to Albion’s floods! 


‘Ye floods! refound it to the joyous woods ! 
Ye joyous woods! your tuncful choirs prepare 
To hail my hero from.the toils of war: 

Delufive fcenes! too beautiful to ftay! 
‘Fhey fade in vifionary: ftrcaks away. 
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Alas! ‘no lovely Henry now is nigh! .- 
His genius took his form to foothe my eye. 
No more I feem his melting voice to hear! 
Peace! babling fountains ! nor abufe my ear. ~~ 
Ye flowers! ye ftreams! ye gales, no longer move ! 
For ah! how ftrong is fancy, join’d with love! 
©! frail inconftancy of mortal ftate ! 
One hour dejected, and the next elate! 
Rais’d by falfe hopes, or by falfe fears depreft, 
How different paffions fway the human breait! 
Now Imiling pleafures, with fair harms, invite, 
Now frowning horrors, with black txaing, afftight, 
Fature diftrufts the prefent joys controul, E 
And fancy triumphs o'er the reas'ning foul. 
As mid the trees I folitary rove, 
The trees awake fome image of my love: 
Where’er their arms in am’rous foldings join, 
My longing arms I fpread to fold in thine. 


-| The beauteous flow’rs thy face reflected bear, 


(If flow’rs in beauty may with thee compare), 


-| Their wafted fragrancies thy breath infpire, 


And my foul kindles with ideal fire ! RNs 

The thick-weav'd fhades, and grove. encircling 
lowes rete 

Aré emblembs of th’ eternity of love, 

My blubhing guilt the crim{on rofes paint,, ..3. .: 

And I, like rofes, unfupported faint + 

Like their’s my youthful charms (if charms) con- 
fume, . 

For love, a clofer canker, eats my bloom. 


How bleft might other nymphs furvey thefe 
- fcenes, * : 5 ay a 
Fountains and fhades, and hills, and flow’ry preens? 
Profpects on profpedts, might detain the fight, 
And ftill variety give new delight. © ~ 
But, f with thee, fhould find in deferts eafes 
Without thee, not even Paradife could pleafe. 
Wiids, by thy prefence, gardens would appear, 
Gardens are wilds fince Henry is not here.’ 
Let grottos fink, or porticos arife ?’ 
Heedlefs I view them with unpleafur'd eyes :*: 
Their mantling umbrage cools the noon-day fire, 
But what can cool a lover's fierce defire? af 
In the deep bofom of a darkfome shade, 
By baleful yew and mournful cyprefs made; 
A widow turtle weeps her ravith'd love, 
And forrowfully folaces the grove, 
Sometimes my paffion I aloud difclofe ; 
The widow’d turtle, anfwering, cooes her woes, 
Bred by my hand, my forrow’s fad relief, 
A little linnet learns to figh my grief; 
Taught by my voice, and by obedience tama, 
‘The pretty kiper whiftles Henry’s name: 
Perch’d on my head, the fylvan fyren fings, 
And tunes the harfher notes of gurgling fprings. 


Embofom’d in a vale, thou know’ft the fhade, 
Faft by the murmurs of a foft cafcade ; 
There, while one night full beams of Cynthia play, 
(Warm was the night) with wand’rings tir'd, | lay, - 
Till, by degrees, the falling waters cl 
My eye-lids, and my weary’d limbs reprede : 
Sudden the fairy monarch T behold, ~ 
Near he approach’d, and thus my fate foretold Pa 
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Twas the fame Oberon*, that once we faw 
Circle the green, and give his dancers law.) 
Unhappy nymph ! thy beauty is thy crime, 
And mouft {uch beauty perith in its prime ! P 
No more great Henry fhallenjoy thefe charms 
Nor thou ilf fated fair adorn his arms! 
Cropt like an opening rofe thy fall I fear ! 
- But rife. and {upplicate the vengeance near. . 
| Then (as methought) I wak'd with threaten’d 
‘woes 
Emerging from thick fhades, a phantom rofe. 
One hand futtain’d—a fhort, but naked fword,— 
And 9, golden bowl, with poifon ftor’d, 
"The jealous queen, the frowning form exprefe’d, 
It {poke, and aim’d the dagger at my breatt. ° 
Arife! nor atk thy erime—but choofe thy fat?, 
Know prayers are vain—repentance is too late! 
Vengeance is mine—Here: drink this paifon’d 
Or this keen dagger drinks thy guilty foul? [bowl, 
It ceas’d : convulfions in my bofom ftrove, 
My curdling blood fcarce in {tif tides could moves 
Thrice I cry’d Henry, with a feeble found, 
*" And thrice { ftarted at the fad rebound ! 
Ev'n echo now grew frightful: with furprife 
‘Trembling I Jay, nor dar’d t’ unveil my eyes, 
Till warbling birds proclaim’d the morning light, 
And told me ‘twas a vifion of the night; 
Yet not the morn could chafe my gloomy care, 
But winds and trees, alarm’d my foul with fear ; 
While waving boughs, that im the fun-beams 
play’d, 
Scem'd to how daggers in each pointed fhade. 
Why wast form’d with fuch a coward mind? 
The fport of fhadows, or a rvftling wind ! 
Nerves, better ftrung, did manly {pirits warmy 
Glad would I part with every female charm, 
Then, cas’d in fteel, the front of battle dare, 
And, with great Henry, roufe the foul of war! 
"This arm fhall guard the hero from the foes 
Repel the ftorm, or intercept the blow; 
And fhould my weaknefs in the warrior fail, 
The folt-befeeching woman fhould prevail; 
For thee, I'll foothe each proud infulting foe, 
And melt him with petitionary wo; 
‘With thee, in every hardy hazard joing 
In dangers fave thy life, to make it mine. 
By night, compote thy harafs'd foal to refty 
And huh it on the pillow of my breaft ; 
‘With patient eyes eternal vigils keep, 
And court good angels to protect thy fleep. 
Alas! in vain I urge my froftrate will; 
T find myfelf a fecble woman ftill ; é 
‘The feeble woman to my breaft returns, 
For Henry's gone, and Rofamonda mourtts * 
Q! fee my eyes their ftreaming anguifh pour, 
O!} hear my fighs increafe the fwelling fhower ; 
‘What can I more than fhed my tears and fighs? 
Poor woman’s ftrength alone in weaknels lies ? 
But whether is ungovern'd fancy flown ? 
Thoughts of impoflibitities be gone! 
Guilt claims no miracles, nor heav'n confpires 


oo and fan my lawlefs fires. 
eR ing of the fairiss. 


Vou. Vif, 


yo 


Life irkfome grows; deteftcd is the light, 

And my foul dreads the vifions of the night. 

Swift let me to fome hallow’d convent go:— 

Can I for ever Henry leave ?—ah! no t= 

But O loft innocence !—I loft a name -— 

O honour !—broken is the bubble, fae. 

Are my fins monftrous? Do invented crimes, 

Alike unknown to paft, or prefent times, 

Demand red vengeance ? Some peculiar curfe 2 

Crowds ftand recorded for the fame,-—or worfe. 

Have 1, unpitying, heard the poor complain, 

Or feen the wretched weep, and weep in vain? 

Have ! my flame feign’d for a fordid end ? 

Fer wrong’d a foe, or e’er betray’d a friend? 

Not to my charge fuch crimes has malice brought, 

Love, only love, is my unbounded fault 

A fault, that fure may heav’n to pity move, 

Since half of heav’n (’tis faid) confifts in love. 
Ah! foolifh nymph !—-Here, view the queen ! 

the laws !— . 

But there, view Henry, as th’ enchanting caufe! 

By fuch a caufe the prieftefs would retire, 

And quit the veftal for a nobler fire. 


I will-again th’ immortal powers implore 5 
Brave Henry for Britannia’s fake reftore ! 
In him fhe lives, to him her joys are due, 
And only fends her carlieft thanks to you. 
But oh! my lord, my darling ford, beware! 
Tempt not too bold the dangers of the war! 
Think, when thou feeft the fate impelling dart, 
O! think it aim’d at Rofamonda’s heart ¢ 
Were but each breait as foft as mine! no more 
Should tumults rife, or martial thunders roar > 
Heroes fhould fcorn the glories of the fieldy 
And the fam’d laurel to the myrtle yield: 
For fweeter paffions, fweeter ftrifes infpirey 
And love alone fhould fet the foul on fire. 


May then thefe eyes in tears no longer mourn, 
But cheerful hail their Henry’s with’d return! 
OQ! fwift, viGtorious, hush the war’s alarms! 
Swift, if thy Rofamonda boats fome charms, 
Fly an the wings of love, and conqueft to her 
arms! 
Ofeber 40.:17256 


HENRY TO ROSAMOND: 
AN EPISTLEs 


Swart then his beauteous Rofamonda mourn, 

Nor Henry's foul the folt complaint return! 

O ceafe, my fair! I deeply feel thy fmart, 

And all thy forrows double in my beare : 

Far from my breaft, ye fcenes of war! temove, 

Far from my breaft, bs every fcene but love; 

Soft rifing thoughts as when, in Woodftock- 
bowers, : 

Joyful, we low’d away the laughing hours. 


Now midnight-reft relieves the foldier’s care, 
Hufh'dare the drulns, and evety voice of war; 
Faint gleam the fires along the dewy field, 
And faint the noife, that fleeping courfers yield 5 
Yet love, the lordly tyrant of my breaft, ~ 
Alarms my foul, and interrupts my reft; 

Jn vain a nation’s caree the monarch move, 
For ah! far greater is the monarch Love: 
: : Nao 
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‘Warm from my Sips, thy tender letter lies, 
And every word is magic to my eyes ; “ 
Weeping, } read, and hear thy foft-breath’d woes, 
And all the warrior in the Jover lofe : 
Then | by fancy vanith'd joys refiore, 
Feaft on falfe love, and act paft pieafures o’er. 
Faucy can foothe my foul with pleafing dreams 
While tented Galid, bowery Woodltock feenis; 
Led by delufive fteps, in thought, I rove, 


‘Through well known greens, and every winding 


rove, 
There, Reply on fome flowery bank reclin’d 
My fweet-repofing Rofamonda find ; 
‘When then (for thea thy fecret thoughts Ifee) _ 
In pious Qumbers breath’ft thy foultome; ~ -- 
Diffolv’d with joy, and feafting on thy charms, . 
J clafp thee in imaginary arms; 
And then—ah then !—I feem fincerely bleh 
Then only Rofamonda, knows the reft— a 


‘ Oglories! empires: crowns: how weak ye prove, 
¥f thus outerivalled by a dream of love ' 
O love! what toys thy real fweets bellow, 
‘When ev'n their fhadows can tranfport me fo! 
© blefs ecftatic” bleft relief from cares! 
"Thus let me lofe my foul in fofter wars! 
By love's tranfporting fighs my {weet alarms, 
Nor worlds, but Rofamonda crown my arms! 
Tn her alone, my full defires agree, 
Her charms are empires, glorics, all tame ! 


THE HOUR GLASS. — 


Asin my Gilent ftudy late | fate, 

Intent on poet's poor precarious flate, 
Around my fight a fudden dimncfs play’d, 

And ting’d the taper with a blewy shade; 

‘When to my eyes appear'd that watchful pow’r , 
‘Which meafures out the fandy-ftreaming hour, 
An human form the meagare phantom wore, 
And on its brow a faded laurel bore, 

On me were fix'd its looks, whilft thus it fpoke, 
dnd founds like thefe the fulemn filence broke. 

“ Atlength the time is come to tela truth . 
© To thee, te thee alone, O fated youth! © | 
« Then mark my ftory well—in happier days, 

« [ike thine my bofora panted after praife; 

* Foeto the grave fatigues of life I ftrove 

* To grow immortal in a myrtle grove : 

«, Loft there, I lavith’d out my little ftore, «.. 

« Deftin’d to live poetically poor; 

6 What flender gains my labours brought.I foent, 
* And through the glafs my lufcious profit went ; 


From thence, with fictious infpiration warm’d, « 


* A vain eternity’s reverfion charm’d; 

st My fate | blefs'd-—-for future fame referv'd 

% For that | glory’d!---and for that I-—-flarv’d + 

« ‘Thence by fome powerful tranfmigration turn’d, 
# In thefe repentant ftreams my folly mourn’d : 
& Herd, as you fee, my Heeting s-inutes pals, 
Still, aa of old, devoted to the glafs. : 
As once too humble for proud rooms of ftate, 
In homely cottages [ feck my fate... 

© And find my valt poetic promis’d land 
«* All dwindled to this little barren fands~ 
With which advife, ye youthful fons of rhyme, 
* In abler Rucics to employ your time; - 
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“ Warn’d by my fate, to learn, for learn you mu 
‘* That all your fame, like mine, but turns to du.” 


, THE CAMBRIDGE BEAUTIES, 
By an Admirer of the Fair Sex. 


Ye gentle nymphs, to whom my lays belong F} 
Approve my numbers, and affift my fong ; 

Soft fmiling may your bright'ning eyes infpize 
At once the poet's, and the lover’s fire : . 
So fhall the mufe each magic charm rehearfe, 
So fhall each charm be lafting as ar verfe, 


Blefs'd in my choice! what blooming beauties 
rife! 

How court my numbers with infpiring eyes! 
O could my lays like gentle Waller move, 
Like gentle Waller, tune the foul to love; 
Bright as my theme, each eafy note fhould thine, 
And Sachariffas {mile in ev’ry line.- . 
To Aurenetia, fam’d Carlifle thould yield, 
And Waller own his fav'rite fair excell'd: 
Had charms like her's infpir'd his lofty lays, ~ 
How had he grown immortal in her praife! « 
How might the mufe her wonted gift receive, 
And poetry from heauty leara to live ! 


When Sylvia fmiles, methinks the {miles to prove 
Her charms fuperior to the power of love. 
Gay (purtive Cupids flutter round the fair, 
Pant on her breaft, and wanton in her hair ; 
With ev’ry lock, a new adorer gain, 
And ev'ry ringlet is a lover's chain ; 
The orbit ringlets, foft diffolving down, 
Flow on her breaft, and half her bofom drown ; 
Through the bright fhades, her panting bibbiee 
heave, i 
Like fwans emerging from a filver wave. <'* 


On Delia’s cheeks, eternal rofes bloom, 
Her ruby lips exhale a fweet perfume ; 
Her ruby lips indulge a mutual kifs, 

And bluth luxeriant in their envy'd bli, 


When bright Belinda leads the (prightly dance, 
With ev'ry ftep our captive hearts advance ; 7 
Her magic charms the foft enchantrefs prove, 
And on her breaft defcends the god of love 
Smiling, the feems to imitate thofe airs, 

That form their regularity by her's; 
Moves, as the foul-diffolving numbers move ; 
And mufically fwims the maze of love ; 
On the foft founds, her gentle motions flow, 
And fail along mageftically flow : 

ier waving arms in fnowy circles play, 


.| And all the eafy conqueror difplay ; 


Melodious mufic warbles love’s alarm, 
Sounds the foft charge, and fings her conqu’ring 
charms, ; 

When Flora fings, ye gods! 'tis heaven to hear, 
We liften to the mufic of the fphere; - 
Our ravith'd fight confirms the fweet furprife, 
And owns the angel, by he? heav'aly eyes: 

But, oh! my mufe, your tunefull'ft aN aga pres 


. pare, = 


} Fermonious, as your Aurenelia’s fair, . 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


“ Where'er the looks, her eyes like lightnings wound, 
_ When e’er the fpeaks, there’s mufic in the found ; 
From her dear lips fuch melting foftnefs flows, 
Soft as when Zephyrs kifs the filken rofe:  * 
Bat when the wondrous charmer talks of love, .~ 
Good gods! what raptures in our bofam moved 
How each difcourfe'our foul tranfported warms, 
And, if 'tis poflible, improves her charms; ~~ 





O ever beauteous, ever lovely fair, 
Pride of my verfe, and object of my care. 
O take me, clafp me, melting inthy arms, 
Unfolgabosrchis, and open all thy charms. 
On thofe dear breafts for ever let me rove, +4 
‘Thofe breafts to me the true poetic grove { 


On thofe foft hills for.ever let me fing, - 
And fip thy facred Heliconian fpring. 


Were Paris here to judge fair beauty’s prize, 
How might thefe brighter goddeffes furprile ; 
How could his choice the doubrful favour place, 
When a new Venus fhines in ev'ry face? 

* But fince that tafk, that pleafing tafk I claim, 
O Venus guide me to a brighter flame : 
To Aurenclia’s charms my withes move, 7 
‘Warm her cold heart, and tune her breaft to love; 
‘There, let my foul a nobler prize impart, 
And for amapple, give my bleeding heart. 


=, ABELARD TO ELOISA. 
te my dark cell, low proftrate on the ground, 
Mourning my crimes, thy letter entrance found; 
Too foon my foul the wel! known name confeft, 
My beating heare fprung fiercely in my breaft ; 
Masough, my whole frame a guilty tranfport 
- >. glow'd . 
And ftreaming terrents from my eyes faft flow’d, 
cae 
O Eloifa! art thou ftill the fame? 
Doft thou fill nourith this deQrudive flame? 
Have not the gentle rules of peace, and heav’n 
From thy foft foul this fatal paffion driven? 
Alas! FE thoaghs you difengay’d, and free, 
And can you iil, Mili igh, and weep for me % 
What powerful deity, what hallow'd fhrine, 
Can fave me from a love, a faith like thine? 
Where fhall I fly, when not this awful cave, 
Whofe rugged feet the furging billows lave ; ‘ 
When not thefe gloomy cloiiter’s folemn walls, 
O’er whofe rough fides the languid ivy crawls; 
‘When my dread vows, in vain, their force oppofe, 
Oppofing love, alas{ how vain are vows! 
In truitlefs penance here } wear away 
¥ach tedious night, each fad. revolving. days, 
I fait, I pray; and with deceitful art 
Veil thy dear intage from my tortur’d heart, 
My tortur'd heart conflicting pafftons move, | 
T hope, defpair, repent, but {till I love, 
A thoufand jarring thonghts my bofom tear, 
For thou, not Ged, my Eloifé art there, | 
To the falfe world’s deluding pleafures dead, > | 
No longer by its wand'ring fires miffed ; ae 


Jo Jearn’d difg ates, harth precepts Linfufe,  . 
And give gat counfel, 1 want power to ufe. 
‘Thy22id maxims of the grave, and wife, R 


+Have quench’d'each milder fparkle in my ey 
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Each lovely feature of this well-known face, 

By grief revers"d, affumes a ftetner grace: | 

© Eloita! would the fates once more 

{indulgent to thy with) this form reitore, : 
Hew would? thou from thefe arnis with horror 
: ftart, 

‘To mifs thofe charttts, familiar to thy heart ! 

Nor could thy quick, thy piercing judgment fegy 

To fpeak thy Abelard, but love of thee: ? 

Lean abftinence, pale grief, and haggard care, 

The dire attendants of forlorn defpair ; 

Have Abelard the gay, the young remov’d, 

And in the hermit, funk the man you lowd. 

‘Wrapt in the gloom thefe holy manfions thed, 

The thorpy paths of penitence t trgad; A 

Loft to the world, from alt its interett free, 

And torn from all my foul held dear in theeg 
Ambition, with its train of frailties, gone, 

All loves, all forms forgot, bur thine alone. 


Amidft the blaze of day, and dufk of night, 
My Eloifa rifes to my fight ; 
Veil'd, ag in Paraclete’s fea-hath’d tow’rg, .. - 
The wretched mourner counts the lagging hours} 
I hear the figh, fee the fwift-falling tears, 
Weep all her griefs, and pine with ali her carese 
O vows! O converts: your ftern force impart, 
And frown the melting phantom from my heart 4. 
Let other fighs a worthier forrow thow, : 
Let other tears, for fin, repentant flow 3 
Low to the earth, my guilty eyes I roll, 
And humble to the Mutt my contrite foul. 
Forgiving pow'r! your gracious call I-meet, 
Who firft empower'd this rebel heart to beat! a 
Who through this trembling, this offendiug frames 
For nobler ends diffus’d life’s ative flame : 
O change the temper of this throbbing breaft, 
And form anew each beating pulfe to ref! 
Let fpringing grace, fair faith and hope removey- 
The fgtal traces of voluptuous love; 
Voluptuous love from his foft manfion tear, 
And leave no tracks of Eloifa there. 


Are thefe the withes of thy inmoft foul ? 
Woald f its fofte tend’reft peace controul ? 
Would 4, thus touch’d, this gloomy heart refign. 
To the cold fubfance of the marble fhrine ? 
Transform’d like thefe pale faints that round me 

move, 

O blefs'd infenfibles! that knew not love! 
Ab! rather let me keep this haplefs flame, 
Adieu, falfe honour, unavailing fame ! 
Not your harfh rules, but tender love, fupplies 
The ftreams that gufh from my defpairing eyes ¢ 
I feel the traitor melt around my heart, — {darc$ 
And through ary veins with treach’rous infuence 

Infpire me.heav’n! affift me, grace divine! 
Aid me ye faints! unknown to crimes like mine f - 
You, while on earth, all pangs fevere could Prove, 
All but the tort’ring pangs of hopelefs love, “ 
An holier rage in your pure bofoms dwelt, 
Nor can you pity what you never felt 5 
A fympathizing grief alone can cure, 
‘The hand that heals, muft feel, what T endaré 
Thon Eloifé: alone, cantt give me cafe, Ia 
And bid my ftruggling fou! fubfide in peace; “- 

Nai 


sha : 

Reftore me to my long toft heav'n of ref, 

And take thyfelf from my relu@ant breatt : 

If crimes, like mine, could an ailay receive, 

That blefe’d allay, thy wond’rous charms moft 
VE. 

Thy form, which firft my heart to love inclin'd, 

Still wanders in my loft, my guilty mind: - 

I faw thee as the new-blown bloffoms fair; 

Sprightly as light, and foft as fummer air; 

‘Wit, youth, and beauty, in each feature fhone, 

Blefs’d by my fate, | gaz’d, and was undone ! 

‘There dy'd the gen’rous fire, whofe vig’rous flame, 

Enlarg'd my foul, and led me on to fame ; 

Nor fame, nor wealth, my foften’d heart could 





move, 

‘My heart, infenfible to all but love ! 6 
Snatch’d from myfelf, my learning taftelefs grew, 
And vain philofophy oppog’d to you. 

_ Atrain of woes we mourn ; norfhouldwe mourn, 
‘The hours that canvot, ought not to return ; 
As once to love, I fway'd thy yielding mind, 
‘Too fond, alas! too fatally inclin’d ! 
‘To virtue now let me thy breaft infpire, 
Aad fan, with zeal divine, the holy fire; 
Teach you to injur’d heav’n, all chang’d, to turn, 
And bid thy foul with facred raptures burn. 

O that my own example could impart 
"This noble warmth to thy foft trembling heart! 
"Phat mine, with pious undiflembled care, 
Might aid the latent virtue Aruggling there ! 
Alas, 1 rave! nor grace, nor zeal divine, 
‘Burne in a break o’eswhelm’d with crimes, like 

mine: 

‘Too fure I find (whilft I the fortune prove 
OF feeble piety, conflicting love) 
©n black defpair, my forc'd devotion built, 
Abfence, to me, has greater pangs than guilt, 


Ah! yct my Eloifé, thy charms I view, 
Yet my fighs break, and my tears flow for yous 
Each weak refiftance ftronger knits my chain, 
1 figh, weep, love, defpair, repent in vain! 
afte Eliofa, hatte, thy lover free, 
Aridft thy warmer pray'rs, O think of met 
‘Wing with thy rifing zeal my grov'ling mind ¢ 
Ard Jet me mine, from thy repentance find 3 
Ah! labour, ftrive, thy love, thyfelf controul, 
"The change will fare affe&t my kindred foul + 
In bleft concert our purer fighs fhall grieve, 
And, Heav'n affifting, fhall our crimes forgives 
Bat if unhappy, wretched, loft in vain, 
¥Faintly th’ unequal combat you fuftain : 
Hf not to heaven you feel your bofom rife, 
Lior tears, refin’d, fall contrite from your eyes ¢ 
1f iit thy heart thy wonted paflions move, 
And thy tongue prompts thy tender foul to tove; 
Livaf to the weak effays of living breath, 
Attend the ftronger eloquence of death. 


‘When that kind pow'er this captive foul fhall 
free, ~ came 
(Which, only, ‘hen, can ceafe to doat on thee) 
When gently funk to my cternal fleep, 
‘The Paraclete my peaceful urn fhall keep; 
‘rhen Eloifa, then, thy lover view, % 
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From their dead orbs. that tener utt’rance flown, 


Which fir on youre my heart's fofr tales made 


known, $ 
This breath no more, at length, to eafe-confign’d, 
Pan, like light afpines quiv'ring with the wind; 
See, all my wild tumultuous paffions o'er, 
And thou, amazing fcene | belov’d no more? ; 
Behold the deftin’d end of human love, 
But let the fight thy zeal alone improve; .  , 
Let not thy confcious foul, with forrow mov'd, 
Recal how much, how tenderly you lov'd! 
With pious care thy fruitlefs grief reftrain, ' — 
Nor let a tear thy facred veil prota, 
Nor e’ena figh on my cold urn beitow, *~-~ 
But let thy breath with facred rapture glow ; 
Let love divine, frail mortal love, dethrone, 
And to thy mind immortal joys make known 3 
Let Heav’a, relenting, ftrike thy ravith’d view, 
Abd ftill the bright, the bleft purfuit, renew : 
So, with thy crimes, fhall thy misfortunes ceafe, 
And thy wreck’d fout be calmly huth’d to peace. 
TO THE | 

LAST (KING GEORGE'S) GUINEA, 
Infiribed to tbe Right Honourable Sir Robert Walpole 
Wuar call, béight monarch: can engage thy 

Breaft, 

To leave thy loyal fubje@ thus diftreft? (gone, 
Who knows, my guardian-aid, when thou at 
What foreign tyrant will ufurp thy throne? 
When want, rebellious, arrogates thy reign, ... 
‘What equal power shall faction’s rage reftraia? 
Too well, alas! my future ftate I fee, . 
I can but figh, and only think of thee ! 


So, when thy bright original repairs A 
To foreign realms, with equal griefs and caress 
Britannia mourns; and anxious for her fate, 
Implores fome favourite to protect the ftate 5 
Wifely, as fill, the monarch makes his choice, 
And for his Walpole joins the general voice. 


O couldft thou there advance an equal claim, 
Repos'd in him, our fafety were the fame} 
Aufpicious thought! and with what eafe may he, 
Who has fecur’d three nations, fuccour me. 


TO A NEEDLE THAT PRICK’D HIS MIS- 
TRESS’S FINGER, 3 
Fram Bonefonins *. 
Miracxe of cruelty ! : 
Mutt my Laura bleed by thee? 
Her finger too, endure the fmart ? 
That tender, isvifenfive part! 
What could the iweet offender da, 
Soft, and fair, as falling {now ; 
To fuffer innocently too! 
‘Was it not envy caus’d this hate, 
Becaufe thyfelf were found lefs ftrait ? 
Did not this thy fury move : 
‘Fo wound the brighter queen of love? 





* All the love poets of this celebrarh author, ere 
tranflated by feveral hands, Printed far sm—Suchi, in 
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Bot, ab! then dreadful foe, forbear His nice creating fancy could impart, - 
‘To execute thy fury here ; Fire to each charm, and flames to ev'ry heart 5 
+*Yet, if you ftill to rage incline, Yeet‘all this skill could but at beft command 
Revenge at once, your caufe, and mines A fancy'’d goddefe at the fucond hand. 


(Let her obdurate bofom feel : 

The angry fury of thy fteel. 

Her bofom, folt as turtle’s down, 

Yet harder than the hardeft {tone ! 

Her bofom! colder than the frow, -" ; 


You brighter nymph, can greater wonders fhow? 
And all this fuperficial art out-do 5 
What if his hand a feeming life could give, 
Your greater wonder more than fecms to hive! 
His nymph, at bett, could only saife our fire, 


Burning at once, and freezing too, But you create, and fatisfy defire, 


‘Wil brave thy fierceft, deadlieft blow. 
Here infix thy,piercing dart, - 
Deepeers5Ve has pierc’d my heart: 
‘Then, if thou gain'tt the vidtory, 
How wond’rous will the conqueft be? 
‘To win a fortrefs that withftood 
The utmoft fury of a god; - 
At once thy fall, yet glorious dart 
Shall conquer love's, and Laura’s heaft. 





TO ONE WHO BLAMED ME 
For writing in praife of a very undeferving Lady. 


Lown, my friend, Olivia is not fair, 

An awkward creature, with a flattern airs < 

She’s nature’s error, I confefs indeed, 

What then ? the fick alone the dactor need ¢ - 

Thus cunning tradefmen praife their palgry ware, 

And ery, the very beft in all the fair; _ 

But let the diamonds fparkle into fame, 

And cach {pectater with their worth inflame,, 
When fancy’s in her infancy, the mufe 

Some trivial theme, in trifling lays, purfues, 

Till, by degrees, fhe takes a loftier aim 

And crowns her ations with immortal fame, 

‘Thus the keen {word that’s bath’d in heroes bloed, 

Firft to be temper’d, drinks the filthly flood, 


PRESENTING WALLER’S POEMS 
“TOA Lavy, 


ON LAURINDA. 


‘Warn nature fram'd Laurinda, heavenl; fairy 
With each attractive charm, and winning air, 
Minerva’s eloquence refin’d her tongue, 
Charm’d in her fpeech, and warbled in her fong ; 
Imperial majefty from Juno came, 
Sooth’d with the foftnefs of the Cyprian dame. 
O! would fome other powers employ their care, 
To make her kind, as thefe have made her fair ; 
. That fingle a& fhould all the reft outfhine, 
And make the fair perfection all divine. 


‘THE BEE AND CUPID. 
YROM THEOCRITUS. 


As Cupid ina flow’ry valley ftray’d, 
‘Where bees around their hives in clufters-play’d, 
‘The honey’s fragrant fcege allur’d his nofe, 
“And to the hive the groping archer goes, 
Boldly he thrufts his roguifh fingers in— 
Nor in that heaven of fweets could fear a fing— 
But foon he merited, and met his fate, 
Repenting of his roguery, too late; 
Aud now, in vain, he frets, he tampa, he tears 
‘The flowing honours of his waving hairs; 
Deep is the wound, alas! what can he do! 
Revenge he vows, but then he fears the foe? 
Now {wife as thought, to Ida’s grove he flies, 
And thus complaining, to his mother cries, 
Alas! mamma, what pain my hand endures! 
O take it, kifs it, cool it, rub ’t with yours, 
Searching for honey I this torment found, 
Small was the author, but, O! deep the wound-- 
‘To whom the mother goddefs thus repiy’d, 
Unkindly laughing, while poor Cupid ery’ds 
Fie, fie, is this your courage, mighty Love! 
“And is a bee a ftronger foe than Jove? 

Hence child, compaflionate each lover’s heart, 

* Bince you are conquer'd by fo fmall a dart, _ 


Madam, 
Accept the fofteft fweetéh ftrains, 
That ever breath’d a dying lover's paina ; 
That ever yet could unfuccefeful prove, 
When arm'd with all the eloquence of Iqve ; 
And if you find fome tender moving part, 
Soften your foul, and fteal upon your heart; , 
{For fure the moft obdurate maid muft blame, 
The rigid coynefs of the cruel dame): 
Then lovely Laura, think, you faintly feel 
The fymptoms of a flame J dare not tell; 
Think, then, you hear your fuppliant lover figh, 
But generoufly, more than fee him die; 
And if you kindly liften to his pain, 
Succefsiul Waller has pot fung in vain. 


TO A LADY 
AT KING’S-COLLEGE CHAPEL, CAMBRIDGE, 


Unsxitt'p in love, unpradtis'd in thofe arts 
Of gaining miftreffes, and giving hearts, . 
Mix’d with the gazing crowd hither, come, 
Nor dreamt deftrudtion near this facred domes’ 
Where holy hymns, and folemn fongs of praife, 
A venerable adoration raife ; 
Bat with furprife, at once 1 hear and fe 
A (peaking, and a filent harmony: 
Tranfporting founds! my fainting fenfes rife, 
Wing’d with the fweeter mufic of your eyes : 
‘Your eyes that fpeak a form fo bright, fo fairy 
You feem the object of cach fervent prayer, 
Our fouls the fweet divinity adore... 
Adpiring vanity can hope no more-_ 

Na ifj 


2 ‘""e AN 
OLD Y¥ THAT USED TQ PAINT. 


& with animated art, could trace, 
The magic wonders of a lovely face; * 
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But ah! forhear, thou holy fair, unknown, 
Our bappinefs to hazard by your own; * 
Can Heaven, impartial, to your hopes comply, 
And give you that, which you to all deny. 
Miltaken maid! you think you bleflings gain, 
When ‘tis your. very prayers create our pain ~ } 

_And fave us, but to kill us, with difdain. 

Alas! I feel the fatal polfon run, 

7 gaze, I figh, I love, and am undone~= 
Marmonious charma, in vain, my mind reprove, 
‘Vhey fympathize, and melt, with me, to love: 
Whilft in foft funds, my foul, tranfported, flew, 
Mittook her heav'n, but found a heav'n in you. 


“THE FOP. 


Sin Prumr, the banker, of each trading laf, 
(That newelt French.edition of an afs! 

Charm’d by dear felf, with love may fafely fport, 
As things inanimate receive no hurt) ° * 
Cn his own beauteous perfon, deeply read, 

No love e’er reach’d his heart, no thought his head; 
Fanglefs, he woos fome panglefs dame of fathion, 
And in bad French, ferenely lifps his paffion ; 
‘Then, as the (uit he makcs is right or wrong, 
‘Triumphs in rigadoon, or dies in fong. 


THE REFUSAL OF HER HAND. 


‘Yaa with an eagle’s piercing eye, . 
Ned look’d, what man with eyes can doubt, 
When from the feather’d family, 
He fingled this fair chicken out. 


A lion’s heart, the gen’raus boy 

+ Proudly in ev'ry a® maintains, 
 Bravely attacks the nymph when coy, 
y When yielding bravely he difdaina 
“To play the ikilful furgeon’s part, 

' “Two neceffary points are gain'd; 
‘But to be mafter of his art, 

{* Poor Ned ftill wants the lady’s hand. 


THE MORNING CONTEMPLATION, 


As I range thefe fpacious fields, 
:Feaft-on all that nature yields ; 
“Ev'ry thing corfpires delight, 
Chatms my finell, my take, my fight ; 
‘Ev'ry rural found I hear 

;Soothes my foul, and tunes my ear,’ 


+ Yonder azure hills arifing, 
‘Peeping through the wide horizon ¢ | 
€trive for the priority, 
Which thall firft falute my eye : 
Gentle winds, each fweet adorning, 
Breathe the wholefome breath of morning; 
Birds on bloffom'd hawthorns, fing . 
Jocund carols to the fpring ;° * 
doreing o'er the fragrant lawn, 

crrily falute the dawn,: 
And with their mufic feem to chide 
Man's ingratitude and ‘pride, 

© venerable Solicude ! 


Bet of blefings, chicten good: 
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Chiefeft good! for in you is 

Every part of happinefs: ~ 

No racking paffions here dim controuly 
The peaceful furface of my foul; 
Nothing can my blifs deitroy, 

Whilft 1 thus myfelf enjoy. 

Ere the heavens or earth were made, 
Or their vaft foundations laid ; 

Ere angels yet were taught to fing, 
Yo tune the lyre, or touch the fring ; 
In godlike pomp the great Three One: 
Reign’d in their folitude alone. 


‘Fell me, all ye mighty wife, 
Ye governors of colleges ; : 
What deeper wifdom can you know, 
Than eafy natare’s works here thow ? 
All the lonefome night ye pore, 
Philofophic fages o’er: * 
To what prodigious vaft account - 
Can all your mighty works amount ? 
The wife man was as wife as you, ~ 
And yet his wifdom was---he nothing knew, 


Come, ye covetous! ye proud! 
Come, ye wife fantaftic crowd ! ° 
And as your follics ye difcern, 
Nature’s plain inftrutions learn 


Sce, this river, as it goes, - 
With what cloqnence it flows? 
How clear the water, and how fine! 
How deep, how rapidly ferene ! 
But fhould it fearful of decay, 
Stagnate, and ftop up its way 5 
No longer would its ftreams appear, 
Wholefome, delicate, or clear: © * 
But bury'd in a quagmire fink, -- 
Or in a choking deluge ftink. 


Believe me, life’s the véry fame, 
The very image of this ftream: 
If of future fortune fearlefs, 
Hf of prefent changes, carelefe, 
Te uninterrupted gocs, 
How fweet: and how ferene it flows { 
But if ftopt with thefe reftraints, 
Prefent ills, and future wants; 
If anxiqus doubts, and clogging care, 
Betray our reafon to defpair; : 
Life’s dul] enjoyment only cloys, 
And painfully itfelf deftroys. 


View this revential ihade ! 
Sacred to retirement made! 
What furprifing fweets furround me { 
What varieties confound me |, 
Blefs'd in this obfcure abode, ' 

1 think myfelf almoft a god! 

1 think myfelf fo too the more, 
Becaufe I’m out of envy’s power 
And if angels envious be, : 
They alone dare envy me; 

And doing fo, they let me kuow 
Tam happier here below. ” 


Where is felf-enamour’d pride! 
‘Tinfel vanity befide : -~ 


MISCELLANEOUS POE 


Learn-by thy 
Our temple 


When hofti 
h rebel rage 
brav'd the eke of our B 
' Wing’d with falfe hopes, their foating 
wis Te clonic aclegtol gabe Like Sodom, doom’d tu flaming 
a the Ben toca have, = Immortal Drake, the Britith hander! drove,» 
- 3 Salts as the bolt, hot-hiffing from above; 
ide o’er the main, the bright infe@tion » 
And flying, with tempeftuous grew; - 
Refleéting billows thot a gleamy —- 
And bold, and flamed; with elemental 
From the aR his renee bed, 
Qld Ocean's azure head 
Like premietes 
And.roar’d in 
j 2 But when he faw 
* Can, with equal grand 0 4 : And Heav’n, and Drake, 
Its brilliant head with cee one! arm’d; 
‘And contented, knows, next day. - ‘ With billowing ftorms he urg’ 
» Doubly will the lofs repay, : And heav’d huge mountains he b 
Ui fortune faatches it away, : ‘The burning fleet deplore their impious 


Princely heen thas | And dread the thund’rer, now they feel 
Andthus —— - With thame, with anguith, and with 


But this py Se Or fink in wat'ry Bods, or floods of, 


‘To this pratcl YD a 
As along Fc an 
| Gazing on my 
Lo i the rllog ints ante a 
To {natch the Fae eyes: impious) 
The mimic be pte mer es Conqueft fat filing at “the fe 
And proudl ieee o'er — And, like the dove, the peaceful olive 
Yet thou; 


ith ev’ is to Like MMrael, England, on her fea-beat 
The refle is not Beheld the proud Egyptians, proud 


Virtue wages fuch a ftrife, _ 5 | But, as when once, the rebel Tit 
In this turbulent ftream of lifes And fell fad vitims to a 
Rack’d with paffions, toft with fears, Sprung from the poifon of 
‘Vex'd with jealoufies, and cares : A race arofe, as impio 


But a good unfpotted foul, d 
Defy the thund’rer, and dethrone the gods 


‘Though fubjedt, yet knows no controul, uu 
Whilft it turns on virtue’s pole, So, from this bafe defeat, with impious: 

But, lo! the clouds obfeure the fun, Nig Hisass dae'¢ sus RSS eee 
Swift fhadows o'er the waters run ! takin: like, Be mimic power th 
ates too, my Oya gn flics? A : at . eae od we 
An: its v in the dei 

bebewy ‘ Clofe plowing treafon laid the 

Hence learn, refle pee Old midwife-night arated 
How filent fate {till h on, To hatch thi jhe As 
How fuddenly you mutt be gone! ‘ when rien f ds, bated 
And as-you now can tell no more, Beheld the o's geniae Tat eae: 
bs ikenefs that your vilage wore, (Such, once in heav’n, he faw black -treafo 

in the furface of the flood, Wheo vebek Mach shale God ensgS 
Sas baciow you fee TE With as the faced: pew’ deen 
y pena # ‘enetality o And hov’ring o’er his ifle incumbent bend 
©The aeletiee reath ot tins: web ouslery eaiiy rggueedite oe 2 
Shall forget your very name. et ae gion hag nf ae 


Embrown’d the filver em 
VERSES ON THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER. Nor yet ihe choral code 


‘Mourn, Rome thy baffled arts, thy conquer’d | But all in fitence, all in horror 
No breathing breeze the 

> Form Vie heav’a apis zeal difarmis; | And Heaven alone = = 
es Na 


Q A race, that "Qurft wfurp the blefe'd al 





age 


© Britain fee thy doom— 
'confpires! "tis Rome!” 
ns difpel the hideoys 


fe fk ayo ight. 


‘0 the deepeft hell 
curfe thy rage, in Brad line chains! 
ke! prienais's couling, lion roars, 
concave fhores ; 


: SS on it round, 


a peace peotpites 
‘plots, and ftratagems ¢ a 
fhalt thou mourn thy baffled rage 5 


, we dare raion beet 
hands te balck, o 


sas begird ‘Britannia's ifle, 
with fweets eternal file, ¥ 


om CRASSUS, 
n'd with oe tila 
ckearobebefide, » 
id down — i 
town, 
Fes of his 
° Heiiagpek es 2 
vars ‘his gown’s Prunello ! 


ee sak 


the eyant ofa 


She faid, and to the 
pee cach 


premeditated bride, 
ae Cofmetic jas reply'd. 


Beware, fair hopes Deine 
The dan; seni oe ee 
But thin! hove WH gin shale sharia 
And ta hw fon beni ay he 
For this (take notice what I fay) 
Depend on, to your forrow, 
That if you change your mind to-day, 


T'll-chapge your face vo-morrow, Eee en) 


z 


THE NIGHTINGALE AND SHEP, 


IMITATED FROM STRADA. 

"Twas when the fun diffus’d a mild 

And lengthning thades confe'd ca. 

To Tis banks banks repair’d an 

‘The love, and envy, of thee mI 

To cool his heat, he fou; sencghba ah> m 

Tee his heat, but more, the heat of love; 
foothe his cares, on a foft lute he play’d, — 

Bat the foft lute reviv'd the lovely maid ; 

corinne Semen 

Wav'd wi 

When Pte, on tle bird of love, ‘ 

Poor, pretty, fara is Syren’of the grove ! 

-Enchanted, heard the thepherd as he play’d, * 

And ftole attentive to the tuneful thade, 


Perch’d o'er his head, the charmer feem’d to growy _ 
And to the lyre, in hadows danc’d below ; 


She foothes, and fweetens, with her fofter tongues 
Gently refines each imitated ftrain 

And with his mitic. charms the ravifh’d fwain ; 
The ravith'd fwain admir'd pe rey 

At firft miftaken for breeze; 
But when he found his near, 
Imbibing mufic both at eye an ye 

Sublimer notes 

The daring prel lu Sapa 

roy erjoy’d, the charmer 

And warbling, Pn, 


oe 2 hep ie 
For "hilome fings a iw 





MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 7 26 
No fierce, inclement winter Shivers here, 


With eafier art the modulates each note, 
More nat’ral mufic melting in her throat. 


“Much he admir’d the magic of her tongue. . 
But more to fee his lute, and art outdone ; 
And now, to loftier airs, he tunes the ftrings, 
And now, to loftier airs, his echo fings; 
Though loud as thyader, though as fwift as 
thought, : 5 
She reach’d the fwelling, caught the flying note; 
In trembling treble now in deeper bafe, 
She thow’d how nature could his art furpafs. 
Amx’d, aclength, with rage the shepherd 
cburn’d, 
His admiration into anger turn’d ; 
Enflam’d with emulating pride, he flood, 
And thus defy’d the charmer of the wood. 
And wile thou ftill my mufic imitate ? 
‘Then fee thy folly, and thy tafk is great--- 
For know more pow’rful lays remain unfung, 
Lays! far {uperior to that mimic tongue— 
Tf not, this lute, this vanquith’d lute, 1 {wear, -- 
Shall never more delight the ravith’d ear ; 
But, broke in {catter'’d fragments ftrew the plain, 
And mourh the glory which it could not gain» 


He faid, anid as he faid, his foul on fire, 
With a difdainful air, he {wept the lyre s 
Quick to the touch, the tides of mufic flow, 
Swell into ftrength, or melt away in woe; 
Now, raife the thrilling trumpet’s clanging jar, 
Now, roufe the raging thunders of the war; 
Now, fofvning founds, and fadly-pleafing ftrains, 
Breathe out the lover’s joys, and Jover’s pains, 

He fung, and ceas’d his rivals’ notes to hear, 
As his dy’d lift’ning in the ambient air. 

But now, too late! her noble folly found, 

Sad Philomela ftood fubdu’d by found. {fill’d, 
‘Though vanquith'’d, yet, with generous asdoor 
Ignobly ftill fhe fcorn'd to quit the field; 
Each emulated air, each laboyr’d note, 


Trills on her tongue, and trembles through her’ 


throat, 
But flowly faint her penfive accents flow, f 
‘Weaken'd with grief, and overcharg’d with woe: 
Again, the tunes her voice, again the fings, 
Strains every nerve, and quivers on her wings; 
3n vain! her finking fpirits fade away, + 
And in a tuneful agony decay 5 
Dying, fhe fell, and as the firains expire, 
Breath’d out her foul in anguith on the lyre; . 
Diffolv'd in tranfport, there, refign’d her breath, 
And gain'’d a living conqueft by her death. 


THE COURT OF VENUS, 
FROM CLAUDIAN, 


‘Warne the fair Paphian goddefs kept her court, 
‘Where the loves wanton, and the graces fport; 
A tow’ring ‘mountain lifts its lofty brow, 


And bends with pleafure o’er the plains below; z 


O'er diftant, blue-retiring hills furveys 

Its fhadays floating in Tonian feas;  ~ 

The 2’impervious, all accefs denies, 

Tites the Laing foot, and dims the dizzy eyess 
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No blafting feafons nip the blooming yearg 
No fmoking mifts, nor foggy damps arife, 
Hang o'er the hills, or fail along the tkiess 
But an untainted AXther fhines ferene, 

‘And theds its influence on the fmiling feene ¢ 
Eternal fweets the wafting breezes bring, 
And whifper out an everlatting fpring- 


. This pleafurable mountain by degrees, 

Sinks in a level, to falute your eyes; 

Where joy, fucceeding joy, for ever new, 

For ever rifing to the ravith'd view, . 
The wand’ring fight with {weet amufement feada 
Through golden groves, and ever-living meads, 


“Thefe were the gifts, his gratitude to prove,’ 
Vulcan beftow’d upon the queen of love ; Y 
For thefe, the queen of love, refign’d her charmty 
And over-fold the Heaven in her arms, 


Here, a foft grove its coolly thade affords, 
Fann'd by the mufic of the warbling birds; 
‘Fo this, the fylvan chorifters refort, 
Hop on the boughs, and to the breezes fport’s 
‘The queen of love, amid the tuncful throng, 
With gracious fmiles rewards the fav'rite fong; - 
Ele&s the worthy tenant of the grove, 
And dedicates him to the god of Jove. 


Embow’ring trees the mingled fhade compofe, 
‘That imitates the fair, for whom it grows; 
With complicating poplars, poplars twing, 
With fpreading alders, fpreading alders join t 
Majeftic elms with bending foliage flow, 
Float in green waves, and fan the fhades below; 
The thades below, the cooling gale receive, ~ 
And rifing, with the cooling gale, revive : 
‘Two diffrent rivers murmur through the grove,” 
Two fatal contrarieties in love ! : 
This, fweet as mutual joy im youthful veins, 
That, bitter, as a dying Jover’s pains 
Confcious, the ftreams, each other feem to fhun, 
Bat, in meanders loft, too foon are one! a 
Dipt in thefe fabled waves, love’s fatal dart, 
Stings the diftraéted foul, to foothe the heart; 
To thefe, their double pow’r his arrows owe, 
Soft-pleafing joys, and fad confuming woe. | 


Rang’d on the banks, the little loves refort, 
Plight fancy’d oaths, and bend their bows in fports 
Thefe, tehder nymphs produc’d, a blooming race | 
And left their virgin image on their face. 

Their ruddy cheeks their parents charms proctaim, 
Alike their habit, and their Jook the fame: 

O’er all thefe troops, prefides the god of love,’ 

A god, whom all the gods revere above ; 

Sprung from the mother, and the queen of charms, 
He fhines diftinguith’d in fuperior arms ; 

His cogent power e’en deities controuls, © 

And aw¢s the thunderer that awes the poles; 

On earth he triumphs o’er a monarch’s cares, 
And blafts the laurel which the thunder {pares : 
In woods, and groves, th’ inferior archers reign, 
Contented with the conquefts of the plain. 


, Clofe by the ftreams, in fatal pomp array'dy’~ 
Love's wild romantic equipage is laidg 


Se 
Here fawlefs tiherty fot ever roves, 

For ever riots in excefs of loves; F 
Snflam’d with wine, diftracted rage appears, 

But fuon diffolves in felf-accufing tears 

Here warming whifpers propagate replies, 
Swect-melting murmurs, foft-confenting fighs; 
‘With all the eloquence that hearts confefs, 

‘With all the harmony that eygs exprefs : 

There young defire their tafted joys purfué, 
Pieas’d with the paft, and panting for the new; 
When ftrange chimeras on a fudden rife, 

Shift the falle feene, and intercept their eyes; 
‘Yormenting jealoufies, uneafy cares, 

Diffembling hopes, imaginary fears; - 

Accufing crimes:of ill-requittcd love 

And breaking vows re-echo through the grove. 
Folt in the midf, with nice becoming grace, 
Stood youth, coo confcious of his comely face ; 
Proud of his nervous ftrength, and vig*rous veins, 
‘With pain his blood the lufcious tide contains; 
With haughty fmiles he mocks declining age, * 
His flarv'’d enjoyments, and diffembled rage ; 
‘The wither'd crone avoids him with remorfe, 
And fickens at the thought of, Once he was-— 

Proud 6'er the groves a glitt’'ring dome afcends, 

Rich with the labour of Vulcanian hands ; 


‘Through thegreen ranks, thedarting Iuftre ftreams, ‘ 


And the thades kindle with reflected flames; 
This maflerpiece of fkill, the Lemnian god, 
On his fair fpoufe a worphy gift beflow'd. 
Immortal monuments of art fupport 

‘The vaft foundations of euch a» ple court, 
On diamond pillars, diamond pillars ri 
At once invade, and emulate the ikics; 
Pelucid cryftal clarifies cach ftone, 

And by excluding, makes a double fun 

“In oval fteps the wavy topaz rail’d, 
Gleams by reflexion on the valving gold ; 
Each ftone coufpires it emulating rays, 
Glitters the beryls, and the rubies blaze ; 
Carv'd faphires melt in undulating fame, 
And ¢rink the lucid amber’s fainter ftream, 


Here fpacions greens, reviving arcas rife, 
And witha milder fcene refrefh_ the eyes ; 
‘Through Caffia groves ambrofial breezes breathe, 
And fteal the aromatic {weet beneath ; 

There, foft, inferior Mhades of myrcle grow, 
And lilies, bluthing asthe rofes glow; . 
Diffolv’d with joy, the trickling balm rims o'er, 
And the fweet tears diftil at every pore. 

But now, his journey paft, the god of love, 
‘With joyful fteps approach’d his native grove; 
And now he re-affumes.a folemn pace, 4 
He moves with majefty, and looke with grace. 


It happen’d then, with future joys elate, 
His goddefs-mother at her toilet fate ; 
On either fide, th’ [dalian fifters ftand, 
Proud of the fmiling goddeffes command 5 
Thefe {catters odours o'er the fragrant fair, 
Thofe thread the mazy tendrils of her hait ; “ 
Part exercife the nice correcting comb, ~* - 
Smooth the foft curls, and cali.the ftraglers home, 
‘The comely fav'rites, by a nice defign, 
‘They leave to fport, and wanton with the winds 
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The comely fav’rites, with adorning grace 
Wave on the breeze, and flow upon ‘her face, 
With cooling airs create an eafy pride, ~ 


-] And, but increafe the charms, they ftrive to hide : 


No glaffes here, deluding lightsfupply,””"", 
The brilliant diamond, guider the judging eye; 
For as the goddefs moves new mirrors rife, 
And catch augmenting {plendors from her eyes; 
As to the multiplying ftones fhe turns, 
In all the dances, and in ail the burns. 

But, lo! a fudden fcene of glory fires ° 
Her rifing foul, and breathes more gay defires ; 
Her fon’s reflected image fhe furveys, >. 
With trembling joys, the furns to prove the rays, 
But turning, confcious of her only fon, .* 
Into the bloomy boy’s embraces run, 
Receives him panting at unfolding charme, 
And bugs the little darling in her arma, 


ORPHEUS AND EURYDICE, 
. FROM VIAGIL’S FOURTH GRORGIC. | 


INcews'd, the raging prophet ® thus replies, 

Gnahhes his teeth, and solls his azure eyes, 

No common vengeance does your crimes purfue, 

Your crimes, which well deferve their fatal duet 

Bat humbly {upplicate immortal hate, £ 

And wifely thun the threat’ning rage of fate; 

Q! think on Orpheus, and his injur’d fpovfe, A 

And mark the wicked author of their woes; 

When lawlefs Juft enfiam’d thy boiling blood, 

To chate the fiying fair along the flood ; J 

Think, how the fnake, in verdant ambuth laid, 

Unwarily furpris’d the panting maid; 

Shricking, fhe fell, refign’d her fainter breath, 

And fought the kinder arms of icy death: 

The nymphs, the fwains, the dying virgin moprn’d, 

The river deities, the grief return'd ; 

The winds, with fympathifing forrow, figh’d, 

And the fad ftreams their trickling tears fupply'd, 
The wretched hufband, hopelefs of relief, 

In tuneful anguith fought to foothe his grief 

But rifing fozrows ail his thoughts controul, 

Flow in his eyes, and melt his foft’ning foul 

In plaintive ftrains he mourns his confort gout, 

Sighs to the rifing, and the fetting fun; 

‘Till wildly loft in folitude and woe, 

Raving, he fought, the dreary thades below, 

Advent'rous. by defpair, and dar'd to tread 

‘The melancholy marfivns of the dead; 

With fongs to fupplicate th’ infernal power, 

And foothe the god, who ne’er was footh'd before, 
Lur'd by the magic of the facred found, 

Swift-gliding crowds of fpe@res hover round ; 

Thick, as when fowls obfcure the ew’ning air, 

And to their groves in feather’d clouds repair ; 

Men, matrons, maids, a vifionary throng, 

Surround the poet, and imbibe his tong; ~~ + 

With all thofe multitudes of empty ghofts, 

Where Stygian ftreams furround the fquallid coats; 

Heedlefs their own unhappy fatesto mourn, = * 

Weeping, they make his mitery thgir One 


‘*° Proteise.... a 
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Delighted to the barren rocks to telly 
The rigorous benevolence of hell; 
Averfe to Venus, and the nuptial joys,. 


"Bren hell itielf, with ‘all its fends, was charm'd, 
Its terrors foften’d, and its rage difarm’d; 
The grinning guardian Joll’d his triple tongue, 
"And fawning, lick'd the poct, ashe fung; 
"Vhe-very furies heav’d away their chains, 


And found their own too weak for mufic’s trains, 


Ixion his eternal toil forewent, — 
And lift’aing, on his rolling labour, tear. 


But now the tuneful bard, his bride reftor’d; 
Back to the realms of day, the path explor’d; 
Slowly thé foltow'd, as he led the way, 
Obedient to Proferpina’s decree’s 
For if, before the gloomy fhades were'paft; 

He turn’d to look, the look muft be his laft, 

A fault which hell might pafs in Mence by, 
Could hell behold it with a lover's eye: 

And now near travers'd o'er the realms of night, 
‘They rofe emergent on the beams of light ; 
When the poor youth unfortunately kind, 

Caft a too fond-condudtive glance behind: 

But, as he turn’d, three peals of thunder fpoke, 
‘The dire conditionary promife broke; 

While thus the fadly fweet, reproving maid, 
Befpoke the youth by too much love betray’d, 


Unhappy Orpheus! ah, unhappy boy ! 
‘What mov'd thee thus to blaft our bloomy joy? 
Alas! for ever loft, I leave thee now ! 

‘This parting kifs, to foothe eternal woe—— 
Farewell—dim fhades of horror round me rife, 


And fudden night o’erwhelms my fwimming eyes, 
She faid; and as the faid, in thades withdrew, 


From his deluded arms, the vifion flew; 
With ftrist embrace, in vain he ftops her flay, 
Diflolv'd to air, unfelt, fhe glides away ; 

In vain he fecits her with inceffant eyes, 

In vain invokes her with imploring cries; 
‘What could he do? All efforts are too late, 
‘Again her foul is fummon'd down by fate; 
Th’ infernal ferry-man relents no more, 

And e'en his mufic now forgets its powcr ! 


Seven months, by fame's report, the loncfome 


fwain,- 
Devoted to his melancholy pain : 


Where Scythian hills are bleak with drifted fnow, 


And fhiver in the frigid fleods below, 
Dittracted, with indulgency of grief, 
In foul-refaring ftrains he fought relief; 


In ftraing that c’en the barren mountains charm'd, 


And their eternal frofts with pity warm'd : 
The lift'ning favages his power confef'd, 


‘Their rage he foath’d, but could not foothe his 


breaft. 
As the lamenting nightingale complains, 
Of cruel fpoilers, and deltruSive fwains, 
When fad +. the fees her younglings borne away, 
Her downy darlings, an inhuman prey ! 
Sunk in fome gloom, the darkling pines alone, 
Sighs out her grief, and murmurs out her moan. 


‘Thus Orpheus fought to calm his peacelefs breait, 


A fitanger to the quietude of reft ; 
Now wildly rortur’d by defpair, he goes, - 
P'cr freetg mountains of eternal fuowg, 
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In unavailing grief his life deftroys; 


Till frantic Bacchanals that nradly flrove 


To warm his bofom to a fecond love, 

With rage, revenge, and brutal fury arm'd, 

More favage, than thofe favages he charm'd, 
Confpir'd againft his life, the bard they flew, 
And on cold Hebe’s ftreams his head they threwg 
Yet, e’en in death, his voice bewails his woe, 
And with the flreams his ftrains in anguith Bows 
Eurydice! his dying tongue deplores, 

Eurydice! refounds along the length’ning thorog, 


UPON A NEEDLE. - 
Occafioned by feeing a Lady Embroidtering. 

Tas little inftrument of art} 
Methinks, refembles Cupid's dart; _ 
As the filken wound it gives, 
With enliv’ning beauty hives; 
So the pointed thafts of love, * 
On my heart, their power proves 
And, asthe vital threads they picres, 
Animate a fpring of verfe, 7 
Whilft the flowers of poetry 
Arife, thefe brighter flowers to fee. 


Yet, though thus like, hoth darts appear, 
In the main joint, they ‘differ far; " 
For, but confider, their employs— 

This creates, but that deftroys! 


TO MR. TAYLOR, A.B. OF ST. JOHN'S, de,’ 
Upon reading fome of bis éxcellent Poems. 


As foppliants e’er they feck the facred thrine, 
Prefer their off 'rings to the power within; 

Thus let me fix this token of my zeal, {Nealz 
Here, through thefe gates of fame, a pals-parg 
Purfue the paths of glory where you sun, 

And, like the lark, falute the rifing fun. 

But hark ! what {weet enchanting notes I hear® 
Does * Horace, or dues Taylor charm mine ear? 
Delufive thought! the Roman, now no more, 

To Latium loft, delights th’ Elyfium fhore + - 
There, hap'ly could he hear thy loftier firain, 
Thy lyre would charm him into life again. 

. t Securely may’ft thou dare the darts of death, 
Defy the tyrant with thy lateft breath; 

For this life loft, eternal life receive, 

And in thy own Pindaric ever live. 


$ What may vot all thy lofty numbers ratfe, 
When light receives new luftre from thy lays? 
Amaz’d,I view’d thy beams, like ancient night, 
Silver my gloom, and cheer my foul with light < 
Like the fair orb you fing with equal force, : 
By your own brightnefs you dire your courfes" 
To us below, thy genial rays difpenle, : 





The glorious beams of everlafting fenfe; - 


© Alluding to Bis odes, 

t Alluding to a poem again the fear of death. 
$ Adluding to an ode on light, a ge . 
t 
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Ripen each thonght, recal cach fancy forth, 
And warm poetic harvefts inta birth, 

In thee, as in Apollo, both unite, ~ 
‘Ccleftial luftre, and celeftial wit. 


“ Had holy David heard thee weep his woe, 
‘The Pfalmitt had refign'd his harp to you ; 
Mufic, like yours, would all his griefs controul, 
And foothe him, as he footh’d diftemper’d Saul, 


Bue whilft t thus thy pleafing paths purfue, 
‘What fields of glory open to my view? 
‘What rifing raptures, ali my breaft infpire, 
How my foul kindles with reflected fire! 
Guill, as 1 read, with rage divine I glow, 7 
Dwell on each thought, and ftrive to think like 

out 

With Gendee view judicious ardour fhine, 
Bloom in each thought, and ripen ev'ry line: 
¥ach manly verfe, with female fweetnefs flows, 
With fruits, and bloffoms, like the orange glows. 


But, oh! forgive a weak officious friend, 
And let thefe lines my honeft love commend ¢ 
‘Whilft to fublimer flights your wings afpire, 
‘Thus let me gaze at diftance, thus admire ; 
Receive a fingle portion of your powcr, 

Nor, like Elitha, could I with for mere. 

But, when time fees thy future laurels grow 
For fome great Iliad, to adorn thy brow, 

In the foft fhade, thus let me chant my love, 
And live the linnet of thy laurel grove. 


TO LAURA. 


Waen Paris faw the bright celeftial Three, 
And view’d thofe beauties, now reviv’d in thee, 
Hiadft thou, my Laura, feen the grand difpute, 
Hadft thou contended for the glitt’ring frait 5 
Heaven's queen had found her princely prefents 
vain, 
Nor proffer’d empires you alone could gain; 
Pallas abath'd, had own’d with {weet furprife, 
‘The filent eloquence of magic eyes; 
Snch eyes had {mil’d thee faireft of the fair, 
And Venus own'd a brighter Venus there, 
‘Though Venus;fhone with each alluring grace, 
Her charms had only gain’d a fecond place : 
‘Thine | thine had won the fhepherd’s noble part, 
‘Though hers the apple, thine had been his heart. 


TO THE SAME.—WEEPING, 


Iv Laura weep for thofe her eyes have flain, 
‘Then smile, my fair, and we'll revive again. 


TO THE SAME 


ON HER PATCUES, 


YLavra, you fay, thefe fable fpots impart, 

"Lhe feemly tokens of cach love-burnt heart 5 
As conquer'd trophies grace fome facred fhrine, 
So they adorn a power, as much divine : 

But if, among thofe conquefts of your eyes, 
My humble heart tan prove a worthy prizes 





© Alluding toa pocts gn David's bamentation exer 
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© let your lip the faithful token wear,- 
And let me live on endlefs kiffes there ! 


_ TO HER RING. 


Brest ornament! how happy is thy {nare, 
To bind the fnowy finger of my fair! 
O could [ learn thy nice coerfive art, 
And as thou bind’ft her finger, bind her heart * 
Not eaftern diadems, like thee, can thine,” 
Fed from her brighter eyes with beams divine ; 
Nor can their mightieft monarch’s pow'r com. 
“mand .. 2 : 
So large an empire, as thy charmer’s hand. 
O could thy form thy fond admirer wear, 
Thy very likenefs fhould in al} appear ; 
My endlefs love, thy endlefs round thould thow, 
And my heart flaming, for thy diamond glow. 


GN A LADY’S NECKLACE, * 


Ye cryftal orbs that on her bofom lie, 

The glitt’ring planets of a brighter tky, 

Like Qars illumin’d by the lamp of day, 

rom my Sclinda’s eye you catch your ray 3 

Well may thofe eyes of light like yours infpire, * 

When their leaft beam can fet my heart on fire. 
© happy chain! thy artlefs foldings prove - © 

Superior to the magic charms of love ! 

O: were you, by a juft poffeffion, mine, - 

And had I power to make you more divine ; 

Could art increafe cach globe, as large as this, . 

Like Anthony, I'd give it for a kif: 

My worlds,though (well'd to thoufands, I'd beftow, 

‘To circle my Selinda’s neck, like you, 


TO A LADY, 
‘Whe is moft beautiful when Angry. 


Cztta, methinks, that fweet contraded brow, 
Refembles angry Cupid’s bended bow ; 

Like, that, it aims a ftroke at every heart, 
Whilft either eye fupplics a keéner dart. 


ON WOMEN, 


Brent, as thofe glittering worlds that roll above, 
Are women, when in virtue’s orb they move ; 
‘But then, like ftars, once fall’n, their light they 
lofe, 
Unheeded fade, and turn to flime, like thofe, 


‘ "(TO MRS, WIGMORE, 
” “Upon fecing ber at the Mountebunk’s lage. 


Coutn Smith’s medicinary power but heal, 
With half that eafe, your fatal glances kill : 
How might we biefs the love-relieving art 
How might it foothe this fad afflicted heart ! 
But yet, for O! fo pleafing is the flame, 

So like the charming fair, from whom it came! 
Firft, let each pang diftraét my peaceful reft, 
But never, never! leave my love-fick breait ; 
Still, ftill, let hope indulge the dear defires 

Aad with the lamp of life alone expire; 
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$o fhall my death, my faithful paffion prove, 
And my heart dic a martyr to my love. 


TO MR, EUSDEN, 
Defiring bis Correétions on a Poem™, 
Dear Sir, 
Yv what a grateful heart can give, 
May mect a kind reception, this receive ; - 
‘To thefe low, humble lines, a while unbend, 
Andlet the critic foften to the friend; 
Let human candor aid thy judging art, 
And thy head ever diState from thy heart! 


.Fond to be thought a candidate for fame, - 
My mufe, ambitious, takes a lofty aim ; 
But, ah ! too bold her with, too large her view, 
Unlefs approv’d, unlefs infpir’d by you; 
Unlefe you tune her notes, in vain fhe fings, 
Unlefs you aid, in vain fhe fpreads her wings; 
Aw'd by your ward, fhe’ll, bluthing own her fault, 
Difclaiming each extravagance of thought ; 
Nature, and art, at once, like you, difpenfe, 
And ripen fancy into ftrength of fenfe. 


‘Thus, tender trees, with flowers luxuriant fmile, 
‘Walte their vain fap, ungrateful to their foil ; 
{ill fome wife hand, with kind corrective care, 
Prune their gay pride, and bid their branches bear: 
‘Then fruits, and flowers, promifcuoufly abound, 
Teem from the ftroke, and bloffom fromthe wound. 
Sidney-College, Fan. 37. 1725-6. 
W. Pattison. 


- AN APOLOGY TO MR. BELL. 
Clarior in tencbris fi latuiffit, erat. 
Sin, 
Ie I my tributary lays refufe, 
© blame not me, but Dlame the confcious mufe! 
For when commanding duty bids me fing, 
She ftopa my voice, and breaks the jarring ftring ; 
And when I would the pleafing taik renew, 
The awful Roman rifes to my view, 
Let thofe, fays he, who aim in all they write, 
At once to mingle profit, and delight ; : 
"Their theme exactly to their meafures fit, 
- Nor vainly hope to rife above their wit: 
Who looks aloft, will furely tread awry, 
+ And may miftake a marl-pit for the iky. 
Yet, like the reft, I can my tribute bring, 
Like fome perhaps in fpite of nature fing : 
Ranfack each common author, and from thence 
Profane good ancient phrafe with modern fenfe, 
Jn rapine rich, laborioufly dull, 
‘Witty, but juft enough to fhow a fool; 
How could I languifh in a rural fong, 
And tag the tadpole-paftoral along ? 
How fweetly fhould the tuneful murmurs creep, 
And lull the ravith'd reader fafk affeep ? 
‘The blafted oaks fhould then more juftly fear, 
My rhyming fury, than the thunder’s fear. 
- How could ¥; wing’d with fplay-foot lyrics fly, 
Like beg, on broomftick, through the troubled 
“wey * 
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Rhyming, I'd mount, like Dennis, heretofore, 
Blufter as ioudly, and as proudly foar. 


‘Well may fuch poets rife a tow’ring height, 
Who have no thought to intercept their flight 5 
Nor need they fear to tumble from the fkies, 
For thofe can never fall, who never rife. 


But fhall I with colle@ed theft profane 
The great, the blefs’d, the venerable name? 
Shall 1 with murd’rers to the altar fly, 
Not through religious zeal, but infamy, « 
As Blackmore fought in Job a fanctuary ! 
Forbid it, Heav’n—I choofe an humbler fate, 
Nor would be wicked, to be vainly great, .. 
Let me in lowlier feenes a while delight, 
With cooling judgment meditate the fight; 
Then, worthy Sir, if time confirm my thought, 
‘The tribute, if ’tis worthy, fhall be brought; . 
With double ardour I’il the tafk purfuc, 
To fing of Heaven, and fing to you. 


TO MR. HEDGES, _ 
On Reading bis Latin Ode to Dr. Broxbslan. 


Unsxrtx’p in Greek and Roman tongue, 
Which words are fhort, and which are long, 
To thee thefe home-{pun lines 1 fend, 

Not as a fcholar, but a friend. 


Here I might thow from wife example, 
In work elaborate and ample, o 
That Homer, though he writ in Greek, 
‘Writ what his mother taughthim fpeak 
Horace and Virgil's learned Latin, 


‘| Was what, when boys, they us'd to prate im 


That all fam'd bards, except the Dutch, 
(If there were ever any fuch) 

Have writ the poems, they excel in; 
In the fame tongye they learn’d to {pelt im, 


To thee alone, with greatcf cafe, ° 
*Tis granted, in all ways, to pleafe ; 
And, by a gift from heaven miraculous, 
All lingua’s are to thee vernacula’s: 
That Horace felf had fcarcely known, 
Thy thoughts, or language from his ows. 


Many a lad returns from fchool, 
A Latin, Greek, and Hebrew fool ;.. 
In arts and knowledge ftill a block, 
Though deeply ékill'd in ic, bec, baa _ 
Heavy they tread the up-hill way, 
O’er craggy socks, and found’ring clay, 
‘Till weary with their road, they ftop 
Juf at the mountain’s lofty top ; 
Still poring on the barren ground, ~ : 
View not the beauteous profpeét round ; 
Which, hid beneath the fummit, lies 
Conceal’d from low and vulgar eyes, 
And which alone can amply pay 
The toil and dradgery of the way : 
From hence they might with tranfport view. 
All that the ancient fages knew ; 
What they perform’d, and what they 
How Tully fpoke, and Cafar fought; 
While manners of a world unknown " 
Should guide their youth, and form their owns 


thought, 


What Homer feigns, when eae 
Infpir’d by Pallas, with the queen of 
But fhows the weaknefs of vain: beat 
Whilft wifdom’s re aioe 


Blind to the 


ning 
| Bat,ah | methinks, I bed 
Such charms inv. flowery ~S 
Refolv’d, fair beauty’ s ‘lovely maze Pilr Pn ie 
Who might not thus? who would not be yndon 
O ftay, rath youth beware, b Eee wife, 
Lurk’ ‘din that 


‘ad, for the vi Bek i 
Hence; Celia roles the rat of of | thy b 


In all the feeming Deity confeft 
Hence, when the fpeaks, there’ 's mdi it 


Hence, wher ee eae her eyes like 
wound : 


But, to thy 
And the 


Or ante thou judge, by p 
Still, will each sical 
Beam in her eye, and 
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A Fae blue sult Stems ‘mountain's height, 
[rapt in in gry deludes the diftane fight ;_ 
we draw more near, 
ides the a a the rough rocks appear. 
Nor outward form thy eafy thought controul, 
But be the look an index to 
when old nature fram’d the faithlets fait 
every work the goddefs cull’d a fhare; 
heav’nly beauty bade her face excel, 
t made her heart the oak. othe i 
nee, pride, and. 8 fury grow, 
he {prin age of forrow, and the feeds of woe ! 


Phus & ha painted I thine, 
buih'd, lurk within. 
6 » that I rafhly blame 


, thy too generous flame ; 
'd heart, thepangs has bore, 
¢ es no more ; 
ee pw ay 
i love-envenom’d breatt 
each arrow fteals upon our heart, 

glides a feather, but it grows a dart. 

Yet, wouldft thou from increafing ills be free, 

urfue thy precepts, and 1 


ut, muft fome lovely, fome divinely fair, 


en this draught of life, and foothe thy care ; 


und form 4 7enus of the brain ; 
en fhalt thou feorn thofe charms that m 
nd by the fair illufion learn to live. 


So Mrael’s fons, by poifonous et ftung, 
Moft in air, ic ferpent 
ix’d on fad 
Gaz'd into heal thee pn. 
Sidney. Col Fa 19.1) 


ON A PAINTED LADY. 
mL1A's fair, the paige toaft, 


lay of each perféion Boat 
Vhat penurious nature 
tt more liberal befto: 
a frether blush arife, 
lightning arm her eyes; 


aprace, - 
wond her face: 
4 ae, 
To fee how 
To fee how all the 
Jelia, mortal now. 
created by their powers : 
‘Thus the faireft fweereft place, 
D eg amie wat 
| catalded th 


Surpr: fcenes attra our fight, 
‘And pad difpleafure to delight ; 
The favages forfake their place, » 
And yield to nobler human faces, 
Au Natura intendat Monftrum? 
Traxflated from the Carm Quads 
Press’d with a load of poverty and years, 


How ftrange a progidy prs ne 
Whofetrembling limbs, and wert 
The noxious witch, foe to the ea eal 
ity 


Who gathers. herbs by moon- 
The neighb’ring villages with 
To her imagin’d fpells dire w 
The gen’rous courfer lothes the 
Spurning the glebe around the field 
Forfakes his dn ppled plain; coptineyubeaeoe™ 

From infants tender mend e hej csi (a 
There numbers fhall to wond’ri 
Sharp pins and needles tear their ; 
From heifers ftubborn teats:the idling ao. tof 
Of milky neétar now defends 
Dame Baucis trudges to the ce iy vay 
Few drops, alas! her ftinted pails contain. 

Oft the malicious hag is fecn. sete 
Through the large convex of the r 
Upborn by magic ftaff the rides fecure, © 
(Superior to the giddy whirlwinds pox 
Advent’rous, o’er the 
Mocks the rude winds, and in the 
Now dwindled to an hare, the feours 
While the full cry her circling maze p 
Now tir’d, the beagle’s eager fpeed 
In puzzling thickets loft, or tracklefs woods s 
The baffled hunters for the witch i P 
Now fafely feated by the kitchen fire; 
Hid in grimalkin’s form, with fallen 


a 


_| Demure the fits, and licks her 


Whence knows fhe this to var 
And ina borrow’d thape 7 eh 
She, “whom the reftlefs ouile of time made ~— * 
(Time that diftorts the faire! human mould) 
‘Though a poor fimple foul as ever ‘liv'd, © 
Is by the vulgar as a witch pase as Rl 


' Thus montters in our-mind: 
| We give ’em birth, and shape 


TO MRR 
Upon bis tranflating the foregoing. 
To praife unknown, u 
Diftinguithes the criti¢ from 
gost was my juft applaufe when 
roclaim’d your merit, but ¢ mane 
Like Egypt we ador’d the: js 
And blefs'd the latent, eueatet gas good. 
No more fhall filly tales the wor! oie 
No more the fillier world thofe is 
Each wither'd crone fhall live and 
And be no more a witch or wizard. 
No public grievances infeft her cafe, 
But onogetly the ae fink i oe 
The only prodigy whi ae. 
Is fuch a genius fo beyond in ‘years. 





eof 


TO A WRETCHED POETASTER; 
That went inte mourning to counterfeit his fifter’s death. 


In vain, poor fuftian fep, you drefs and write, ~ 
Begot in nature's fcorn, and wit’s defpite ; 

For fure fhe made thee only for a rule, 
. To form a coxcomb, and a canting fools 

In vain you tag dull miferable rhyme, 

And make it with your fhambling legs to chime; 
The mufe you may purfue in nature’s spite, 

But never overtake her tow’ring flight ; 

In this you’re only right, fo fmart in black, 

For then, you ftiow your foul, upon your back, 


As the fly peafant hangs a breathlefs crow, 
‘To {care the vermin from the corn below; , 
So fortune fets thee in a * world of wit, 

-'To keep fools like thyfelf from tafting ic. 


OF old, we read Amphion’s facred fong, 
Could draw dull blocks and fenfelefs ones along; 
"The fame effect among thy books we fee, 
For they draw blocks, 28 dull, in drawing thee. 


Thy wit, and money, both are of a length, 
Both ftol’n, dependant on each other's ftrength ; 
But foon thy fitter fhall refumie her breath, 

And to thy mufe, and thee give furer death ; 
‘Then, thofe black enfigns of her wifh'd-for fate, 
May mourn thy tranfient wit, and loft eftate. 


_ Wrote at Appleby School, 1723. 


SONG. 


* "Twas in the folemn noon of night, 
Asi Jay by amurmuring ream, * 
Betray’d by fancy’s {weet delight, 
Amue’d by an amorous dream. 


‘When ftraight I heard, or feem’d to hear, 
From an ivy’s dark reverend thade, 

A folemn found affault mine ear, 

», and heavily pierce the thick glade, 


But foon a faint pale form appear'd, 
Like a fhade on a moon-fhiny wall 

‘To it’s gor’d breaft it’s hand it rear'd, 
And utter’d this forrowful call, 

° pity me kind hearted fwain! 
For you knew, ah too well! the falfe maid; 

She Jov’d me firft, firft footh’d my pain, 
She footh’d it, but then fhe betray’d! 

Deprefs’d with anguith, rage, and grief, 
1 fatally. fought out this grove, 

Here rafhly eut the thread of life, 

* And ended all hopes of my love ! 


Bat yet, though beauty cannot pleafe, 
And, thevgh I’m now taftelefs of charms, 
*Jwill rob me of eternal reft, 

To thiok her enjoy’d in thy arms. - 
Yet once, I think, thou wert my friend, 
Till the friend in the rival was loft, 

© kindly let the rival end. 
Nor farther torment a poor ghoft t 


Sng bis boekn, 
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For this a reftlefs thade 1 rove 
Be warn’d by my pitiful fate? 
Betimes, betimes renounce your love, 
Nor ponder this leffon too late! * 
So may good angels guard thy flecp-—. 
But I to the falfe-hearted maid 


“Wil? glide, and through the cu?tains peep; 


There fhow her the man fhe betray’d 


She cannot, fure, fhe cannot fee 
So wretched an objeé unmov'd ! 

At leaft, £ think, the’ll pity me, 
More truly than ever the lov'd. 


Farewell—-but, go to yonder cave, 

Where my bones to the ravens Ie bare 3 
Inhume them kindly ina grave, 

And my fame from afperfers, O clear! 


I trembled as the {pectre fpoke, 
And ftarting, awak’d with the fright, 
While the hoarfe night bird’s hollow croak, 
Prefented the thivering fp’rit. | 


A fadden chillnefs freez’d my breaft, 
My foul in a terror was fled ; 

Fainting, 1 funk, benumb'd opprefs’d, 
And dreamt that Beliza was dead. 


When foon, for now the dawning light 
Be-jewell’d the dew-dropping vale, 

A youth came pofting through the night ; 
To tell me the fore-boded tale. ° 

The maid was dead—my fears were jut,’ 
T arofe, and foon found out the cave, 

Prepar’d an urn, then mix’d their duft, * 
And weeping laid both in a grave. 


‘ FROM LONDON TO CAMBRIDGE, 
AN EPISTLE TO MR, ROCHK. 


Sia, 

Yours, I receiv’d, with mighty pleafurey 
Attended with my learned ® treafure; 
And had E Burkett’s knack, and time, 
I'd hoe my mufe’s feet with rhyme, ~ 
Pd fend you fuch’a pack ‘of news, 

Nay, make an hackney of my mofe: 
Prove logically Pope a fool +, 

Sagely denounce great Shak{peare dull, 
To both prefer good Mafter Fenton, 
Or, in a moment's time invent one; 
But for neceflity you know, 

One’s felf might ftand—in flats quo, 

But hang it, I’ve no turn for fatire, 
Befides, ’tis quite ¢gainft my nature; 
For criticifms! pthaw the bottle 
The devil take your Ariltotle ¢ 
Give me a fparkling foaming i. 
As bright and clever as my lafs ; 
‘Thus let us dance an endlefs round, 
‘Till one or t’other throws me down. 


But now to talk a little ferious, 
Nor vainly light, nor yet myfterious ; 











© Books received. ; 
4 dn anfawer to Burkett’s afferting tafe tinctts 
te 
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Pray how do Cambridge matters ftand 2 
J iow fare the brethren of the baad? 

flor now I think on’t in your laft, 

Thole things were negligently pafs'd; . 

But in your next, pray let me know, 

Hf you can come to town or no; 

For folitary here 1 ftay, : 

Impatient at your long delay; 

Moh indolently {pend my time, 

Or fleep, or drink, or idly rhymes 

Now lay new models for a poem, 

Then in a moment’s time undo ‘em ¢ 

For faith the tuneful tribe negleé&t me, 

While you are abfent to direct me. 

But, if you'll come, then in a trices 

Affifted by your good advice; 

Tl polifh my poctic ftore, 

And fith for trouts in metaphor ; 

To Thames’ ferene retreats repair, 

And finifh my fix cantos there *; 

My pleafurable labours done, 

Subfcribe, your fervant Pattifon. 


TO THE SAME. _ 


Write you, my dear, fit moap’d in college, 
And lofe your wit in fearch of knowledge, 
Reftrain’d by tutors; aw’d by doctors, 
And watch’d by fupercilious proctora; 
T make the prefent day my owny 
And dedicate it to the town: 
As how ? why thus; here's jul a piece 
And this is all, my pleafure’s price ; 
‘With this I'll get politely drunk, 
Wich this I'll get fome courtly punk, 
Nat one of your damn'd common whores, 
‘That ply it at your merchant's doors; 
But one, ay, fuch a one! fo fine! 
You bards would calt her fome divine--< 
Some---but a rapture here encroaches, 
‘Time fpends—-you captain of the coaches? 
Here matter---where ? why to the Role, 
(A place that every body knows.) 

, But now we've got a moment’s talk, 
As folks tell ftories as they walk; 
For once I'll be as dull and fober, 
As if I'd guzzled fat OMober, 


I know you, and twenty more, 
If once poeticalty---poor ; ; . 
Would fit and frown, be hipp’d, and fnively 
And curfe your fortune to the devil's 
Whilft 1, all gay, and debonair, 
‘Till { muft feel, would nothing fear, 
Riches are joys indeed--- want ’em, 
Aud PU thank fortune if fhe’ll grant ’em; 
Tf nat-—why I’m the richer flill--- 
No, no, you mean the poorer Will-<= 
The richer, Sir, 1 fay again, 
And thus the matter Pil explain. 

Thofe mortals, happy, you'll allow, 
Who nothing borrow, nothing owe? 








* Hebada défign of writing @ focm upon angling, 
in fix cantos. 


Vou, Vill. 


No foreign jargon fhall debauch our cat. 
; : Oo’ : 
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But fearch the world: and if you can 

In town or country find that man, 

‘To your opinion I'll defcend, 

If not, I hope, you'll hear your friend. * 


‘Well, for that’s neareft, goto court, 
Begin your fearch, I with you (port = 
His Honour, Lordthip, and his Grace, 
All mighty men! in mighty place ! 

But bow are all thofe honours gain’d ?- 
Thofe mighty places, how obtain’d ? « 
How? why by intereft and favour, 

Then let me note, Sir, by your leave here 3 
Thofe dignities ’tis plainly fhown, 

Are but another's, not their own; 

Sgon got, they may as feon be loft, 

While whim and fancy rule the roaft ; 
And very plainly, by the bye, 

Belong as much to you or {. 


. But if they’re bob’d by church or ftate, 
You fay they've got a great eftate : 
A great eftate! by whom? or how? 
Lerd, Sir! you're too inquis'tive now--= 
Job's father’s dead, he’s eldeft fon, 
Juft come to age, fo alls his own; 
What would you more? but lend your ear, 
And in a moment you fhall hear; a 
Your 'fquire has wealth, and therefore parts! 
Is great at court, deep vere'd in arts: We 
Yet whilft his ftock of wealth and fenfe; ) 
Is due to men or providence ; 
He lives !-—but on afiother’s pence ! 
And while he grows the richer, yet 
He enly runs the more in debt; 
Hence logically I could fhow, 
The more we have, the more we owe; 
But time’s too precious’ thus to fpend, 
And fee we're at our journey’s end--~ 
Here, O delicious! take the glafs-—~ 
O fill it higher! name the lafs-.- é 
Now make a fool, as tale thal blefs ug, 
Of Ariftotle, and of Crofus. 


TO MR. MITCHELL, 


Upon bis poctizal petition to the Honcurable Sip Rober? 
-. Walpole. 

Back, fcribbler, to thy Caledonian plains, 
Cold as thy genius, barren as thy brains; 
To thofe inhofpitable mountains fhow, 
A etrfed rhyming itch they never. knew 3 
Nor think to read thy lectures here; for know, 
We never take didtators from the plough: ° 
Then peaceabl) betimes refign thy quill, 
Scotland to Britith power is {ubjedt fill s 

While Congreve with @ juft politenefs warms,’ 
While eafy Pope with flowing mific charms; 
While witty Swift fhall every mufe adarn, 
And Dennis feourge the fools. he dees not feorns 
White Philips’ verfé delights the lit’ning fwains, 
And Stecle declines the ‘praife his merit gains ; 
While Fenton’s fadly-pleafing numbers move, 
And Granville kindles up a nobler love... * 
While happy we thefe tuneful bards can hear 


gt 
Yet warm’d by Britith heat, and Britith lays, 
Thou ftriv’ft to turn thy libel into praife ; 
Thus Egypt’s fireams in muddy currents run, 
And ripen mto monfters by the fun, 
3n vain thon'rt fanétify’d with Milton's name, 
‘Not even Homer fhould proteé thy thame ; 
In Pope, that mighty Greek thy bafenels knows, 
And Zoilus and Homer till were foes, 
“Murderers like thee to an afylum fly, 
‘Not to thow zeal, but hide their infamy-+ 
And with convicted villains may’ft thou ge, 
Guilty of robbery, and.murder too; : 
Tor trace thy fteps, and prefently we find 
‘The hand that robb’d Pack’s garden of the mind; 
‘Murdering cach fweet, difguifing it for thine, 
#ind making mortal what he made divine, —~ 


_ ON HIS MISTRESS'S FAVOURS. 


‘Like Alexander, Calia {preads her power, 

Like him, fhe makes the vaffal world adore; 
But, ah! like him, to foothe a prowd defire, 
.¥irk conquers towns, thep fets thofe towns on Bre. 


'TO MR. POPE. 
Deak Sie, 
_ Ann fure that fohd, familiar name, 
May hint, that friendthip is my gen’rous aim; 
© then this franknefe of my heart cxcufe, 
‘And with a fmile confirm the blushing mufé; 
“Ambitious hope | yer fay, to blefs our eyes, 
*Thy mighty Homer fhould again arife, 
‘Would thou not pant, the wondrous man to fee ? 
Speak from thy inmoft foul !—then cenfure me! 
And as aloftin laurell’d tate you fit, 
» And yjew below the fubje& fons of wits : 
O, teach thofe arduous ways through which you 
caine, 
"Arid $:ad her througli the flowery paths of fame. 
A child, as yet, m6 certain fteps the takes, 
But now and then a wild excurfion makes; 
Mocks the grave dictates of her guardian art, ~ 
Steals from her fight, and plays a wanton’s part. 
‘Though crofs’d myfelf in every glorious aim, 
Tis hope, at leaft, to be ally’d to fame. 
ind whilft the witty and the fair commend, 
It hints fome merit to be call’d thy friend. 
Fir'dat that word,againft my fate Pl rive, 
And dare to emulate thar praife I'd give, 

’ What though I fail the bold attempt to gain, 

‘Mean were the thought to think it made in vain, 
"Che richett ore thines ufelefs unreveal’d, 
And finalleit talents fhould not be conceal’d. 
For, fure the mufe that gen’rous verfe infpires, 
‘Which friendthip dictates, and affeétion fires; 
‘Warm’d by a faint reflexion of thy flame, ' 
My bofom kindles at immartal fame; 

_ But well I know the rafhnefs of my youthy 
Perhaps thefe lines-confirm the fatal truth ! 
Wo fordid views could ever yet feduce, 

"Lhe virgin-chaftenefs of my youthful mufe ; 
Let venal bards in ftate-promotion play, 
‘There {port Jike ators in the ftream of day. 
1 never made a wealthy idiot laugh, - 

Or Mracl-like ador’d a golden calf; . 


And envy'd 
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But when I fee true worth confpicuous thins, © 
Tburn to make the bright alliance mine. 
Superior to the formal world’s controul, 

Pride in itscharms, and claim a kindred fout 
O! then this token of my zeal receive, ¢: 
For next to merit praifes, is to give... 


UPON SEEING A LADY 
At the Mujic-Booth at Sturbridge Fair. By 9. Taylor. 


Cevxp thefe faint numbers 
fire, a 23! 9 
To that which in his breaft the writer feels: 
Could Phecbus like.the fair unkuows infpire, 
And verfe, but emulate the flame it tells, 
The lover fome fuccefs Had Yound, and fhe 
Been known to fame, though loft to love and me. 


‘Wound net that love with too fevere a name, 
Which was not chance, but paffion in excefs, 
Conceal’d the thaft from whence the arrow 
came, : ; 
My hopes may be, but not my anguifh lefs ¢ 
Strikes not the lightning with a fate as true, 
Though bafied reafon wonder’d whence it flew. 


_ If not in pity to your lover’s woes, 
For your own fake, at Jéaft, yourtelf reveal, . 
Left when I dic, and thou the latent caufe, 
« You lofe a triumph you deferve fo well ; 
Nay, ev’n repaid with all my fuff'rings be, 
by my fall—if known, I fall by thee. 
Yet more—a thoufand loves may lurk behind, 
Aud half the courfe of gory yet to run ; 
A flowing wit, difercet, «1 d beautcous mind, 
May crown the conqueft which your eyes 
begun; = Da toes ot 
Nor bid me dread the*thoufand deaths in ftore, 
| look’d, 1 figh’d, and Jov’d—and was undone bes 
fore t 
In vain 1, midnight-anchorite, muft Boalt 
Of rugged maxims, and pedantic rules, * 
For what is life, if bet enjoyment loft 
In the dull mazes ef infipid fchools? 
Love, muft refine what fcience fearce began,” 
And mould the letter’d favage into man, 


glow with equal™ 


Let lazy hermits dream in college-cells 
Severely great, and indolently good, 
Whofe frozen breafts fuch glimm'ring rapture 
fells, oon 
As lifelefs, dull platonies underfto xd, 
Go, tell that doating fage, who looks on thee 
With Plato's eyes, may queftion if }.< fee. 
Judge now my paffion by fevereft truth, 
And read what rig’rous juftice cannot blame 
If 1 have err’d, inform a willing youth, . 
At left, miftaken only was my flame. : 
‘Was love a crime? then teach me to adore, 
And zeal fhall be what paflion was before. 


TO A LADY, 
THAT SENT ME A FLOWERED CAM 


Wear flowers of rhet'ric can I ufe 
Thefe brighter owers to commend} 
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What gift, or prefent, can I choofe, A mofe, bereft of every worldly view !-— : 
Equivalent to fend? Unknown the comes-—-but then the comes to you! 
Y’ve fearch’'d the mutes fertile field, And, if a ftranger’s foul didtreftful, figh, : 

“But fearching no where can find fachy "Tun'd by kind fympathy, our fouls reply $ 
Nor even nature’s felf can yield Explore the ‘caufe through a long train of ills, 
‘What | admire fo much 7 And, pitying ihare thofe woes the fufferer feels ¢ 
- The lols of fortune, friends, or fame divine 


This token, o'er my temples {pread, O grievous lofs! and muft I call it mine ! 
A. double power does impart; . And mutt I fill refle& thofe happier hours, 
For as it gently warms my head, ‘When, peaceably retir’d,in Granca’s bowers 
It fires my bleeding heart. I lay, the pleafing paths to learning plann’d, 
But let the bluft’ring ftorms engage, _ And, Moles-like, juft faw the promis’d land, 
The ruffling winds blow high ; “| Jat faw—but, O my foul! [ live to mourn 
Thus arm'd 1’lf mock their emgty rage, The joyous feene, that can no more recuin ! 
And every blaft dety. Diftrefs !~and have my boundlefs griefs reveal’ 


The thought—ambition labouring had conceai’d! 
In vain, fur when we dictate from the heart, 
Natare will {peak at every paufe of art ; 

And like a bafthful virgin, half expreft, 

In fpite of all the woman, hlufh the reft—— 


Like the bold Grecian chief I fland, 

. Inarmsfuperior thine ; 

Like his, they boaft an heavenly hand; 
But frill, much more divine! 


+Hle did not fear a wound, 'tis true, Though pangful-martyre fmile upon their grief 
From noue, except the deities: To man, yet figh to him, who fends relief.’ . 
And I'm invulnerable too, ; Whence then, my mufe, thy blath, and why thy 
To all—except my Laura’s eyes. . tears, 
es me "Tis not the world—alleviate thy fears ; 
TO MRS. MARY FREWEN, Remember well, that virtue ftill the fame, 
PON HER HAVING THE SMALL-Pox, Sounds the fu.ft earneft of immortal fame! 


Though want itfelf might feed her famith’d $Yes 
And furrow fweeten into harmony? 

O how [ Jong ta change this mournful ftrain, 
But when fare frowns, the mufes finile in vain 
Doom/d by the fad feverity of fate, 

And muft I bound my glory with my hate! 


ALzt others penfive o’er their mirrors trace, 
The beauteous ruins of a former face; 

Nor for thy beauties, lovely maid repine, 
Thy beauties mingled in a mould divine, 
Can but endure a momentary pain, 


And like all heavenly fubftance heal again. It mutt be fo—like Noah's dove diitreit, 
And fee thy dangers, and our fears are o’et, In yain I wander up and down for reft, 
Hearts pant, fighs heave, and forrow ftreams fo | From {pray to {pray ] travorfe every tree, 
more! And offer up my greeneft branch to thee? 
Aa gold by purging flame fill clearer glows, 
As firtue from affliion brighter grows, P ‘To the Right Honourable + 
Sweet e’en in griefs, and e’cn in pangs ferent, THE L QRD CARTERET. 


Dawn the dear glories of Huphrenia’s mien ; 

Dear to the mufe, who trembling fpreads her 
wings, 

"To fhrowd the lover, as her poet fings; 

But ashe loves, alas! he fings in vain, 

‘When beauty’s in affliction, every train. 

‘When every charm a thoufand charms refumes, 

And fait as Eden, from confufion blooms, 

Raptur’d he ftands, asd boldly dares divine, 

How to an angel thou muft once refine. 


Wirn an indulgent {mile, my Lord, excufe 
This fadly true prediction of the mule; 
And.may this fingle {pecimen of woe * 

Speak for the reft, and all ies author fhow ; 
Nor blufhing let me mourn my youthful hours; 
As vainly fpent i in the Parnaflian bowers, 

By nature prompted and a flave to fate, 

I trove to pleafe the witty and the great ; 
Prefumptuous hence, nor without hepes T come 
To you, dnd from your tafte await my doom ; 


From thence implote the fanction of your name, 
TO THE COUNTESS OF ER TORO: To be my paffpert through the gates of fame. i 








:Mavam, . _ | So, mitiers, firft the ballion ore refine, 
Tr the following lines, the refult of my misfor- | ‘Then beg their monarch’s flamp, to make it guts 
tunes this morning, can engage your lady fhip’s en- _ Pent coin, 
couragement to the poems [ propofe afterwards, it 2 
will be no fall recommendation to theit publicap- A HARVEST SCENE. 
pearance; and, a very great favour to their author. | §ezorp. 
Your Ladythip’s moft devoted, ‘The green fields yellowing into corny gold! 
and moft humble fervant; White o’er their ranks, an old man half appears, 
Wituiam Partison. | How hale he looks, though hoar'd with feventy 
years; 


Farr patronefs of gentle arts excufe, 
‘Lhis rade addrefs of an unhappy mufe ;- : \ The bour-glaft, fubjoined to bis propofile, 
Mey Se 











82. 


Hie profpe% mounts, flow-pac'd, 
climb, 

And feems fome ancient monument of time; 

Propet o'er his ftaff the reverend father ftands, 

And views heaven's bleflings with uplifted hands; 

Gleeful in heart computes the year’s increafe, 

And portions out, in thought, his homely race, | 

His homely race before, hig hopes improve, 

And labour in obedience for his love; 

Sweepy they cut, then bind the theafy-grain, 

And bend beneath the burthen of the plain; 

His cheerful eyes, with filent praifes crown 

‘Their toils, and (mile at vigour once his own; 

Till the mid-fun to fecond nature’s call, 

Noon-mark- the diftant fteeple’s ivy’d wall, 

Thence, warn\d, he waves his arms, with giddy 

afte, 
‘Fhe circling fummans to a cool repafte. 


be ftrives to 


EFFIGIES AUTHORIS, 
Overgse’y with griefs, with poverty, and fcorn, 
Of all forfaken, and of all forlorn, 

Whit thall Ido? or whither thall I flie? 

“Or what kind ear will hear the mufe’s cry ? 
‘With reftlefs heart from place to place I roam, * 
A wretched vagrant deftitute of home ; " 
Driv'n from fair Granta’s fhade by fortune’sfrown, 
Tcame to court the flatt’rer in the town. 

‘Three tedious days detain’d me on the road, 
‘Whilft the winds whittled, and the torrents flow’d, 
On my devoted head the gufty breeze, 

Shook the colleéted tempeft, from the trees; 
For thelter to thé fhades, I ran in vain, 

‘The fhades deceitful delug’d me with rain ; 
‘Thus when fate frowns upon our happier days, 
Our friend, perhaps, our bofom friend betrays : 
But ae @iciflitudes controu! our fate, 

And griefs and joys maintain a doubtful fate, 
80 now the fun’s emetying orb appears, 

And with the fpongy tlouds difpels iny fears, 
In t&irs the teasfient tempefts flits away, 

And all the blue expanfion flames with day. 





My gazing eyes o’er pleafing profpeds roll, 
And lovk away the forrows of my foul, 
Pleas’d at each view, {ome rueful thought to draw, 
And moralize on every fcene I faw ; 
Here, with inviting pride blue mountains rife, 

Like joys more pleafant to our diftant eyes; 

In golden waves, there tides of harvett flow, 

Whilft idle poppics intermingling grow, 3 

How like their brother fops an empty fhow! 

In every buth the warbling birds advance, 

Sing to the fun, and on the branches dance ; 

No gricf, no cares perplex their fouls with ftrife, 

Like bards they live a poor but merry life ; 

in every place alike their furtunes lie, , 

Both live in want, and unregarded die. 

With like concern they meet approaching death, 

Tn prifon, or in fields, refign their breath; 
Mufing; I faw the fate [ could not fhun, 2. 
Shook my grave head, and penfive travell’d ong 
But as Auguita’s wifh’d-for domes arife, 
Peep o'er the clouds, and dance before my eyes, 
What thoughts, what tumulte fill'd my lab’ring 
’ "Robe conceiy'd along, but not exprefe'd; [breal, 
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What intermingled multitudes arofe, ~~ 

Logds, parfons, lawyers, baronets, and beanry 
Fops, coxcombs, cits, and knaves of ev'ry clafs, 
While fome the better half, fome wholly afs, . 
On either fide bewailing fuppliants Qand, [hand 


| Speak with their looks, and ftretch their wither'd’ 


In feeble accents fupplicate relief, 


| And by their forrows multiply my grief, © 

“| Mov’d by their wants, my fortune I deplore, 
| And deal a tribute from my flender ftore. 

1 With joy, the favour they receive, and pray, 


That God, the boanteous bleffing, may repay ¢ 
Thus providently wife, the lab’ring fwain 
O'er the plough’q furrows ftrews the fertile grain? 


1 The grateful plain o’er-pays his bounteous care, 


With tenfold bleffings, and a Bolden year, 


Now loft in thought, | wander up and down 
Of all unknowing, and to all unknown; 
Try in each place, and ranfack ev'ry newa,. “> 
To find fome friend, fome patron of the mufe 
Bot where? or whom? alas! I fearch in vain, 
The fruitlefs labour only gives me pain ; 
But foon each pleafing profpeét fades away, 
And with my money all my hopes decay. , 


But now the fun diffus'd a fainter ray, 
And falling dews bewail’d the falling day, 
When to St. James’s park my way { took, 
Solemn in pace, and fadden’d in my look ¢ 
On the firk bench my wearied bones [ laidy 
For gnawing hunger on my vitals prey’d ; 
There faint in melancholy mood I fate, ~ 
And meditated on my future fate, : 
Nights fable vapours now the trees invade, 
And gloomy darknefs deepen’d ev'ry fhade;__ 
And now, ah! whither thall the helplefs flyy, 
From the no@turnal hezrors of the tky; » °. 
With empty rage my cruel fate I curfe, 
While falling tears bedew my meagre purfe ; 
What fhall [ do? or whither thall] ran? 
How ‘feape the threat'ning fate 1 cannot thu; 
There, trembling cold, and motionlefs I lay, 
Till leep beguil’d the tumults of the day. 
“ Yet though this mortal bedy was refign’d, 
Tormenting objects terrified my mind, 
Defpairing forms too dreadful for the light, 
Danc’d on my eyes, and play’d before my fight ; 
Here worn with forrow, poverty appear'd, 
In ev'ry ghaftly form by mortals fear'd: 
And now to make my wants the more deplor'd, 
“ Prepar'da plenteous table richly ftor’d. 
“* My hand I ftretch’d impatient of delay, _- 
When lo! the fidtious treat diffolv'’d away, 
Defpair arofe, and thook a deadly dart,” 
Then aim’d the thirfty arrow at my heart} 
Inly I quiver’d, trembled for my life, ~~~ 
“Loft in cumultuous agony and grief. _ 


aRaaR 


* But now a kind, though vifionary thade 

Gleam'd through the gloom, and brighten’d aif 
the glade, ae 

“On its fair head 2 branching laurel grew, 

And though before unfeen, the form I knew 3 

While thus it fpoke—poor youth, thy fate I 
“ mourn, : . 


* And weeping make th; miferies my éwn ¢, 
eping >a & 


& 


> In thofe fair hofpitable fhades 
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But patiently refigh—t bring relief, : 
“ For as [ caus’d, ‘tis juit, I cure thy grief. ~ 
“ Then hear—when morning’s beamy rays arife, 


@ And fhoot refulgent glories through the tkies; ” 


* Yo Chifwick’s pleafurable bowers repair, 
™ To guide your wand’ring path be Thames’ scare; 
you'll find, * 

Great Burlington, the mufe’s forefi friend : 

Fam'd Burlington, as humble as he’s great, 

Pride of the court, and bulwark of the ftate 5 

"To him this vifionary tale difclofe, 

His foul will melt in pity at your woes. 

To him return your long negiected lyre, ~ 

“ And let his virtues every line infpire ;? © 

Farewell it faid——when as the morn appear’d, 

To the warm rays my dewy head I rear’d, 

Amaz'd, half drowfy, waken’d in a fright, 

I ponder'd on the vifion of the night ; 

When thoughtlefs in my pocket J reveal’d, 

A latent fixpence happily conceal'd, 

Surprie’d with tranfport ftood my britled hair, 

On wings I feem’d to fly, and tread in air: 

To the firft houfe I took my fpeedy, flight, 

‘There wrote this recent vifion of the night; 

‘The wond'rous tale in {nowy foldings bound, 

Then feal’d the paffport with a waxen wound, 

‘When prompted by my genius, fwift as thought, 

To Chifwick’s bowers my rucful ftory brought ; 

Where now with doubtful hopes, and fears, I wait 

Your bounteous lordfhip’s pleafure at your gate. 
ane W, PatTison, 


“ 
“ 
“ 
“ 
“ 
“ 


ON A GENTLEMAN'S PICTURE, 


Ports and painters rival glories claim, 
Alike their labours, and alike their fame ;- 
Appelles by a Homer’s thoughts defign’d, . 
And Homer was the pidture of his mind : 
From both.the fame immortal wonders rife, 
At once in fpeaking to our ears, and eyes; 
The pencil’s art, a feeming likenefs gives, 
But by the pen alone, that likenefs lives; 

For time, that makes thofe colours fainter fhow, 
Gives life to thefe, and makes them brighter grow, 
But your's, bold artift *, claim a longer date, 

‘The great original preferves their fate ; 

‘To future fame tranfmit the finifh'd piece, 

And boaft a perfect parallel with Greece; 

Nor boaft too much—for though the face we find, 


We lofe the noble image of the mind: 
Fis ours to draw the manners, yours the men, 


And painting’s but the fhadow of the pen : 

‘Yet happy in your art, @, blefs your fate! 

Tis honour here enough to imitate ; . 

Whilft we, confounded by your fkilful hand, 

Think re raught lives, and fix’d like pictures 
and. 


VERSES 
By way of contraft to the foregoing Copy, and wrote up- 
et the fame escafion. 
Crasavs, the dulleft, moft pedantic fool, 
‘That ever humm’d o'er jargon in a {cheol, 


2 te the painter, 
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Ambitious of attaining endlefs fame; 

At firft, by ftudy thoughe to,raife his names 

For this, by day, the plodding pedant por’d 5 

For this, E. night, o’er {acted fages fnor’d ; 

But when he found his dull attempts were vain, - 

And nature gave him too much tongue for brain : 

‘Thinks he the painter fhall thefe honours give, 

And make this face, at leaft, in colours live, 

Quick as his word, the feeds of fame arife, 

And lo! che mimic monfter ftrikes our cyes! 

So like ! fo juft the living copy too, 

For both were made for nothing but for fhow ! 

O may their fates to the fame end L : turn’d, 

May both be hang’d, and when -decay’d, both 

burn'd! 

; ON CRASSUS, 

Dox magifterjal fool, forbear 

To fpit thy pointlefs venom here; 

To more exalted glories born, 

‘Thy mean indignities 1 fcorn ; 

Secure of fame, I boaft my lays, 

While Pope, while Pack, or Congreve praife 

Let thefe but favour what I write, 

And damin’d like thee, be all thy {pite 

No mre fhall duty force my lays, 

To gild thy vanities with praife ; 

If e’er again my colours ftrive, 

‘To make thy painter’s daubings live; 

May fate, and ev'ry mufe combine, 

To blaft me, and the vile defign; 

In fhort, may heav’n, and all agree, 

To make me fuch an afs as thee. 


WOMEN AND WINE: . 
-#N EPIGRAB, 


*Twas a doubt in debate among fages of yore, 

Whether women or wine had more abfolute power; 

Now had } been the judge when the matter was 
done, 

Not one had been wifer than when it begun; 

For how can man tcl! which the ftrongeft to calf, 

When with the fame eafe both can give him a fall? 


AD CALUM, 
Gaon Heaven ! this myftery of life explain, 
Nor let me think I bear the load in vain; 
Left with the tedions paflage cheerlefs grown, 
Urg’d by defpair | throw the burden down. 


FESTUM LUSTRALE, 
SIVE BAPTIZATIO RUSTICA. 


Sovennes ritus puerumq. afpergine lymphz + 
Sacratum {uperis, obftetricemg. facetam, 
Hine canere incipimus, faveat Diana canenti, 
Tug. harum adjutrix curarum, et confcia Juno. 

Jam decima humentes Aurora fugaverat Umbras 
Ex quo maternis infans vagiffet in ulnis, : 
Nec mora vicini cocunt, jam debira ventri “f 
Pars puerum faer3 properant confpergere lymph2. 
Interea pendent opera interrupta, ligoq. 
Stat medio defizus agro, fpinofag. fepes 
Scmiputata manus Agreftis polcit, ab ile 

» "Oo iy 


miry 


Jam parat ut foctis cultes conviva colonis 
Aoterfie, juvat hinc difponere in ordine crines. 
Compofitum conjux aptat collare marito 5 

Nec minus ipfa fibi curat fua {ponfa tymentes 
Conftringit vinclis coftas, fingitg. premendo, 
Quamg. fuis nevit manibus circundata lana eft. 
Componit yeltes, tremulumg. in vertice conum 
Frigit, et farris confpurgit pulvere crines. 

Pars pedes ire parat campis, pars altcra lentis 
Fertur equis, unaq. armati calee fatigant 
Quadrupedes, lumbos onerat pinguiflima conjux, 
Poft equitem cura atra fedens, fimilifq. cadenti - 
Sape premit tutum tremebunda ad pectora fpon- 


fum. ; 
Mle fibi pondus commiffum reddere terrz, 
Canudet, et optatas tandem contingere portas. 
Jam fubennt thalamum, fociafq. puerpera matres 
4xcipit, illa humeris albo velamine cincta ett, 
Le fedet in molli plumis fuffulta fedili : 
Matron fpectant plerum, juvat ora tueri 
Jt verfare manu, nafumg. agnofcere patris, 
Majorumg. genas, et blandos matris ocellos, 

Tunc avia has rompit placido de pectore voces, 
$i patrem memini puerum, fic ora ferebat, 

Et fic ridebat teneria nutricis in ulnis, 
Altera {pes avie furgas, meliora parente 
Arva colas, mediaq. olim luétator aren’, 
Subvertas juvenes, tum parto indute galero 
This ovans, ttcitafq. accendes Phyllidis ignes 5 
At fi larga meis flavefcit meffis in arvis, 
Roftraq. longrvo placeat {ententia fponfo 
‘Tu nunquam sttrito profcindes arva ligone, 
Nec fubiges tauros, fed grandior aldermanus - * 
‘Urbani incedes tardus poft pondera feeptri, + 
Laudant propofitum mates, et provida mopfa 
at equave jam-nunc conanbia natz, 
‘Tandum procedunt matres, quas inter euntes, 
Infantem manibus geftat Lucina tenellum, 
“Quem circumfufo nutrix oneraverat oftro, 
Demiffag. Nola fedibus qua Battus et omnes 
A Batto foliti matos decorare recentes. 
Turn fubeunt templum, facrum ex ordine fontem 
Supplicibus cingunt genibus, gelidamg. facerdos 
Spargit aqvam, puero nomenq. impohit avicum ; 
Filet puer et vetule gaudentes omine faufte 
Non dubitant longam ex fletu priedicere vitam. 
‘At dominsinterea luxu decoratur agrefti, ~ 
Difponunt famuli lances, lutcafq. patellas 
Orwamenti abaci veteris, qui mole fua ftat 
Ligrio compofitus:feulpto; tum lintea menfa, 
Lusnrea ficulnia imponit candida quadris ; 
Pondula derergunt, qux fixit araneg fila, 
Bibliq. é nitidis-coliunt antiqua feneftris, 
Durfwiq, modos, quos roferat efuriens nis. 
“Y fdeny ardor fervos ftimulat, queis cura culing, 
Accendunt ignem, verubulq. affigere longis 
‘Terga bovis properant, manibufq. calentia verfant, 
Farte alifrepiduim, funvos emittit, ahenum, 
© genti Wicunm lux exitiofa: Columba + - 
Amifios queritur, te€torum in cule, foetus, 
Soliq negledtus errat gallina per hortos, 

Yu cura penum ftrnere, etipectabile pruno 
Fic far tum milcet, farrifq. hee menia condit, 
‘Kt cereale folum pomis fagrantibus impiet; 

b-4 parte pucr cuuros in mine primo. 
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Exacuit, muita abfittit {cintilia metalloy.- 
Fervet opus fuayi redolet nidore culina. — 
Hec inter famuli varié properantur, et omnis» 
jam redit 4 templo conviva, epulifg. paratis. 
Accumbit tacitus, primiq. in fede locatur 2. 
Matrona, infolito gemuit fub pondere fella,” 
(Plena ipfa) tunc illa bovis fumantia terga > 
In partefq. fecat varias, menfamq: per omnem. , 
Mittit, et agreftes epulis lztantur opimis, 
Vinaq. de pleno ducunt pomacea 
Rideutes, et fape calix redit acti 
Exhilarans animos, et cordia oblita laborum. 
‘Jam Lucina tui glifcunt incendia nafi 
Et lingua inceflis tardos mordace maritos, Ps 
Ultra annos vuitumg. gerens animumg. facctumes 
O pecus ignavum fponfi! queis nuilus in aula 
Filiolus ludit, nee dutcis filia, patrem 
Que recrect placidis redeuntem vefpere nugis..... 
Miftaq, colloquiis puerilibus ofcula figat, 
Vos molti pueri, multz {prevere puellz 3 
Dum luget vacuos prudens matrona penatea, 
O utinam fegnes lex puniat equa maritos ! 
Floreat ille pater qui patis computat annos. 
Finicrat, calicemq. arenti gutture plewum 
Siccat, et hoc hauftu nondum fatiata recedit 
Interiore domo, matrefq. ablectat hiantes 
Secreta ob{curis pandens myfteria verbis, 
Et fteriles damnans campos, procul ite puellze 
Fas nulli innupta Lucinz andire labores; 
Non pudet opprobriis {ponfas illudere, culpas 
Vicinz arcanas alio {ub nomine celat, 2 
Femineamg. jubet praftare filentia turbame 
Exuit interea veftes, cunifg. reponit 
Infantem nutriz, en parvum machina kum j 
Efficit objeétu laterum, mirabere coftas 
Vimine candenti textas, et penfile tegmen 
Obductum capiti (ledat ne pulvis ocellos) 
Subjectafq. pedes, queis machina mobilis und 
Ieq. reditq. vid, fomnumg. invitat eundo, 
Filet puer interca cantat blandiffima nutrix, ~ 
Atgq. imperfedtis lallat cunale loquelis ;' 
Nec potis cft molli fletum compefcere cantu 5 
Quin pucrum é cunis tollat, mammafq. miniftraty 
Suppeditatq. cidum, proprio quem verfat in ore -) 
{pfa prius guituq. alieno impafcitur infans ; 
Haudaliter fruges difperfas colligit arvis 
Ales, et are refere pullis crepitantibus, illf 
Efcam avidé captunt, et hianti gutture condunte 
At juvenes, pucro dederant, qui nomina, libant 
Ofcula virginibus, repetita eft flamma medallas 
Mollis, et incaftos leti meditantur amores. 
Agricolz multa traherent convivia nocte, 
Ni jam fuaderent fulgentia fidera fomnos + 
Surgunt conviva, Cerydon tamen ipfe-moraturs 
Continuatg. feyphos, fedet aternumg. fedebit, 
Ni moveat folitas conjux fidiffima lites: .-+ 
Difcedyint hilares, baculo hic veftigia firmat, 
Sobrius hunc portar bene nota ad tecta caballus, 
Conjugis implicitam tenet ile uxorius ulnam. 
Juin pater exoltans didtis compellat eunce: 
Ite, valete omnes, tandem ‘redeinte Decerbre,: 
Ni fallor, puichram pariet mea Lydia natam; ; 
Vofg. reverfuro feftum renovabitis anno, 3 
Rident matronz, votifq. his eninia firmant, 
stet domus, ct fini Zendelcat prole quotagnis| 
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Perhaps ev'n Genius pours a flighted lay; 

Perhaps ev'n Friendthip theds a fruitlefs tear ; 
Ev'n Lyttleton but vainly trims the bay, 

And fondly graces Hammono's mournful bier, 
‘Though weeping virgins haunt his favour’d urn, 

Renew their chaplets, and repeat their fighs; 
Though near his tomb Sabean odours burn, 

The loitering fragrance, will it reach the ikies? 
No, should his Detra votive wreaths prepare, 

Dea might place the votive wreaths in vain $ 
Yet the dear hope of Dex1a’s future care, 

Once crown'd his pleafures, and difpell’d his pain. 
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Or Jamne Hammonn, though he be generajly known as an elegiac poet, and well remembered, 
fas a man efteemed and careffed by the elegant and the great, few memorials are to be found. 

The accounts of his biographers are difcordant and unfatisfaétory. According to Shicls, he wes 
the fon of a Turkey merchant in the city of London, and had fome office at the Prince of 
‘Wales's Court, till the love of a lady, whofe name was Dathwond, for a time difordered his under- 
flanding. ‘The lady either could not return his paffion with a reciprocal fondnefs, or entertained 
too ambitious views to fettle her affections upon him. “ He was inextinguifhably amorous, and his 
miftrefs inexorably crue.” 

© Of this narrative,” Dr, Johnfon fays, “ part is true, and part falfe. He was the fecond fon of 
Anthony Hammond, a man of note among the wits, poets, and parliamentary orators, in the begin- 
ning of this century, who was allied to Sir Robert Walpole, by marrying his fifter."* : 

This account is Mtill erroneous. He was of a different family; the fecond fon of Anthony Ham~ 
mond, Efq. of Somertham-place, in the county of Huntingdon, member of Parliament for Shore- 
ham in Suffex. He vacated his feat, December 7. 1708, upon being made a Commiffioner of the 
Navy, and died about 1728. 

Anthony Hammond, Efq. who had the name of “ the filver-tongued Hammond,” given him by 
Bolingbroke, was of Wotton in the county of Norfolk. He married Sufannah, a fifter of Sir Ro- 

"bert Walpole, A volume of mifcellany poems was infcribed to him, in 1694, by his friend Hepkins ; 
and in 1720, he was himfelf the editor of “ A New Mifcellany of Original Poems,” in which he 
ad no fmall fhare. He was the intimate friend of Mr. Moyle; and wrote the “ Account of his 
Life and Writings,” prefixed to his works in 1727. 

He was born about 1710, and educated at Weftminfter-fchool; but it does not appear that he 
was of any univerfity. 7 

He feems to have come very early into public notice, and to have been diftinguithed by thofe 
whofe friendfhip prejudiced mankind at that time in favour of the man on whom they were beftow- 
ed; for he was the companion of Cobham, Lyttleton, and Chefterfield, by whofe intereft he obe 
tained the place of Equerry to the Prince of Wales. 

He was alfo much efteemed by Nicholas Hammond, Efq.; who, at his death, which happened 
O&. 13.1733, left him an eftate worth 4001, a-year, befides leaving 5001. for erecting a fchool. 
houfe, and 5001, for endowing it. 

In 174@, he wrote the Prologue to Elmeric,” a pofthumous tragedy, written by Lillo ; in which it 
is faid, that when he wrote that play, he was difreffed by want, and affected by difeafe, But in the 
former particular there appears to be a miftake, as he died poffeffed of an eftate of 60]. a-year, be- 
fideo other effedts to a confiderable value. The Epilogue has alfo been afcribed to Hammond. 

In 1741, he was chofen into Parliament for Traro in Cornwall ; probably one of thofe who were 
eleGted by the Prince’s influence. : 

He died at Stowe, the famous feat of Lord Cobham, June 7.174%, in the thirty-fecond year of 
his age. Mifs Dafhwood long furvived him, and died unmarried, bed-chamber-woman to the 
Queen, in 1779. 7 

"The charaéter which her lover bequeathed her, was not likely to attra& courthip; yet it was 
hee own fault that the remained fingle, having had another very honourable offer. 
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The charadler of Hammond feems to have been highly amiable and refpeCtable. He is faid' to 
have divided his life between pleafure and books; in his-retirement forgetting the town, and in his 
gaicty lofing the ftudent. Of his literary hours, all the efforts are here exhibited, except @ Ballad 
fung at Vaurhall forty years ago, beginning, O bow could J venture to love one like thee ! and the Epi, 
‘ fegue to “ Elmeric,” which have been given to him. : 

” His Love Ehgics, written “before he was twenty-two years old,” were publithed foon after his, 
death, with a recommendatory preface by the editor, who was then believed, and is now affirmed, 
by Dr. Maty, to be the Earl of Chefterfield, 

“ Of the prefacer,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ whoever he was, it may be reafonably fufpeéted, that he new 
wer read the poems; for he profeffes to value them for a very high fpecigs of excellence, and recom- 
mends them as the genuine effufions of the mind, which expreffes a real paffion in the langyage of na. 
ture. But the truth is, thefe elegies have neither paffion, nature, nor manners. Where there is figtion, 
there isno paffion ; he that defcribes himfelf as a thepherd, and his Neera or Delia asa fhepherdefs, and 
talks of goats and lambs, feels no paffion. He that courts his miftrefa with Roman imagery, deferves 
to lofe her; for the may with good grace fufpect his fincerity. Hammond has few fentiments drawn, 
from nature, and few images from modern life. He produces nothing but frigid pedantry, It would 
be hard to find in all his produ@ions three ftanzas that deferve to be remembered. His verfes are 
not rugged: but they have no fweetnels; they never glide in a ftream of melody, Why Ham 
Mond and other writers have thought the quatrain of ten fylables clegiac, it is difficult co tell, The 
charaGter of the elegy is gentlenefs and tenuity ; but this ftanza has been pronounced by Dryden, 
whofe knowledge of Englith metre was not inconfiderable, to be the.moft magnificent of all the 
ameafures which our language affords.” 

‘The critical decifions of Dr. Jobnfon, it is not, in general, very fafe to contradia@ ; except when 
they may be attributed, as in the prefent inftance, to the force of Prejudice, or to vitiated and dey, 
fective feclings, refpecting poetical beauty. : xe , . a? 

Confidering Dr. Johnfon’s peculiar turn of mind, there is no wonder that he fhould deny nature 
to Hammond, and find no melody in his verfe. The general opinion is much more favourable. 
‘That he has been much read, and greatly admired, ferves to contradid&t the affertion of that too:ris 
gid critic, and eftablithes his claim to fome portion of tendernefs and harmony ; for by the judg- 
ment of the common, unprejudiced, unpedantic reader, the merit of every poctical compofition mph 
be ultimately determined, . 

The popular decifions upon the character of Hammond, have been exceedingly favourable: By 
fome, perhaps, he has been extolled too high. He certainly poffeffed an elegant and cultivated 
mind. He is not deficient cither in feeling, or melody of verfe, He has generally expreffed himfelf 

_ with fenfibility, and in meafures fufficiently harmonious. . . 
. The fpecific charaéter of his clegies, and his pretenfions to originality, have by no means been 
diftinguithed or afcertained with fufficient accuracy. i , 

Dr. Johnfon indeed fpeaks, but only to difapprove of his * Roman imagery ;” and Lord Chefter- 
field, in his preface to the elegies, informs us, that Hammond fcems to have judicioufly taken Ti- 
éullus for his model, rather than Ovid. 

After reading Tibullus and Hammond, with the moft candid attention, the prefent writer is 
obliged to obferve, that Hammond appears not merely to have taken the Roman poet for his model, 
but to have taken from him fome of the moft beautiful paffages in his elegies. 

‘The parallel paffages appear almoft in every page of both poets; yet Dr. Johnfon is filent on the 
fnbjed& 5 and Lord Chefterfield pafics it over, as if he had no fufpicion of Hammond’s obligations to 
‘Tibullus, ; 

- The following inftances, which immediately 
Ymitations, heing almoft literal tranflations. ; 

Compare Tibullus, Lib. i. Eleg. 1., with the thirteenth elegy of Hammond. The thought of 

gain ailing flomber, is finely tranflated, © 


Quam juvat immites ventos andire cubantem, 
Gi duminam tenerg contisuiffe finu § 


occur, will fpecify what can by nd mearis be called 
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- Aut, gelidas hibernus aquas cum fuderit aufter, 
Securum fomnos imbre juvante fequi > 


_‘What joy to hear the tempeft howl in vain, 
And clafp a fearful miftrefs to my breaft, 
Or, lull'd to lumber by the beating rain, 
Secure and happy, fink at laft to reft! 


Compare Tibullus, Lib. i, Eleg. 5., with the thirteenth elegy of Hammond. 


Huc veniet Meffala meus, cui dulcia poma 
. Delia felectis detrahet arboribus ; 
Et tantum venerata virum hune fedula curet, 
Huic paret, atque epulasipfa miniftra gerat. 


Hammond has applied this delicate compliment to Lord Chefterfielf, with admirable felicity of 
expreflion. Strokes of this exquifite nature are only to be expected from thofe who have accefs t¢ 
(et great, but whom the great have not infected with felfihhnefy. 


+ Stanhope fhall come, and grace his rural friend 
Delia fhalt wonder at her noble gueft ; 
‘With bluthing awe the riper fruit commend, 
© And for her hufband’s patron cull the beft, 


Again, : - ah . 
Te fpeGtem, fuprema mihi cum veneris hora, 
‘Te tencam moriens deficiente manu. 
On her I'll gaze, when other loves are o'er, 
And, dying, prefs her with my clay-cold hand, 
Agta... , 


~ Parce folutis 
Crinibus, et teneris, Delia, parce genis. 
‘Wound not thy cheeks, nor hurt that flowing hair, 
Compge Tibullus, Lib. i; Eleg. 5., with the fourteenth elegy of Hammond, 


At mihi felicem vitam, fi falva fuiffcs 
Fingebam demens— 





‘What fcenes of blifs my raptut’d fancy fram’d! 
Hammond hao improved upon Tibullus, Lib, 2., Eleg. vi, in his fecond elegy, 
‘Adiew, ye walls! &e. 
- Compare Tibullus, Lib: iii. Eleg. 2., with the ninth elegy of Hammond, 


Qui primus caram juveni, carumque puelle 
Eripuit juvenem, ferreus ille fuit. . 

Durus et ille fuit, qui tantum ferre dolorem 
Vivere et erepta conjuge qui potuit. 


‘Thefe fentiments are finely expreffed by Hammond. 
to 


He who could firft two gentle hearts unbind, 
And rob a lover of his weeping fair : 3 
Hard was the man; but harder, in my mind, 
. ‘The lover ftill who died not of defpair. 
ald 5 
ae es Ergo quum tenuem fuero mutatus in umbram, 
Candidaque offa {uper nigra favilla tegit, 
Ante meum veniat longos incompta capillos, 
@ leat ante meum mafta Negra rogumy’ 
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‘This rite, which is altogether foreign to Englith manners, Hammond has rather injudigion ‘fy ; 
transferred into his ninth elegy. 


‘Wilt thon in tears thy lover's corfe attend, - 
With cyes averted light the fu'emn fire, 

‘Till all around the doleful Aames afcend. 3 
Then, dowly finking, by degrees expire ? 


It is unneceffary to tran{cribe more parallel paffages, to fhow that Hammond, not fatisfied with 
taking Tibullus for his model, has transfufed into his elegies the fentiments and the imagery of the 
Roman poet. Yet it ought to be obferved, that he has very often taken the liberty to tranfpofe, 
and fometimes paraphraftically to enlarge the thoughts, and to give the imagery a more modern 
polifh, In the paflages he has tranflated, he has generally improved on Tibullus, and given his ver- 
‘fion of the moft exact, elegant, and harmonious of the Roman elegiac poets, the eafy air of a modern 
wriginal, Ashe felt the diflrefs which gave rife to moft of the elegies of Tibullus, he is not inferior 
to him in amorous tendernefs and poctical fancy. Hie elegics have thofe fallies and tranfitions of 
paflion, that frantic and defponding air, fo obferveable in the Roman poct ; for thefe are the natural « 
emanations of a heated fancy, and a diftra@ted heart. 

Bis greateft fault is, an-injudicious adoption of the mythology, and too fervile an adherence to 
the manners of the Roman poet ; which detract from his merit as an imitator, more than as a tran{_ 
Jator of Tibullus, Amorous elegy is lefs local than, many other of the minor kinds of poetry; the 
paflion ef love operating pearly the fame upon the human mind in all ages: yet as the modes of 
-expreffing that paflion differ much in different countiies, fo thefe modes mutt not be confounded ; 
‘a Roman onght not to make love like a Grecian, nor an Englifhman like a Roman. . 

Although the clegics of Hammond warrant, in fume degree, this cenfure, yet it ought t6 be con. 
fidered, that he has both nature and originality in many parts; and the Elegies to Mr. Grenville 
and Aii/t Dafowood, ought to have been exempted from the cenfure of Dr. Johnfon, who has fpo- 

ken of him with too great afperity. They are written in the heroic meafure, the fentiments are 
exquifitely delicate, and the numbers flow with an eafy corre@nefs. An “ Anfwer to the Elegy ta 
Mifs Dathwood,” was written by Lord Hervey, and is 9 fuitable companion to it, Sh eee 

‘The meafure which he has adopted in his other elegies, is the quatrain, or alternate rhyme, which, 
Tike the Latin hexameter and pentameter, is thought to be peculiarly fuited to Plaintivegfubjedts ; 
and it mutt be confeffed, that he has happily fucceeded. The quatrain has, indeed, a difagreeable 
famene{s in its fructure, every fucceeding ftanza being a faithful echo to the laf; yet is there 
fomething plaintive in it—fome pathetic foftnefs in the defcending melody, that feems fitted to ex- 
prefs the tender paffions. It is the peculiar language of love and melancholy, when they foothe 
their forrows with the penfive mufe. It is now appropriated to the complaining tone of the Eng- 
lith elegy, by Gray, Shenftone, Mafon, Whitehead, Graeme, and other elegiac poets, - 

On the chara&er of Hammond it is unneceffary to enlarge, as it is given in the preface to his 
elegies, by Lord Chefterfield, with a minutenefs, elegance, and tendernefe, which, making due 
allowance for the partiality of friendship, and the extravagance of erroneous criticifm, leave nothing 

“to be fupplied by @ cafual hand. 6 








PREFACE: 





[BY LORD CHESTERFIELD] 


Tux following élegies wére wrote by a young 
gentleman lately dead, and juftly lamented. 

As he had never declared his intentions cone 
gerning their publication, a friend of his, into 
whofe hands they fell, determined to publifh them, 
in the perfuafion that they would neither be un- 
welcome to the public, nor injurious to the me- 
mory of their author. The reader muft decide, 
whether this determination was the refult of juft 
judgment, or partial friendthip; for the editor feels, 

and avows fo much of the latter, that he gives up 

all pretenfions to the former. . 

The author compofed them ten years ago, be- 
fore he was two and twenty years old; an age 
sawhen fancy and imagination commonly riot, at the 
“‘expence of judgment and correétnefs, neither of 
which feem wanting here. But fincere in his love 
as in his friendfhip, he wrore to his miftreffes, as 
he {poke to his friends, nothing but the true ge- 
nuine fentiments of his heart; he fate down to write 
what he thought, not to think what he fhould 
write; it was nature and fentiment only that 
diGated to a real miftrefs, not youthful and poetic 

* fancy,to an imaginary one. Elegy, therefore, {peaks 
here her own, proper, native language, the unaf- 
fected plaintive language of the tender paffions; 
the truc elegiac dignity and fimplicity are preferv~ 
ed, and united; the one without pride, the other 
without meanacfs, Tibullus fecms to have been 


the model eur author judicioufly preferred to 
Ovid; the former writing directly from the heart, 
to the heart ; the latter too often yielding and ad. 
drefling himfelf to the imagination. 

The undiflipated youth of the author, allowed 
him time to apply himfelf to the beft mafters, the 
ancients, and his parts enabled him to make the 
beft ufe of them; for upon thofe great models of 
folid fenfe and virtue, he formed not only his ge- 
nius, but his heart, both well prepared by nature 
to adopt, and adorn the refemblance. He admired 
that juftnefs, that noble fimplicity of thought and 
expreflion, which have diftinguifhed, and preferved 
their writings to this day; but he revered that love 
of their country, that contempt of riches, that fa« 
erednefs of friendihip, and all thofe heroic and for 
cial virtues, which marked them out as the objects 
of the veneration, though not the imitation, of fuc~ 
ceeding ages; and he looked back with a kind of 
religious awe-and delight, upon thofe glorious, and. 
happy times of Greece and Rome, when wifdom, 
virtue, and liberty formed the only triumvirates, 
ere luxury invited corruption to taint, or corrup- 
tion introduced flavery to deitroy, all public and 
private Virtues. In thefe fenciments he lived, and. 
would have lived, even in thefe times; in thefe 
fentiments he died—but in thefe times too—U¢ 


non evepta a diis immortabibue vita, fed donata mars effe 
videatur, 
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* Virginibus puerifque canto.”* 


PIRGT RRINTED IN 17430 





ELEGY |. 
On bis falling in Lové with Neara. 


Fanewere that liberty our fathers give, 

Jn vain they gave, their fons receiv’d in vain; 

I faw Neara, and her in®aut flave, 

*Phongh born a Briteu, hugg'd the fervile chain. 
Her ufage’well repays my coward heart, 
Meanly fhe triumphs in her lover’s thame, 

No healing joy relieves his conftant fmart, 

No fmile of love rewards the lofs of fame. 


Oh, that to feel thefe killing pangs no more, 
On Scythian hills [ lay a fenfelefs ftone, 

‘Was fix’d a rock amidft the watery roar, ~ 
And in the vatt Atlantic flood alone. 


Adieu, ye mufes, or my paffion aid, 

‘Why fhould I loiter by your idle fpring ? 

My humble voice ‘would move one only maid, 
‘And fhe contemns the trifles which I fing. 

1 do not afk the lofty Epic ftrain, 

Nor ftrive to paint the wonders of the fphere 5 
1 only fing one cruel maid to gain, 

Adieu, ye mutes, if fhe will not hear, 

No more in ufelefs innocence Fl pine, 

Since guilty prefents win the greedy fair, 

T'll tear its honours from the broken fhrine, 
But chiefly thine, O Venus! will I tear. 
Deceiv’d by thee, I lov’d a beauteous maid, 
Who bends on fordid gold her low defires 
Nor worth nor paffion can her heart perfuade, 
But love muft act what avarice requires, 


Unwife who firft, the charm of nature loft; 

> With Tyrian purple foil'd the fnowy fheep 5 
Unwiler ftill who feas and mountains croft, 
‘To dig the rock, and {earch the pearly decp: 
"Thefe coftly toys our filly fair furprife, 

“The fhining follies cheat their feeble fight, 

"Their hearts fecure in trifles, love defpife, 
°Tis vain to court them, but more vain to write. 


Why did the gods conceal the little mind, 
And earthly thoughts beneath a heavenly face; 
Forget the worth chat dignifies mankind, 
et frooth and polifh fo cach outward grace? 


Hence all the blame that Love and Venus bear, 
Hence pleafure fhort, and anguith ever long, * 
Hence tears and fighs, and hence the peevifh fairy, 
The froward lover—hence this angry fong, .- ; 
Le ee 


_ ELEGY IL 


Unable to fatiefy the covetous temper of Nearay be t= 
tends to make a Gawipaign, and try, if pofible, tp fore 
get ber. é . 


Apitu, ye walls, that guard my cruel fair, 

No more 1'li fit in rofy fetters hound, ~ - 
My limbs have learnt the weight of arms to beats 
My roufing fpirits feel the trumpet’s found, 


Few are the maids that now on merit {mile, 
On fpoil and war is bent this iron age: : 
Yet pain and death attend on war and fpoil, 
Unfated vengeance and remorfelefs rage. 


‘To purchafe {poil, even love itfelf is fold 
Her lover's heart is leaft Nezra’s care, 

And I through war.muft feck detefted gold, 
Not for myfelf, but fot my venal fair: 


‘That while the bends beneath the weight of 
drefs, : 

The ftiffen’d robe may fpoil her eafy mien ; 

And art miftakeri make her beauty lefs, © 

While ftill it hides fome graces better feens 

But if fuch toys can win her lovely Smile, 

Hers be the wealth of Tagus’ golden fand, 

Hers the bright gems that glow in India’s foil, 

Hers the black fons of Afric’s fultry land. 

To pleafe her eye let every loom contend, | 

For her be rifled ocean’s pearly bed, 

But where, alas! would idle fancy tend, 

‘And foothe with dreams a youthful poet's head ? 


Let others buy the cold unloving maid, 

In fore’d embraces ad the tyrant’s part, 

While I their felfifh luxury upbraid, 

And fcorn the perfon where J doubt the heart. 
Thus warm’d by pride, 1 think I love no mote, 
And hide in threats the weaknels of my mind 
In vainj—though reafon fly the hated door, 
Yet Love, the coward Love, fill lags bbe 
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ELEGY Ill. 
He apbraids and threatens the avarice of Neara, and 


refalves to quit ber. 


Sour Jove defcend in floods of liquid ore, 
And golden torrents ftream from every part, 
"That craving bofom ftill would heave for more, 
Not all the gods could fatisfy thy heart : 

But may thy folly, which can thus difdain 

My honeft love, the mighty wrong repay, 

‘May midnight fire involve thy fordid gain, 
And on the fhining heaps of rapine prey ¢ 

‘May all the youths, like me, by Jove deceiv’d, 
Not quench the ruin, but applaud the doom; 
And, when thou dy’ft, may not onesheart be griev'd, 
May not one tear bedew the lonely tomb. 


~ Dut the deferving, tender, generous maid, 


‘Whofe only care is her poor lover's mind, 
"Though ruthlefs age may bid her beauty fade, 
In every friend to love, a friend fhall find : 
And, when the lamp of life will burn no more, 
When dead the fcems as in a gentle fleep, 

The pitying neighbour thall her lofs deplore, 
And round the bier affembled lovers weep + 
With flowery garlands, each revolving year, 
Shall ftrow the grave where ruth and foftnefs reft, 
"Then home returning, drop the pious tear, 
And bid the turf lic eafy on her brea. 


“ELEGY IV. « 


Yo his friend, written under the confinement of a lng 
indifpofition. : 


While calm you fit beneath your fecret fhade, 
And lofe in pleafing thought the fummer-day, 
Or tempt the with of fome unpractis'd maid, 
Whofe heart at once inclines and fears to ftray = 
The fprightly vigour-of my youth is fled, 
Lonely and fick, on death is all my thought, 
Oh, {pare, Perfephone, this guiltlefs head, 
Love, too much love, is all thy fuppliant’s fault, 
No virgin’s cafy faith I e’er betray’d, 

My congue ne’er boafted of a feign’d embrace ; 
No poifons in the cup have I convey’d, 

Nor veil’d deftru@ion with a friendly face + 

No fecret horrors gnaw this quict breaft,’ 

‘This pious hand ne'er robb’d the facred fane, 

I ne'er difturb’d the gods eternal reft 

With curfes loud,—+but oft have pray’d in vain. 
No ffealth of time has thinti'd my flowing hair, 
Nor age yet bent me with his iron hand = . 
Ah! why fo foon the tender bloffom tear! 

Ere autumn yet the ripen’d fruit demand ¥ 

‘Ye gods, whoe’er in gloomy thades below, 
Now flowly tread your melancholy round ; 
Now wandering view the paleful rivers flow, 


«Agd mofing hearken to their folemn found 3_~ 





Oh, Jet me Mill enjoy the ctieerful day, © ~~ 
Tia years unheeded o'er me roli’d, 


$9N 
Pleas'd in my age, I trifle life away, Fs 

And tell how much he lov’d, ere 1 grew old. 

But you, who now, with feftive garlands crown’d, 
In chafe of pleafure the gay moments fpend, 

By quick enjoyment heal love's pleafing wound, 
And grieve tor nothing but your ablent friend. 


| ELEGY V- 


The Lower is at fir talriduced [Peaking to bis Servant, 
be afterward: addveffes bimflf to bis Mifrefs, and 
at laft there is a fuppofed Interview between them. 


* 
‘Wir wine, more wine, deceive thy mafter’s care, 
Till creeping flumber foothe his troubled breaft, 
Let not a whifper ftir the filent air. 

If haplefs fove a while confent to reft. 
Untoward guards befet my Cynthia’s doors, 

And cruel locks th’ imprifon’é fair conceal, 

May lightnings blaft whom love in vain implores, 
And Jove’s own thunder rive thofe bolts of tech 
Ah, gentle door, attend my bumble call, 

Nor fet thy founding hinge or thefts betray, 

So all nfy curfes far from thee fhall fall, 

We angry lovers mean not half we fay. 
Remember new the flowery wreathes I gave, 
When firft [ told thee of my bold defires, 

Nor thou, O Cynthia, fear the watchful flave, 
Venus will favour what herlelf infpires. 

She guides the youth who fee notwhere they tread, 
She fhows the virgin how to turn the door, =~ 
Softly to fteal from off her filent bed, 

And not a ftep betray her on the floor, 

The fearlefs lover wants no beam of light, 

The robber knows him, nor obftradts his way, 
Sacred he wanders through the pathlefs night, 
Belongs to Venus, and can never ftray. s 

T fcorn the chilling wind, and beating rain, 

Nor heed cold watchings on the dewy ground, 

If all the hardhhips I for love fuftain, 
With love’s victorious joys at haft be crown’d 3 


With fudden ftep let none our blifs furprife, 
Or check the freedom of fecure delight —— 
Rafh man beware, and fhut thy curious eyes, 
Left angry Venus {natch their guilty fight. 


But fhouldft thou fee, th’ important fecret hide, 

Though queftion’d by the powers of earth and 
heaven, 7 

The prating tongue thall love’s revenge abide, 

Still fue for grace, and never be forgiven. , -- 

A wizard dame, the lover’s ancient friend, 

With magic charm has deaft thy lafband’s eax 

At her command I faw the ftars defcend, ,.. 

And winged lightnings ftop id mid career. 

I faw her amp, and cleave the folid ground, 


€ 


| While ghaftly ipcdtres round us wildly roam; 


I faw them hearken to her potent found, 
«Till, fear'd at day, they fought their dreary home. 
At her command the vigorous fummer pines, 
Aad wintery clouds ob{cure the hopeful year; 
At her ftrong bidding, gloomy winter fhincs, 
Aud vernal rofes on the frows appear. 


2% 
She gave thefe charms, which f on thee beftow, 
‘They dim the eye, and dull the jealous mind, 
For me they make a hufband nothing know, . 
For me, and only me, they make him blind 
But what did moft this faithful heart furprife, 
She buafted that her fkill could fet it free; 

This faithful heart the boafted freedom. flies; 
Mow could it ventuse to abandon thee? 


ELEGY Vi 
Ble dedjures Deli to pity him, by their FriendfBip with 
Catia, who was lately dead. * 
‘Taousanvs would feck the lafting peace of death, 
And in that harbour fhun the ftorm of care, 
Officious hope fill holds the fleeting breath, .~ 
She tells them ftill,—To-morrow will be fairs 


She telis me, Delia, I thall thee obtain, 

But can ! liften to her fyren fong, : [chain, 

‘Who feven flow months have dragg’d my painfal-- 

So long thy lover, and defpis’d fo long 2 

By all the joys thy deareft Czlia gave, 

Let not her once-lov’d friend unpitied burn ; 

So may her afhes find a peaceful grave, * 

And fleep uninjur’d¢m thein facred urn. 

‘To her I firft avow’d my timorous flame, 

She nurs’d my. hopes, and taught me how to fue, 

She {till would pity what the wife might blame, 

And {cel for weaknefs which thé never knew: 

Ah, do not grieve the dear lamented fhade, 

‘That hovering round us all my fuflurings hears, 

She is my faint; to her my prayers are made, 

With oft repeated gifts of flowers and tears ¢ 

To her fad tomb at midnight f retire, 

And loncly fitting by the Glent ftone, 

Etell it all the griefs my wrongs infpire; 

‘The marble image feems to-hear my moan ¢ 

The friend’s pale ghoft fhall vex thy flceplefs bed, 

And ftznd before thee all in virgin white; - 
“Phat ruthlefs boforn will difturb the dead, 

And call forth pity from eternah night; 

Ceafe, cruel nvan, the mournful theme forbear, 

‘Though much thou fuffer, to thyfelf complain : 

Ah, to recal the fad remembrance {pare, 

@nc tear from her, is more than all thy pain. 


ELEGY vin. 


_ Oa Delia's being in the Country, where be fuppofis foe 
ae flays to fee the Harveft. 

Now Delia breathes in woods the fragrant air, | 

Dull are the hearts that fill in town remain, - 

Venus herfelf attends on Delia there, 

And Cupid {ports amid the {y!xan train, 

Oh, with what joy, my Delia to behold! 

Vd prefs the fpade, or wield the weighty prong, 

Guide the flow plough-thare through the ftubborn 

“mold, : 

And patient goad the loitering ox along’: 

The fcorching heats I'd carelefsly defpife, 

Nor heed the blifters on my tender hands 

‘The great Apollo wore the fame difguife, 

‘Like me fubdued to love's fapreme command, 


THE WORKS OF HAMMOND. 
} No healing herbs could foothe their mics bl 


The art of phyfic loft, and ufelefs lay, 
To Penevs’ ream, and Tempe’s thady plaisy— 
He drove his herds beneath the noon.tide ray: 


Oft with a bleating lamb in either arm, 

His blufhing fifter faw him pace along; 

Oft would his voice the filent valley charm, 
Till lowing oxen broke the tender fong. 

Where are his triumphs? where his warlike toil ? 
Where by his darts-the crefted Pithon flain ? 
Where are his Delphi? his delightful if e ? 

The god himfelf js grown a cottage {wain, 

© Ceres! in your golden fields no more, 

With harvelt’s cheerful pomp, my fair detainger 
Think what for loft Proferpina you bore, 

And in a mother’s anguith feel my pain, 

Our wifer fathers left their fields unfown, 
Their food was acortis, love their fole employ,. 
They met, they lik’d, they ftaid but till alone,. 
And in each valley fnatch'd the honett joys 

No wakeful guard, no doors to ftop defire, 
Thrice happy times!—But oh, I fondly rave f 
Lead me to Delia, all her eyes infpire 

Vi do,—P'lll plough, or dig, as Delia’s flave 


ELEGY Vil.” 
He defpaire that be foall ever poffefi Delite. 


Ax, what avails thy lover's pious care? 

His lavith incenfe clonds the fy in vain, ;y 
Not wealth nor greatnefs was his idle prayer,” 
For thee alone he pray’d, thee hop’d to gain: 
With thee I hop'd to wafte the pleafing day. 
Till iu'thy arms an age of joy Was paft, ‘” 
Then, old with love, infenfibly decay, 

And on thy bofom gently breathe my laft, 
Tfcorn the Lydian river's golden wave, 

And all che vulgar charms of human life, 

1 only afk to live my Delia’s flave, : ri 
And, when I long have ferv'd her, calt héy wife ¢ 
1 only atk, of her I love poffeft, 

To fink, o’ercome with blifs, in fafe repofe, 

To ftrain her yielding beauties to my breatty 
And kifs her wearied eye-lids till they clofe. 
Attend, © Juno! with thy fober ear, 

Attend, gay Venus, parent of defires 

‘This one fond with, if you refufe to heat, 

Oh, let me with this figh of love expire f 


ELEGY Ix. 

_ He bas lofi Delia, 
He who could firlt two gentle hearts unbind, 
And rob a lover of his weeping fair, 
Hard was the man, but harder, in my mind, . 
The lover ftill, who dy’d not of defpair : 
‘With mean difguife let others nature hide, 
And mimic virtue with the paint of art, 
I feorn the cheat of reafon’s foolith pridé, 
And boalt the graceful weaknefs of my hearts: 


The more I think, the more I feel my pain. 
And learn the more each heavenly chappTeo pegs 


LOVE ELEGIES, | 


While fools, too light for paffion, ufe remain, 
And dull fenfation keeps the flupid wife. 


etn my day, and fad my lingering night, 
When, wrapt in filent grief, | weep alone, 
! Delia is loft, and all my pat delight 

Ys now the fource of unavailing moan. # 


where is the wit that heighten’d beauty’s charms? 
Where is the face that fed ray longing eyes? 
Where isthe thape that might have bieft my arms? | 
Where are thofe hopes relentlefs fate denies ? 


‘When fpent with endlefs grief I die-at laft, 
Delia may come, and fee my poor remains,— 
Oh, Delia! after fuch an abfence pat, 

Gantt thou fil] love, and not forget my pains? 


‘Wilt thou in tears thy lover’s corfe attend,, ? 
With eyes averted light the folemn pyre, 
Till all around the doleful flames afcend, - j 
Then, Dowly finking, by degrees expire? 


To foothe the hovering foul, be thine the care, 
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band, 
An fable weeds the golden vafe to bear, ‘ 
And ‘cull my afhes with thy trembling hand! . 


Panchaia’s odours be their coftly featt, 

And all the pride of Afia’s fragrant year; 
Give them the treafures of the fartheft caft, 
And, what is fti}l more precious, give thy gear. 


“Pying for thee, there is in death ‘a pride, 
Let all the world thy haplefs lover know, 

_ No filent urn the noble paffion hide, 
Byt deeply graven thus my fufferings fhow; 


Here lies a youth, horne down with love and care, 
He could not long his Delia's lofs abide, 

Joy left his-bofom with the parting fair,” 
And when he durft no longer hope, he dy‘. 


ELEGY X. 
On Delia's Birth-day. 


Tars day, which faw my Delia’s beauty rife, 
Shall more than allour facred days be bleft, - 
‘The world enamour’d of her lovely cyes, 
Shall grow as good and gentle as her breaft, 


By all our guarded fighs, and hid defires, 
Oh, may our guiltlefs love be ftill che fame! 
I burn, and glory ip the pleafing fires, 

‘Vf Delia’s bofom thare the mucual flame. 


Thou happy genius of her natal hour, 
Accept her incenfe, if her thoughts be kind 3 
Bat let her court in vain thy angry power, 
Tf all our vowa arc blotted from her mind. 


And thou, O.Venus! hear my righteous prayer, 
Or bind the fhepherdefs, or loofe the {wain, 
Yet rather guard them both with equal care, 
And let them die together in thy chains. - 


What I demand, perhaps her heart defires, 


But virgin fears her nicer tongue reftrain ; ‘i 
“The fecret thought, which blufhinge love infpires. _ 


























193 
‘ELEGY Xt 


| Again Lovers going to War, in ewbich be pbilofophi= 


cally prefers Love and Delia to the more ferious Va~ 
nities of tbe World. 


| Tue man who tharpen’d firtt the warlike ‘feel, 


How fell and deadly was his iron heart, 

He gave the wound encountering nations feel, 
And death grew fronger by his fatal art : : 
Yet not from fteel debate and battle rofe, 

’ Tis gold o’ercurns the even Icale of life, 


iy Nature is free to all, and none were foes, 
}{ Till partial luxury began the ftrife, 


:] Let Spoil and vitory adorn the bold, 


While | inglorious neither hope nor fear, . 
Perifh the thirlt of honour, thirft of gold, 


+] Ere for my abfence Delia lofe a tear: 


Why thould the lover quit his pleafing home, 
In fearch of danger on fome foreign ground ; 


«| Far from his weeping fair ungrateful roam, 
| And riff inevery Rrok: a double wound? 


Ah, better far, beneath the fpreading fhade, 
With cheerful friends to drain tht fprightly bowl, 
To fing the beauties of-rp darling maid, 


‘| And on the {weet idea feaft my foul t 


Then full of love to ail her charms.retire,.- 
And fold her blufhing to my eager breatt, 
Till, quite o'ercome with foftnefs, with defire, 
Like mg fhe pants, the faints, and finks to relt, 


ELEGY XI. 
Yo Delia. « 


No fecond love fhall e’er my heart furprife, 

This fulemn league did fir our paflion bind ¢ 
Thou, only thon, canft pleafe thy lover's eyes, 
Thy voice alone can faothe his troubled mind, 
Oh, that thy charms were only fair to me, 
Dufpleafe all others, and fecure my ref, 

No need of envy,—let me happy be, * 

I little care that others know me bleft, 

With thee in gloomy deferts let me dwell, 
Where never human footitep mark’d the groubd ; 
Thou, light of fife, all darknels canft expel, 
Aad feem a world with folitude around. 

1 fay too much—my heediefe words reftore, 

My tongue undoes me in this loving hour; 

Thou kpow’ft thy ftrength, and thence infulting 


* ‘more, .. : : . 

Will make me feel the weight of all thy powers 
Whate’er E feel, thy flave I will remain, 

Nor fly the burden fam form’d to bear, ~~ 

fn chains I'll fit me down at Venus’ fate, ~ 

She knows my wrongs, and will regard my prayer. 


a 7 ELEGY XIIL +6 
He ‘imagines bimfilf married ts Delia, and that 
éontent with each obber, they are retired into tbe 
Country. : : 
Ler others boaft their heape of fhining gold, 


sya 
Whom neighbouring foes in eonftart tertor hold, 
And trumpets break their flumbers, a found : 3 


While calmly poor | trifle fe away, ‘ 

Enjoy fweet Weifute by my cheerful fire, 

No wanton hop: my quiet fall betray, * 
But, cheaply bleft, Ti feorn each vain de! efire. 
‘With timely care (i fow my Tile field, 
And plant my orchard with irs niafler’s hand, 
Nor blufh to fprcad the hay, the hook to wield, _ 
Or range my theaves along the funny land, 





Hf late at dui, while carelefsly T roam, 
I meet, a ftrolling kid, or bleating lamb, 
Under my arnt (il being the wanderer home, 
And not a little chide its thoughtefs dam. 
‘What jey to hear the tempeit howl in vain, 
And clafp'a fearful miitrefs omy breaft > 
Or, lull'd to umber by the beating rain,’ 
Secure and happy, fiuk at lat to refk 2: Ro 
Or, if the fun.in flaming Leto ride,” 
By thady rivers indolently ttray, 
And with my ‘Delia, walking fide by fide,” 
Hear how they murmur, as they glide away r 


What joy t6' wind along the cool retreat, * 
Vo ftop, and gaze on Delia ast yo? ', 
“To mingle fiweet difcoirfe with kiffes fweet, 
‘And teach my lovely {cholar all L know? >.” 


“Thus pleas'd at heart, and’ not with fancy’ 6 dream, 
Tn filent hap ines f reft unknown; 

Content with what Tam, not what f feem, 

D live for Delia and myfelt alone. » 


Ah, foolith’ man, who thus of her poffett, 
Could float and wander with ambition’s wind, 
And ifhis outward trappings {poke him bleQ,, 
Not heed. the ficknefs of his confcious mind}. 
/ With he I feorn the idle lireath of praife, ° 
Nor truft to happineda that’s not our owns 
The finite of fortune might fufpicien raife, 
But here J know that.bam jov'd alones : 
Stanhope, in wildom as in wit divine; 
Magy rile, and plead Britanni:’s glorious caufe, 
With fleady rein his eager wit confine, 
While manly {enfe the deep attention draws, 
Let Stanhope fpeak his tiflcning country’s wrongs» 
_ My humble voice fhall'pleate one partial maids: »> 
For hor-alone 1 pen my; tender fogs iii 0.247. 
Securely fitting in his friendly, hace, 
Stanhope thall.come, and -grace: his rural friend, 
Pelia shalt wonder at her noble gueft, ++ ; 
‘With blything awe the riper'f.uit comand, 
- And for her hufbang’s patron cull the beft.:.., 
Herp be the care of all my little train, « 
While | with tendur indolence arm tent, 
‘he favourite fubjed of her, gentle reign, 
By love alone diftinguish’d from the ret, 
For her I'l yoke my oxen to the plough, 
in gloomy forcfts-teud my lonely flock $ 
For her'a.goat:herd climb the moantain’s toms 
And Deep.extended on the waned rock 2. Lok 
Ab, what avdils to profs thé Mately beds 
ood far fom. her ‘might saltelets Grandene weep, 


Aan pe 

















THE WORKS OF HAMMOND. 
4 By merble fountains Jay the penfive head,: 


And, while they murmur, {rive ia ain to fegp ? 
Delia alone can pleafe, and-never tire, ““* 
Exceed the paint of thought in true delight 5 
With her, enjoyment wakens new defire, 

And eqhal rapture glows through every night ¢ ' 


Beduty and worth in her alike contend, 


| To charm the fancy, and to fix the mind; 


Iher;'my wile, my miftrels,and my friend, 
Ttafte the joys of fenfe and reafon join’d. 
On her Vif gaze, when others loves are.o’er, 
And dying prefs her with my clay-cold hand— 
Thou weep'tt already; as E were no more, 2 
Nor can.that gentle t brea the thought withfand, 
Oh, when I die, my Tate moments {pare, 

Nor let thy grief with fharper‘tot ments kill, 
Wound not thy cheeks, nor hurt thac flowing hairy, 
Though Fam dead, my fou! fhall love thee till; 


Oh, quit ‘the rooin, oh, quit the deathful bed, 

Or thor wilt die, fo tender is thy heart; th 
Oh, leave me, De'fa, ere thou fee me dead, 

Vhefe weeping friends will dothy mournful party 
Let them, extendéd of the decent hier, * 

Convey the corfe in melancholy fate, sah 
Lhrough all the village fpread the tender tear, ee 
While paying maids our wondrous lovgs relate, 


ELEGY XIV," 
To Delia. 


Waar feeries of blifs ‘my raptur’d fancy frain’d, 

in fome lone fpor with peace and thee retir’d ! 

Though reafon then my fanguine fonduefs Stacn’dy 

t Hill beliew’d what flattering love infpird: . 

But now my wrongs have taught my bombed 
mind, + 

To daogerot biifs no longer to pretend, ~ 

In books a calm, but fix’d content to find, 

Safe joys, that on ourfelves alone depend't 


With them the gentke moments t beguile, 
In learned cafe, and elegant delight ; 
Compare the beauties of each’ different ftyle, 
Each various ray of wit's diffufive light 


Now mark the ftrength of Milton's facred lines, 
Senfe rais'’d-by genius, fancy rul’d by art, " 
Where all the glory of the Godhead fhines, 
Avd earlicf innocence enchants the heart. 
Now; fir’d by Pope and virtue, leave the age 

In low purfuit Of felf-undoing wrong, : 

And trace the author-through bis moral page, 
Whote blamelefs life filt anfwers te his fong, - 

If time and books my lingering pain can beal, 
And reafon fix its empire o’er my heart, ° . 
My patriot breatt a noble warmth fhall feel, {part 
And glow with love, where weaknefs has 2a 
Thy hearf, O Lyttleton, thall be my guide, 

ita fire thall warn me, and its worth improve ; 
Thy heart, above-all:envy;-and all pride, 

Firnt as man’s fenfe, and foft as woman’s Inve. 
And you, O Weft, with her your partner dear, 
Whoot asec misth and deta fenic Sa 











LOVE ELEGIES. 


~With lebring’s feck soy drooping, mid thal! 
» cheer, 
‘Wiad to efeape from idye to fuch a friend. 


But why, fo long my w vaker heart deceive] 
Ah, ftill 1 love, in pride and reafon's fpite, 
No books, alas! my patrful thoughts relitve, 
And while I threat, this clegy f write. 


. ELEGY XV. 
Te Mr. George Grenvilles: 


O'x, form’d alike to ferve is, and to pleafe ; 
Polite with honefty, and learn’d with eafe ; 
‘With heart to act, with genius to retire; 
Open, yet wife ; though gentle, full of fire. 
With thee [ {corn the low conftraint of art, 
pe fear to truft the follies of my Heart}* iz 
ear then from what my long defpair arofe, 

(Zhe faithful {tory of a lover's woes. 

‘When, in » fober melancholy hour, 
Reduc'd by ficknefs.under reafon's power, 
3 view'd my ftate, too little weigh’d before, 

. and love himfelf could flatter me no more}, 
‘My Delia’s hopes I would no more deceive, [leave;, 
But whom my alfion hort, through friendhip 
A chofe the coldeft words my heare to hide, 
god cure her fex’s weaknefs through its prides 
"The prudence which { taught, | ill purfu’d, 
"The charm my reafon broke, my heart xencw'd : 
Again fubmiflive to her fect 1 came, mn 
And prov’d too well my paflion by my thames 
While fhe, fecure in coldnefs, or difdain, 

‘Forgot my love, or triumph’d in its pain, 
sBegan with higher views her thoughts to raife 

(And feorn’d the humble poet of her praife: 

“She let each little lic o'er truth prevail; 

“And ftrengthen'’d by her faith each groundlefs tale, 
_Believ’d the groffeft arts that malice try'd, 
Nor once in thought was on her lover's fi 
Oh, where were then the fcenes of fancied life? 
Qh, where the friend, the miftrefs, and the wife? 
Her years of promis’d love were quickly paft, 
Not two revolving moons could fee théf lat. 
To Stow’'s delightful fcenes | now repair, 
uy Cobham’s fmile to lofe the glaom of care T 
Nor fear that he my-weaknels thould defpife, 
in nature learned, and humanely wife : 

There Pict, in manners foft, in friendihip warm, 
With mild advice my liftening grief fhali charm, 
With fenfe ta counfel, and with wit to pleafe, 
A Roman’s virtue with a courtier’s eale. 
Nor you, my friend, wHofe heart is ftill at reft, 
Contema the human weaknels of my brea; ; 
Reafon may chide the faults the cannot cure, I 
And pains, which long we {corn'd, we oft endure; 
Thgngh wifer cares employ your fludious mind, 
Form'd wich a foul fo elegantly kind, ** ~ 
Your breaft may lofe the calm it long has known, 
And learn my woes to pity, by its owa. 





‘ELEGY XVI. 
To Mifs Dafozvood, 


"© sav, thon dear poffeffor of my breaft, — 
f tebere'’s pow my boafted liberty and ref! 




























4 Unmov'd I hear them {peak, or fee them fair, 


¥ Can long abufe a fond, unthinking mai 





as 
Where the gay moments which I once have-knowy i! 
O, where that heart'l fondly thought my own: 





| From place ta place I folicary roam, 
‘| Abroad uneafy, not céntent at home, 


1 {corn the beauties’commor cyes adore; . 
The more! view them, feel thy worch thé thoré; 





And only think’on thee, who art not there, 
fn vain would bovks their formal fuceour lend, 
Nor wit nor wifdom can relieve their friend 5 
Wi can’t deceive the pain F now endure, 
And wifdom thows the ili without the cure.” 
When from thy fight t watte the tedious day,” 
A thoufand fchemes I form, and things to fay } 
But when thy prefence gives-the time I feel, | 

'y heart’s fo full, with, bue cannot fpeak, 

‘And could | fpeak with cloquence and cafe; 
Till now pot-ftudious of the art to pleate,' 
Could I, at woman who fo oft exclaim, ~ 
Expofe (nor blufh) thy triumph and my this; 
Abjare thofe maxims [ fo lately priz’d, - 
And. court that fex I foolifhly defpie'd, 
Own thon haft foften'd my obdurate mind, 
And-thas reveng’d the wrongs of womankind} 
Loft were my words, and fruitlefs all my paing * 
In‘ vain to tell theey all Pwrite in vain 5 «36; 30> 
My humble fighs fhall only reach thy ears, 44.9: 
And ail my eloquence thall be uy tears. vv 

And now (for more { never nit pretend): 
Hear me not as thy over, but thy friend 5 ~ 
‘Thoulit:ds will fain thy little heartentnare, - 
For without-danger none like thee ave fair 5° 
But wifely choofe wlio beft deferves thy fumes 
So fhall the choice itfelf become thy: fame 5 
Nox yet defpife, though void-of winning art, 
-The plain arid honett courthhip of the hearc # 
The ikilful tongue in love’s perfuafive lore, 
Though lefs it feels, will pleafe and flatter moro, 
And, meanly learned in. that guilty trade; : — 








And fince their lips, fo knowing to decvive, 
Thy unexperienc’d youth might foon ‘elieve; 
And fince their tears, in falfe ftubmiffion dreft, | 
Might thaw the icy coldnefs of thy breaft ; 

O! thut thine eyes to fuch deccitful woe: 
Caught by the beauty of thy outward fhow, 


Like me they do not love, whate’er they feer, 


Like me—with paffjon founded on eftecm, 


ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING LINES. 
BY THE LATE LORD HERVEY, ©: 


Too well thefe lines that fatal truth decltre, 
Which long I’ve known, yet now [ biuth to heag, 
But fay, what hopes thy fond il!-fated love, * 
What can it hope, though mutual it foul prove 
‘This little form is fair in vain for you, 

in vain for me thy hoveft heart is true; 

For wouldft thou fix difhonovt on my name, 
And give me up to penitence and fhame ; 

Or gild my ruin with the name of wife, 

And make rac a poor virtuous wretch for. lifer 
Could’ thou fubmit to wear the marriage chai 
(TooW®re a cure forall thy prefewt p 
No faffron robe for us the godhead wears, 
His torch-inverted. and ‘his face in tears, 
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Thee, Savace, thefe (the juftly great) admire; 
Thee, quick’ning judgment’s phlegm with fancy’s firey : 
Thee, flow to cenfure, earneft to commend, 
Ap able critic, but a willing friend. 
. DYER'S EPISTLE TO SAVAGE. 








EDINBURGH: 
PRINTED BY MUNDELL AND SON, ROYAL BANK CLOSE. 


Anno 1794 


To be olaced after d. 508, before the Life of Savager 


THE LIFE OF SAVAGE. . __, 


“Fron the life of Savige, the “ lovers of truth and wit” are obliged to Dr. Johnfon, who * was fa- 

“voured with his confi \nce, atid received from himfelfan acccount of moft of the tranfactions which 
he relates.” oe 
*= ‘The fadte fhated in the prefent account are chiefly takef from Tr. Jobtifon’s larger narrative, 
which is written in fo clear and animated a manner, enriched with fuch variety of-anecdotes, and illu- 
thinated throughout with fo much philofophy and knowledge of human life, that it is une of the 
soft interefting biographical difquiftions in the Englifh language. chy ak Se 
+ ~ Richard Savage was born in Fox-court, Holborn, on the toth of January 1697-8. He was the 
fon of Anne, Countefs of Macclesfield, adulteroufly begotten by Richard Savage, Earl of Rivers, 
ho, it is alleged by Dr. Johnfon, gave him his own name, and had it duly recorded in the regifter 
bf st. Andrew's, Holborn; but that regifter has been carefully infpeétcd, and no fuch entry is to 
be fouitd. According to Mr. Reed, he was chriftened by the name of Richard Smith; bat of thia 
Mere is noevidence: ~ OY . : 

*™ Dr. Jotmfon fates, that * Lady Macclesfield having lived for fome time upon very uneafy terms 
with her hufband, thought a public confeffion of adultery the moft obvious ind expeditious method 
‘of obtaining her liberty,” and affaming this to be, true, ftigmatizes her with indignation, és“ thé 
wretch who had, without fcruple, proclaimed herfelf an adulterefs.”” mba 
+ ‘That Lady Macclesfield was convidted of the crime of adultery, and feparated from her hufband 
Dy an att of parliament, cannot be denied; but there is not fufficient evidence of her voluntarily 
Fobmitting to the ignominious charge of adultery. ay ty 

°"" @ T have pernfed,” fays Mr. Bofwell, the lively and agreeable biographét of Dr. Johnfon, * the 

Journals of both Houfes of Parliament, at the period of her divorce, and there find it authentically 
afcertained, that fhe made a moft ftrenuows defence by her counfel; the billhaving been fir moved 
isth January 1697, and proceeded on at intervals till the 3d of March, when it paffed. It was 
brought to the Commons the 5th of March, proceeded on the 7th, roth, rzth, 4th, and rsth; on 
Which day, after a full examination of witneffes on both fides, and hearing of counfel, it was ree 
ported without amendmeft, paffed, and carried to the Lords.” Yet, on the other hand, it onght 
to be obferved, that it belonged to Lady Macclesfield to oppofe the divorce, to prevent a fulpicion, 
‘of collufion; and therefore her oppofition, under fuch circumftances, is not fofficient to overbalance 
the general repite as to her voluntary copfeffion. ; 

Asto the truth of the fact, there was no doubt niade of it; for Lord Rivers acquiefced in her decla+ 
‘ation, and appeared by the meafures he took to provide for him, to confider the child as his owns 
*Lord Rivers unfottunately eft him to the care of his mother, who, after having forfeited the title 
of Lady Macclesfield by divorce, retained her fortune, and was married to Colonel Henry Brete, 
whom fhe furvived many years. She died O@ober rx. 3753, aged above fourfcoré: 

Strange as it may appear, his mother, from the moment of his birth, looked upon iim with a 
“kind of refentment and abhorrence; and, inftead of fupporting, aflifting, and defending him, refolv. 
‘ed to difown him; and ina very fhort time removed him from her fight, by committing him to the 
care of a thoemaker’s wife, whom fhe direéted to éducate him as her own, enjoining her never to 
tnform him of his true parents. ‘ . 

‘The haplefs infant was not, however, wholly abindoned. Her mother, Lady Mafon, whether 
‘in approbation of her defign, or to prevent more criminal practices, took fome charge of his educa- 
“tions and placed him at a {mall grammar-{choo] tear St. Alban’s, where he was called by the name 
of his nurfe. ; ear 

Here he was initiated in Hiterature, and pafled through Several of the claffes, with what rapidity 
or applaufe cannot now be Enown. ' Ae. ee 

While he was cultivating his genius, his father Lord Rivers was feizéd with a diftemper which 
threatened his life; and as he lay on his death-bed, he thought it his duty te provide for him among 
is other natural children. " Accordingly, he fent to his mother to inquire after him, and-fhe had 

seme <spelty to cuthim off for ever from that happinefs which competence affords, by declaring that he 
Wasdeld, The Zarl did not imagine that there could exift ¢ mother that would ruin her for without 
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onriching herfelf; and therefore beftowed upon (ome other perfon fix thoufand pounds, which he 
had, in his will, bequeathed to Savage. He died Augnit £8. t712. ° 

Mr. Befwell, for the honour of human nature, is inclined to think the fhycking. tale not trud’s” 
and {nppofes that the perfon who the: oflamed the name of Richard Savage, ‘waa an impoftor, being 
in reality the fon of the fhoemaker, and that, after the death of the real Rickard Savage, he attempte 
ed to perfonate him; and that the fraud being known to. Lady Macclesiéld, whe was therefore raw 
polled by her, with juft refentment. ° : a 

Mr. Bofwell upports his fuppofition by a cireumftance that has been mentioned as an aggravation 
of Lady Macclesfield's uanatural conduct ; and that is, her having prevented him from obtaining 
the benefit of a levacy left to him by Mrs. Lloyd, his god-mother : “ For if there wan fuch a lee 
racy left,” fays be, his noe being able to obtain payment of it, muft be imputed to his confcioufnet 
that he was not the real perfon, The juft inference fhould be, that by the death of Lady Macclegs 
field's child before its god-mother, the legacy became lapfed; and therefore, that Johnfon’s Rie 
chard Savage was an impoftor.* ~ 

"A very little reflection might have fatisfied Mr. Bofwell, that executors aing under the influs 
ence of Lady Macclesfield, might have laid Savage, with a very good title, under confiderable dife 
Gicultics in recovering the legacy. ; ; 7 r 

Befides, we muft allow the weight of general repute as to his parentage, though illicit, and it 
mk ever appear very fufpicious, that three different accounte of the Life of Savage, one publithed 
by Hill, in the“ The Plain Dealer,” in 1724, another by Mr. Beckingham, in 1727, and another by 
the powerful pen of Dr. Johnfon in 1 749, and all of them while Lady Macclesfield was alive, 
thould, netwithitanding the fevere attacks upon her, have been fuffered to pafs without any publit 
and effectual contradi@ion. 

‘The fame éruclty which incited his mother to intercept this provifion which had been intended 
him, prompted her, on his leaving f{thool, to rid herfelf from the danger of being at any time 
made known to him, by fending him fecretly to the American plantations; but this contrivance was 
by Jome accident defeated. ‘ es . , 4 : 

Being hindered, by whatever.means, from banifhing him into another country, fhe formed, foon, 
alter, a {cheme of burying him in poverty and ob{curity for the remainder .of his days, and had. 
him placed with a fhoemaker iu Holborn. 4 : 

In this ftation, however, he did not long continues for his nurfe dying, he went to take care of 
thé effects of his fuppofed mother, and found in her boxes fome of Lady Mafon’s letters to hery. 
which informed him of his birth, and the caufe of its concealment. 

He was now no longer fatisfied with the employment which had been allotted him, and thought: . 
he had a right to hare in the affluence of his mother; and therefore, without: fcruple, applied to 
her as her fon, and made ufe of every art to awaken her tendernefs, and attract her regard. But 
fhe ftill refolved to negleA, though the could na longer difown him, and took meafures to prevent 
his ever entering her houfe on any pretence whatever. 

Savage was, at the fame time, fo touched with the difcovery of his real mother, that i¢ was his 
frequent practice to walk in the dark evenings before her door, in hopes of feeing her, as fhe might 
come by accident to the window, or crofs her apartment with a candle in her hand. 

One evening, walking in the ftreet that the inhabited, he faw the door of her houfe by accident. 
open. He entered it, and went up ftairs to falute her, She difcovered him before he could enter her 
chamber, alarmed the family, and ordered them to drive out of the houfe that villain who had en« 
deavoured-to murder her. Savage, who had attempted by the moft fubmiffive tendernefs to foften her 
rage, hearing her utter fo deteftable an accufation, thought it_prudent to retire; and never attempt~ 
ed afterwards to {peak to her. : eh does : 

While he was affiduoufly endeavouring to awaken the tendernefs of a mother, in whom all nas 
tural affection was extin@, he was deftitute of the means of fupport, and having no profeffion, and a 
Prong inclination to literary purfuits, efpecially poetry, he became by neceffity an author, ; 

The fubje@ he made-choice of for his firit attempt: was the Bangorien controverfy, in which he 
inconfiderately engaged in oppofition to Hoadly, the able defender of civil and religions Vsita 
and publithsd a poem againft the Bithop, the fuccof of which is not kaoyrn, but of whic was 
afterwards much afhamed, _ 
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,# He then attempted-a more gainful kind of writing ; and, in 1717, offered a comedy to the Rage, 
Sntituled, Woman’? a piddie, which was refuted by the players. It was ndt, however, his own per- 
formance, but a tranilation of a Spanifh comedy called La Dama Duende, executed by Mrs. Price, 
Jady of Baron Price, sho gave him the copy, and, through jnadvertency, another copy to Mr. Bul. 
lock the player, who mide fome alterations in the MS., ard brought it on the Mage at Lincoln’s- 
ion-fields, the fame yeac® : we beep cig “oe le A * ee 
_\n 4779, he produced Love it a Peil, a comedy, tranflated likewife from a Spanifh play, called 
Poor efia qua eave, and was aged at Lincoln’s-inn-fields, but fo late in the year, that he received 
fearce any other advantage from it, than the acquaintance of Steele, and Mr, Wilks the comedian, 
by whom he was pitied, careffed, and relieved. i . 
#.-Stecle efpoufed his intereft with alJ the ardour of benevolence which conftituted his character, ande 
aiferted, that * the inhumanity of bis mother had given him aright to fiud every good man his 
father.” . a 
| The Kindnefs of Steele did not end in common favours. He propofed to have eftablifhed him in 
ome fetiled {cheme of life, and to have married him to @ natural daughter of his, on whom he in- 
-tended to beftow a thoufand pounds ; but as he was never able to raife the {um which he had offer~ 
ed, the marriage was delayed. . 
_ in the mean time, he was informed that Savage had ridiculed him ; by which he was fo much ex+ 
afperated, that he withdrew the allowance which he had paid him, and never afterwards admitced - 
shim @his houfe. , cha “ 
_ Mr. Wilks, however, continued aft equal ‘and fteady kindnefs to the time of his death; and.by his 
rinterpofition, according to Mr. Beckingham, he once obtairied from his mother fifty pounds, and 
“<a promife of one hundred and fifty more, which was never performed. —— A 

Being thus obliged to depend on Mr. Wilks, he became an affiduous frequenter of the theatre; 
and this conftant attendance, naturally procured him the acquaintance of Mrs. Oldfield, who, ace 
cording to Dr, Johnfon, was fo much pleafed with his converfation, and touched with his misfor- 
tunes, that fhe allowed him an annuity, during her life, of fifty pounds. But Shiels afferts, that 
the fo much difliked Savage, and difapproved of his conduct, that fhe never admitted him to her 
converfation, nor fuffered him to enter her houfe;” and that “ fhe indeed often relieved him with 
fach donations as fpoke her generous difpofition: but this was at the folicitation of friends; and from @ 
principle of humanity, fhe became not a little inQtruniental in faving his life.” 

It ig certain, that at her death, he went into mourning as for a mothers and though Dr. Johnton, 
fays he did not celebrate her in clegieg, Chetwood has printed a poem on her death, which he af- 
cribes to Savage. 

He had fometimes, by the kindnefs of ‘Mr. Wilke, the advantage of a benefit’; on which occa~ 
fions he often received uncommon marks of regard and compaffion, though the intereft of his mother 
was employed to fruitrate his applications. 2 ‘ . 

"The kindnefs of his friends not affording him any conftant fupply, he found it neceffary to ene” 
deavour once more at dramatic poetry ; aud having been unfuccelstul inscomedy, he refolved to try 
whether he fhould not be more fortunate in exhibiting a tragedy. 

‘The flory which he ‘chofe [or the fubjeé, was that ‘of Sir Thomas Overbury. During a confider« 
able part of the time in which he was employed upon it, he was without lodging, and often with« 
cout meat ; nor had he any other convenience for ftudy than the fields or the ftreets allowed him. 
There he ufed to walk, and form his fpeeches, and afterwards ftep ints a thop, beg for a moment 
the ufe of pen and ink, and write down what he had compoled, upon paper which he had picked 
up by accident. on 

It was brought on the ftage at Drory-lane, June 12.1723, and aged only three nights. Te 
waa once more performed for his benefit, when the houfe opened for the winter feafon, October 2. 
Tt was corredted and fitted forthe ftage by Hill, an suthor of eRtablifbed reputation, from whofe 
friendthip he received great afliilance on many eccafions, and whom he never mentioned but with 
the utmoft tendcrnefs and regard. Hill wrote the prologue and epilogue, in which he touches on 

ithe circumftances of Savage with great tendernefs. He himfelf performed the part of Sir Thowas 
Owertary, but with fo little reputation, that he always plotted. out his name from the lit, when 
copy of his tragedy was td be fhown to his friends. a 
= P pp itj 
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For the deditation, to Herbert Tryft, Ef. of Herefordfhire, he received ten pourida The 
aecummulated profits of ‘aGing, printing, and dedication, were a hindre§ pbunds, which he 
thought a very large fum, having never been matter of fo much before. : = 

When his neceflities returned, Hill encouraged a fubfcription to a Mifcdlany of Poems, by pus. 
blithing his fory in the * Plain Dealer,” with fome affecting verfes, whicn had a very powerful 
effe& upon all, but his mother, whom, by making her cruelty more publi, they only hardened is, 
her aver fion. 7 : 

To this Mifellany, the greater part of which was furnifhed by Hill, he wrote a Preface, in which 
he gives an account of his mother’s cruelty, in a véry uncommon firain of humour, with a dedica’s 
tion to Lady Mary Wortley-Montague, whom he flatters without referve, and with very little art. 
* Soon afterwards, the death of George I. furnifhed a general fubject for poetical condolence, in 
which Savage engaged, without obtaining any other advantage, than the incredfe of his repu« 
tation, : 

He was how advancing in credit, anid appeared to be gaining upon mankind, when a! misfortutié 
hefel him, by which not only his reputation, but his life was endangered. 

On the zoth of November, 1727, Savage came from Richmond, whither hé had for fome time 
retired, in order to purfue his ftudies without interruption ; and accidentally mecting two acquaing 
tances, whofe names were Marchant and Gregory, he went in with them to a coffee-houfe, where they 
fat drinking till it was late. He would willingly have gone to bed im thé fame houfe, but there 

+ Was not room for the whole company, and therefore they agreed to ramble about the ftrects tilt 
the morning. Happening to difcover a light in a coffce-hovfe near Charing-crofs, they went in, 
and demanded a room. They were told the next parlour would he empty prefendy, as a companyt. 
were about to leave it, being then paying their reckoning. Marchant, not fatisfied with this anfwer, 
rufhed into the room, and behaved very rudely. This Produced a quarrel; fwords were drawn ¢ 
and, in the confufion, one Mr. James Sinclair was killed. A woman fervant was likewife accident- 
ally wounded by Savage, as the was endeavouring to hold him. : : 

Savage and his companions being taken into cuflody, were tried for this offence; and both he and 
Gregory were captitally convicted, by the evidence of a common ftrumpet, a woman by whom . 
fuch wretches were entertained, and a man by whom they were fupported. Savage pleaded his own, 
caufe, and behaved with great refolution; but it was proved that he gave Sinclair his death’s wound, 
while Gregory commanded the fword of the deceafed. - 

Had his audience been his judges, he had undoubtedly heen acquitted; bur Mr, Page, then on the,- 
bench, treated him with his ufual infolence and feverity, exafperated the Jury agaicf him, and mit. 
reprefented his defence, . P 

‘The convicts, recinducted to prifon, had no hopes of life but from the mercy of the Crown, which 
was earneftly folicited by his friends, and only obftru@ed by his mother, who had prejudiced the: 
Queen again him, by relating the atrocious calumny of his for cing himfelf in upon her, with an’ 
intent to murder her. 

At length a friend arofe, whofe charu@er and rank were too eminent to fail of fuccefs, the amiable 
Countefs of Hertford, by whofe interpofition he was admitted tu bail, and, on the gth March 1928, 
pleaded the royal pardon ; to which alfo the petition delivered to his Majefly by Lord ‘I'yrconnel, 
his mother’s nephew, and the folicitations made to Sir Robert Walpole by Mrs. Oldfield, were not a 
Jittle conducive. : 4 

Fe had now recovered his Lberty, but he had no means of fubfiftence, He refolved, therefore, te: 
compel his mother to do fomething for him, and threatened that he would feverely expofe her 
cruelty, The expedient proved fuccefeful, Lord Tyrconnel, whatever were his motives, upon his 
promife to lay afide his defign, received him into his family, treated him as his-equal, and allowed 

~ bim two hundred pounds a-year. . 

Mr, Bofwell reprefents his being received as a companion by Lord Tyrcontiel, as if prior to his 
cgaviction and pardon ; but Dr. Johnfon’s account, which is followed here, is confirmed by the ap- 
pearance of The Wanderer, in £729, addrefed to that nobleman, not only in the firft lines, but 
ina formal dedication filled with the highelt ftrains of panegyric,and the’ warmett profeflions of gras, 
titude. No allufion indecd to the murder is obfervable in The Wanderer, which is a circansftance’ 
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_» Bot fome time Ke hiad ho reafon to complain of fortune : his appearance was fplendid, his expences 
large, and his acquaintance extenfive. He was courted by all who endeavoured to be thought mea. 
of genius, andcareffed by all who valued themielves upon a refined tafte. This interval of pro- 
fperity furnithed him with opportunities of enlarging his knowledge of human nature, by contem~ 
plating jile from its higheft’ zradation to its loweft. Ofhis exa@ obfervations on human life, he has 
left a proof in Tbe Author to%be Let, publifhed about this time, and afterwards inferted in # collection 
‘of pieces reiating to the Dunciad, which were addreffed to the Earl of Middlefex, in a dedication 
written by Pope, but figned by Savage. 

After the publication of this picce, he was confidered by thofe who were attacked by Pope, as a 
kind of confederate, and was.fulpeéed of fupplying him with private intelligence and fecret” incia 
dents; fo that the ignominy of an informer was added to the terror of a fetirift, 

About this time he wrote a panegyrical Epifle to Sit Robert Walpole, and The Triumph of Healt 
4rd Mirth, on the recovery of Lady Tyreonncl, from a fanguifhing illnefs, 

While the world feemed to {mile upon him, his condu@ was fuch as made Lord Tyrconnel grow 
weary of him, and even forced him to withdraw his voluntary bounty, and to banifh bins from his 
table. . 

The caufe affigned by his Lordthip for difmifling him, was, his introducing company into his houfe, 
with whom he pradtifed the moft licentious frolics, and committed ajl the outrages of drunkennefs 
and felling or pawning the books of whieh he had made hima prefent, ftamped with his own arms, 
Both thefe accufations were eafily credited, 

On the other hand, Savage declared, that Lord Tyrconnel quarrelled with him becaufe he would. 
not fubtrad from his own luxury and extravagance what he had promifed to allow him: but this 
iv by no means probable, 

‘Thefe mutual accufations were retorted on both fides, for many yeats, with the utmoft degree of 
virulence and rage, Savage felt every day the confequences of the quarrel; and feems to have per> 
Suaded Dr. Johnfon, * that his fpirit never fuffered him to folicit a reconciliation :” but Mr, Bolwell 
has fhown, that he once fulicited a reconciliation, “ in the humbleft maoner,” by the interpofition 
of Mr. Gilbert, his Lordfhip’s chaplain. 

Henow thought himfelf again at liberty to take his revenge on his mother ; and publifhed about this 
time, The Baflard, infcribed with “ due reverence,” to Mrs. Brett, which had an extraordinary fale. 

His mother, who happened then to be at Bath, was not able te bear the reprefentation of her 
wn conduct, but fied from reproach, and took thelter in London. a 

On the death of Eufden, in 3730, he iucfleCtually exerted all the intereft which his wit, or his 
birth, or his misfortunes could proctre, to obtain the place of poct-laureat, which was given to 
Cibber. " 

“Being difappointed of the laureat’s place, he took a refulutien of applying to the Queen, and pub= 
lithed a poem on Ker birth-day, which he intituled, Tbe Volunteer Eaureat, The Queen, a few days 
after publication, fent him fifty pounds, and her “ permiffion to write annually on the fame fub+ 
jects” and a promifé of “ the like prefent, till fomething better could be done for him.” 

‘When the Princefs Anne was married to the Prince of Orange, he wrote a poem upon her depar~ 
ture, only, as he declared, “ becaufe it was expe@ed from him,” 

About this time, he was accufed in “ The Daily Courant,” of influencing eletions againft the 

~eourt, by appearing at the head of a Tory mob; but he fufficiently cleared his innocence, and found 
no ill effects from the accufation. ’ 


In the difpute between the Bifhop of London and the Chancellor, relating to Dr. Rundle, heen- 


gaged with great zeal againft the Bifhop; and wrote a poem, called, The Progrefs of a Divine, in which 

he painted the character of a profligate prieft, in fuch odious colours, as drew upon him the refentment 

‘ yofthé clergy. The Court of King’s Bench was moved againft him for obfcenity; but Lord Chicf 

Juttice York difmiffed the information, with encomiums upon the purity and excellence of his writings 

He once intended to make a reparation for the folly or injuftice with which he might be charged, 

by writing ancther poem, called, The Progrefs of a Freethinker ; but this plan was, like others, formed 

Sad laid afide. 

. He was Rill in his ufual exigencies, having no certain {epport but the penfion from the Queen; 

which, when he received, he regularly difappeared, and fpent, and rewurned ‘to his acquaintance a 
pennyleh as before, . . : 
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His friends folicited “Sir Robert Walpole ia his favour, with fo much earheftnefs, that they obs: 
tained a promife of the next place that fhould become vacant, not exceeding 200]. a-year ; but, ne=-: 
thing more than promifes were obtained from that celebrated ftatefman. 

Defpair was not, however, the character of Savage; when one patronage fgiled, he had recout(e 
te another, ‘he Prince of Wales had very liberally rewarded the merit of ‘Mhomfon and Mallet ; : 
and, therefore, he refolved to addrefsto him, his Poem on Public Spirit, witb regard to Public Works ¢ 
‘but he received no reward from his patron, however generous on other occafions; a a na 
which he never mentioned without indignation, 

His poverty ftill preffing, he lodged as much by accident as he dined; for he generally lived by 
chance, eating only when he was invited to the tablesof his acquaintance, from which the meansefe 
of his drefy often excluded him, He often paffed his nights in thofe mean houfes which are fet open 
for cafual wanderers; fometimes in cellars, amidft the riot and filth of the moft profligate of the 
rabble; and not feldom would he walk the ftzcets till he was weary, and then lie down, in fummer,., 
ona bulk, and in winter, among the afhes of a glals-houfe. 

His neceflities as a writer for bread, brought him acquainted with Mr. Cave, the editor of * The- 
Gentleman's Magazine;” and his vifite at Se. John’s Gate, naturally brought Dr. Johnfon and him 

, together. : 

It is melancholy to reflect, that Dr. Johnfon and Savage have fometimes wandered together whole 
nights in the ftreets for want of a lodging. Yet, in thofe fcenes of diftrefs, it is probable that 
Savage mentioned many of thofe anecdotes, with which Dr. Johafon afterwards enriched the life of 
his unfortunate companion, and thofe of other poets. 

His diftreffes, however afflictive, never dejected him : In hie loweft fate he wanted not fpirke 
to aifert the natural dignity of wit, and to reprefa, with contempt, the infolence which the fuperi- 
ority of fortune incited; of which Dr. Johnfon records an inftance, in his tefufing to wait upon one 
, of his friends, when he was without meat, dodging, or clothes, only becaufe the melage sens 
" that he defired to fee him about nine in the.morning. : 

It was one of his favourite amufements to form fchemes for publithing his works by Tuber iption 
for which, at length, he printed propofals; and as they grew obfolete, new ones were printed 
with frether dates; but the money which his {ub{criptions afforded him, was not Se(s volatile tham 
that which he received from his other fchemes. 

The death of the Queen, in 1738, deprived him of all hopes at Court : his penfion was difcontinu- 
ed; and he was now abandoned again to fortune. . 

‘On the return of the Queen’s birth-day next year, he addreffed to his Majetty, A Poem, facred to 
the memory of the late Queen, which may be juftly ranked among the beft pieces which the death of 
Princes has produced, He expeéted by this addrefs to recover his penfion, and demanded of Sir 
Robert Walpole to have it reftored, with a degree of roughnefs, which, perhaps; determined him to 
‘withdraw what had been only delayed. 





His diftrefs was now publicly known; and a fchcme was at Jength concerted for estes hima 
“permanent relief. It was propofed that he fhould retire to Wales, and receive an allowance of 
fifty pounds a-year, to be raifed by fubfcription, on which he was to live privately in a cheap place, 
without afpiring any more to affluence, or having any farther care of reputation. Pope fubfcribed 
twenty pounds. 

This offer he feemed gladly to accept; but his intentions were only to deccive his friends, by re- 
tiring for a while to write another tragedy on the ftory of Sir Thomas Overbury, and then to return 
with ito London, to bring it upon the flage. 

. He left London in the Briftol tage-coach, in July 1739, having taken leave of his friends with 
great tendernels, and parted from Dr. Johnfon with tears in his eyes. 3 

After fome ftay at Briftol, where he was treated with a regard that highly gratified his vanity, 
he proceeded tu Swanfea, the place originally propofed for his refidence, where he lived about & 
year, very much diffatisfied with the diminution of his falary; for he had in his letters treated hie 
contributors fo iffolently, that moft of them withdrew their febf{eription. 

At this place he became acquainted with Mr. Powell, and Mrs. Jones, whom he has celebrated’ 
in his poems; and completed his tragedy, with which he refolved to return 10 London. ¢ Pope op- 
poled his return, and advifed him to put his play into the hands of Thomfon and Mallet, that they, 





Bog THE LIFE OF SAVAGE 

+. Savage was of a middle flatute, of a thin habit of body, a long tifage, coarfe features, and me-j 
Iancholy afpeat, of agrave and manly deportment, a folemn dignity of mien, but which, upen 3j 
mearer acquaintance, foftened inte an engaging eafinefs of manners, His walk was flowy, and his voice 
tsemolous and mournful. He was calily excited to fimiles, but very feldom provoked to laughter. 

Of his character, the moft ftriking peculiarities have been difplayed in the relation of his li 
Hie was undoubtedly a man of excellent parts; and had he received the advantages of a liberal gx 

tion, and had his natural talents been cultivated to the belt advantage, he might have made a re- 
SpeQable figure in life. He was happy in an agrecable temper, and a lively Bow of wit, which 
made his company much coveted: nor was his judgment both of writings and of men inferior t6 
kis wit; but he was too much @ flave to his paffions, aad his paffions were too eafily excited, 

*, He was warm in his friendfhips, but implacable in his enmity; and his greateit fault, which is 
Jndeed the greateft of all faults, was ingratitude. Vanity, the moft innocent Species of pride, wae 
- moft frequently predominant ; and his veracity was often quéftioned, and not without reafon. 

His poetical works, difperfed in magazines and fugitive publications, were colle@ed and publith- 
edby T. Evans, bookleller, in 2vols., 8vo, 1771. His fecond tragedy, on the fubject of the fir, 
‘was found among Mr. Cave's papers, many years after his death, and fitted for the ftage by Mr. 
‘William Woodfall, with the afliftance of Mr. Garrick and Mr, Colman, and exhibited at Cop 
went-garden, in 1777, with applaufe. 

Asa poct, the compofitions of Savage aniply eftablifh his fame. Tbe Wanderer, the greatelt effort 
ef his poetical genius, is a work of uncommon merit. It abounds with firong reprefentations of 
ature, and juft observations upon life. Mot of the pictures have an evident tendency to illuftrate 
his firft great pofition, “ That good is the confequence of evil,” which verges towards the latitudin 
warianifnr of Mandeville, The terrific portrait of Suicide deferves particular commendation. It has 
been objected to The Wanderer, with fome degree of juflice, that the difpofition of the parts is irre. 
gelar; that che defign is obfcure, and the plén perplexed; that the images, however beautiful, fued 
«ced cach other without order; and that the whole performance is not fo much a regular fabric, as 
& heap of thining materials thrown together by accident, which ftrike rather with the folemn mag’. 
nificence of a ftupenduous ruin, than the elegant grandeur of a: finithed pile. 

The Beflard is a vigorous and fpirited performance ; ‘The vivacious fallies of thought in the be. 
ginning, when he makes a pompous enumeration of the intaginary advantages of bafe birth, and 
the pathetic fentiments at the end, where he recounts the real calamities which he fuffered by the 
«sime of his parents, are chiefly remarkable. 

"The poem of Public Spirit is not fo diligently laboured, nor fo faccefsfully finithed as The Wanderer 
‘The plan is very extenfive, and comprifes a multitude of topics; but he paffes negligently over many 
pablic works, which deferved to be more elaborately treated, ais 

The fettlement of colonies if uninhabited countries, is recommended with all the ornaments of 
vwerfe, and all the kendernefs of humanity and benevolence, He afferts the natural equality of man 
kind, and endeavours to fupprefs that pride which inclines men to fuppofe, that right is the con 
fequence of power. 4 . 

The Triumph of Mirth and Health, ts remarkable not only for the gatety of the ideas, and the me- 
Tédy of the numbers, but for the agreeable fiction upon which it is formed. Among his fimaller 
pieces, The Employment of Beauty, The Friend, The Genius of Liberty, Valentine's Day,and the Poem fucred 
ia the memory of ber late Majefty, deferve particular commendation. : . 

“ Asan author,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ if one piece, which he had refolved to fupprefs, be excepted, 
Savage has very little to fear from the ftricteft moral’ or religious cenfure. And though he may 
not be altogether fecare againft the objeions ef the critic, it muft however be acknowledged, 
that bis works are the produdtien ‘of a genius truly poetical, and what many writers, who Bave ' 
heen more lavithly applauded, cannot boaft, that they have an original air, which has nO Tee 
femblance of any foregoing writer; that the verfification and fentiments have a calt peculiar 
to themfelves, which no man can imitate with fuceefs; becaufe, what was nature in Savage, 
§vould be in another affe@ation, Ie miuft be confeffed that his defcriptions are ftriking, his 





jmages anithated, his fidtions truly imagined, and his allegories artfully purfued; that his didtion . 


ja clevated, though fometimes forced; and his numbers fonorous and majeftice, though frequently 
luggith and encumbered. OF his ftyle, the general fault is harfhnefs, and its general excellence is 





dignity : of his fentiments, the prevailing beauty is fimplicity, and uniformity the prevailing dele” | 
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POEMS OF SAVAGE. 











THE WANDERER: A VISION, 


IN FIVE CANTOS. 


Nulla mali nova mi facies inopinayg furgit.” 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
* JOHN LORD VISCOUNT TYRCONNEL, 


BARON CHARLEVILLE, AND LORD BROWNLOWE, 
KQIGHT OF THE BATH. 


MY LORD, 
Paacr of this poem had the honour of your Lord- 
Ship’s perufal when in manufcript ; and it was no 
{ma]l pride to me, when it met with approbation 
from fo diftinguifhing a judge: fhould the rett 
, find the like indulgence, E fhall have no occafion 
(whatever its fuccefs may be in the world) to re- 
pent the labour it has coft me—But my intention 
is not to purfue a difcourfe on my own perform- 
ence; fo, my Lord, it is to embrace this oppor- 
tunity of throwing out fentiments that relate to 
your Lordthip’s goodnefs, the generofity of which, 
give me leave to fay, I have greatly experienced. 
T offer it not as a new remark, that dependance 
‘on the great, in former times, generally terminated 
in difappointment; nay, even their bounty (if it 
could be called fach) was, in its very nature, un- 
generous. It was, perhaps, with-held, through an 
indolent or wilful neglect, till thofe who lingered 
in the want of it, grew almoft paft the fenfe of 
‘comfort, At length it came, too often, in a man- 
ner that half cancelled the obligation, and, per- 
«hance, muft have been acquired too by fome pre- 
;:40us ack of guilt in the receiver, the confequence 
«cf which was remorfe and infamy. 
“But that I live, my Lord, is a proof that de- 
*yendance on your Lordship, and the prefent mi- 
iftry, is an affurance of fuccefa, [am perfuaded, 
x iftrels, in many other inftances, affedts your foul 
‘with a compaffion, that always shows itfelf in a F 
¢ 
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manner moft humane and active; that to forgive 
injuries, and confer benefits, is your delight; and 
that to deferve your friendthip is to deferve the 
countenance of the beft of men. To be admitted. 
into the honour of your Lordfhip’s converfation 
(permit me to fpeak but juftice) is to be elegantly 
introduced into the moft inftructive, as well as en= 
tertaining, parts of literature; it is to be furnithed, 
with the fineft obfervations upon human nature, 
and to reccive, from the moft unafluming, fweet, 
and winning candour, the worthieft and moft pa~ 
lite maxims—fuch as are always enforced by the 
actions of your own life. 1 could alfo take notice 
of your many public-fpirited fervices to your coun 
try in Parliament, and your conftant attachment 
to liberty, and the royal, illuftrious houfe of our 
moft gracious fovereign ; but, my Lord, believe me, 
your own deeds are the nobleft and fitteft orators 
to {peak your praife, and will elevate it far beyond 
the power of a much abler writer than Tam. ~ 

I will therefore turn my view from your Lord~ 
fhip’s virtues co the kind influence of them, which 
has been fo lately fhed upon me; and then, if my 
future morals and writings thall gain any appro= 
bation from men of parts and probity, I muft ac~ 
knowledge all to be the produét of your Lorde 
fhip’s goodnefs to me, I muft, in fine, fay wick 
Horace, 

* Quod fpiro, et placeo, (et placeo) tuum eft.” 

lam, with the higheft gratitude and adoration, 

MY LORD, 
Your Lordhhip’s moft dutiful 
and devoted fervant, 


RieganD Savacry 


$05 


CANTO L 


Fare would my verfe, Tyrconnel, boaft thy name, 


Brownlowe, at once my fubjeét and my fame: 
Oh! could that fpirit, which thy bofom warms, 


Whole frength furprifes, and whofe goodnefe 


charms! 
"That various worth could that infpire my lays, 
Envy fhould fmile, and cenfure learn to praife : 
Yer though unequal to a foul like thine, 
A generous foul, approaching to divine, 
‘When bdlefe’d beneath fuch patronage t write, 
Great my attempt, though hazardous my flight. 

O’er ample aature Yex'end my viewss 

* Nature to rural {cenes invites the mule ? 

‘She flies all public care, all venal itrife, 

“To try the {till, compar'd with active life; 
To prove, by thefe the fons of men may owe 
"The fruits of blifs to buriting clouds of woe ; 
"That ewn calamity, by thought refin’d, 
Sofpirits and aduros the thinking mind, 

Come, contemplation, whofe unbounded gaze, 
Ewitt in a glance, the courfe of things furveys; 
Who in thyfelf the various view cantt find 
Of fea, land, air, and heaven, and human-kind; 
‘What tides of paffion in the bofom roll; 

What thoughts debafe, and what exalt the foul, 
‘Whole pencil paints, obfequious to thy will, 

‘All thot furvey'tt, with a creative kill! 

Oh, leave awhile thy lov'd, fequefter'd fhade 
‘Awhile in wintery wilds vouchfafe thy aid! 
“Then waft me to fome olive, bowery green, 
Where, 

a ferenet 
Where kind content from noife and court retires, 
And fmiling fits, while mufes tune their lyres: 


Where zephyrs gently breathe,while fleep profound 
"To their fofe fanning nods, with poppies crown’d 5 


Sleep, on a treaure ‘of bright dreams reclines, 
By thee beltow'd; whense fancy colour’d thines, 
“And Batters round his brow a hovering fight, 
Varying her plumes in vifionary light. 
‘Though folar fires now faint and watery burn, 
‘aft where with ice Aquarius frets his urn! 
{f thaw'd forth iffue, from its mouth fevere, 
Raw clouds, that fadden all th’ inverted year, 





‘When Jroft and fire with martial powers en- 


gag’d, = 
Froft, northward fled the war, unequal wag'd! 
Beneath the pole his legions urg'd their flight, 
‘And gain’d a cave profound and wide as night, 
O'er cheerlefs fcenes by defolation own'd, : 
High on an Alp of ice he fits enthron’d ! 
‘One clay-cold hand, his cryftal beard fuftains, 


And feepter’d one, o'er wind and tempeft reigns ; 


O’er ftony magazines of hail, that ftorm 

The bloflom’d fruit, and flowery {pring deform. 
His languid eyes like frozen lakes appear, 

Dim gleaming all the light that wanders here. 


His robe fnow-wrought, and hoar'd with age; 


hie breath 
‘A nitrous damp, that ftrikes petrifie death. 


Far hence lies, ever-freez’d, the northern main, 


‘Peat checks, and renders navigation vain, 


cloth'd in white, thou thow’ft a mind 


THE WORKS OF SAVAGE. 


That, thut againft the fun's diffolving ray, 
Scatters the trembling tides of vanquith’d day, | 
And ftretching eaftward half thc world fecures, 
Defies difcovery, and like«ime endures ! 

Now frott fent boreal blafts to fcourge the air, 
To bind the ftreama, and leave the landfeape bare’ 
Yet when, far weft, his violence declines, [fine . 
Though here the brook, or lake, his power con 
To rocky pools, to cataracts are unknown 
His chains ‘---to rivers, rapid like the Rhone! 

The falling moon caft, cold, a quivering light, 
Juft filver’d o’er the fnow, and funk !.--pale night 
Retir’d. ‘The dawn in light-gray mifts arofe! 
Shrill chants the cock !---the hungry heifer lows! 
Slow blush yon breaking clouds ;---the fun’s up- 

roll'd! 
‘Th' expaufive gray turns azure, chas'd with gold: 
White- glittering ice,chang’d like the topaz,gleams 
Refiedting faffron lufire from his beams. 

O contemplation, teach me to explore, 

From Britain far remote, fome diftant fhore! 
From fleep a dream diftin@ and lively claims 
Clear let the vifion ftrike the moral’s aim ! 

It comes! I feel it o'er my foul ferene ! 

Still morn begins, and froft retains the fcene! 

Hark!-—the loud horn’s enlivening note’s begun! 
From rock to vale fveet-wandering echoes run! 
Still floats the found fhrill-winding from afar! 
Wild bealts aftonifh’d dread the fylvan war ! 
Spears to the fun in files embattled play, 

March on, charge brifkly, and enjoy the fray T 

Swans, ducks, and geefe, and the wing’d winte~ 

brood, * . 
Chatter difcordant on yon echoing flood ! 
‘At Babel thus, when heaven the tongue confounds, 
Sudden a thoufand different jargon-founds, 
Like jangling bells, harfh mingling grate the ear! 
All ftare! all talk! all mean; but none cohere } 
Mark! wiley fowlers meditate their doom, 
And fmoky fate fpeeds thundering through the 
gloom ! 
Stop'd fhort, they ceafe in airy rings to fly, 
Whirl o’er and o'er, and, fluttering, fall and die. 

Still fancy wafts me on! deceiv’d | ftand, 
Eftrang’d, adventurous on a foreign land! 
‘Wide and more wide extends the {cene unknown! 
Where fhall { turn, a WANDERER, and alone ? 

From hilly wilds, and deeps where fows r@ 

main, 7 . 
My wicding fteps up a fteep mountain ftrain! 
Emmers'd a-top, { mark, the hills fubfide, 
And towers afpire, but with inferior pride! 
On this bleak height tall firs, wich ice-work, 
crown’d, ‘ 
Bend, while their flacky winter thades the ground! 
Hoarfe, and direct, a bluftering north-wind blows! 
On boughs, thick ruftling, crack the crifped fhowe! 
Tangles of frott half-fright the wilder’d eye, 
By heat oft-blacken’d like a lowering tky! 
Hence down the fide two turbid rivulets pour, 
‘And devious two, in ane huge cataract roar! 
While pleas’d the watery progrefs I purfue, 
Yon rocks in rough afflemblage rufh in view 
In form an amphitheatre they rile; 
And a dark gulf in sheir broad centre, lies 















































THE WANDERER. 


here the dim’d fight with dizzy weaknefs fails, 

Alnd horror o’er the firmeft brain prevails! . 
“s}hither thefe reountain.ftreams their paffage take, 
Fieadlong foam dowwand form a dreadful lske! 

The lake, high-fwelling, fo redundant grows,\ 
From the heap’d ftore deriv’d, a river flows; 
Which, deepening, travels through a diftant wood, 
And thence emerging, meets a fifter-flood ; 
Mingled they ficth on a wide-opening plain, 

_ And pafs yon cityxo the far-feen main. 

So blend two fouls by heaven for union made, 
And ftrengthening forward, lend a mutual aid, 
And prove in every tranficnt turn their aim, 
“Through finite ile to infinite the fame, 

Nor ends the landfcape-—ocean, to my fight, 
“Points a blue arm, where failing ships delight, 

In profpedt leffen’d!—Now new rocks, rear’d 

. high, 

Stretch a crofs-ridge, and bar the curious eye; 
‘There lies obfcur'd the ripening diamond’s ray, 
And thence red-branching coral’s rent away, 
In conic form there gelid cryftal grows ; 
‘Through fuch the palace-lamp, gay luftre throws ! 
Luftre, which, through dizn night, as various plays, 
oi play from youder fnows the changeful rays: 
‘or nobler yle the cryftal’s worth may rife, 
Hf tubes perfpective hem the fpotlets prize 5 
Through thefe the beams of the far-leugthen’d eye 
Meafure known ftars,and new remoter {py. 
Hence commerce many a fhorten'd voyage fteers, 
Shorten’d to months, che hazard once of years; 
Hence Halley’s foul etherial fight effays ; 
“Inftructive there from orb to orb fhe ftrays; 
Sces, round new countlefs funs, new fyflems roll! 
Sees Ged in all! and magnifies the whole ! 
‘Yon rocky fide enrich'd the fummer fcene, 
Aud peafants fearch for herbs of healthful green ; 
Now naked, pale, and consfortlefs it lies, 
Like youth extended cold in death’s difguife. 
There, while without the founding tempeft fwells, 
Incav'd fecure th’ exuking eagle dwells ; 
And there, when nature owns prolific ipring, 
Spreade o'er her young a fondling mother’s wing. 
Swains on the coaft the far.fum’d fith defery, 
That gives the fleecy robe the Tyrian dye; 
While thells, a fcatter’d ornament beftow, 
"Phe tinctur’d rivals of the fhowery bow. 
Yon limelefs fands, loofe-driving with the wind, 
in frture cauldrons ufcful texrure find, . 
"Till, on the furnace thrown, the glowing mafs 
Brightens, and brightening hardens into glafs. 
‘When winter halcyons, flickering on the wave, 
Tune their complaints, yon fea forgets to rave ; 
‘Though lath’ by ttorms, which naval pride o’er~ 
5 torn, 
The foaming deep in fparklcs feems to bura, 
Loud winds turn zephyrs to enlarge their notes, 
And each fafe neft on a calm furface floats.“ 
Now veers the wind full eat; and keen, and 
fore, i £5 ergy | 
Its cutting influence aches in every pore! 
How weak thy fabric, man !—A puff, thas blown, 
Staggers thy ftrength, and echoes to thy groan, 
A tooth’s minuteft nerve let anguish feize, 


Swift kindred fibies catch! (fo frail our cafe!) 





6oF 
Pinch’d, pierc’d, and torn, enflam’d, and unai- 
fwag'd, [rag’dt 
They fmart, and fwell, and throb, and fhoot en- 
From nerve to nerve fierce flies th’ exulting pain! 
—And are we of this mighty fabric vain ?[ylides! 
Now my blood chills! fcarce through my veinsit 
Sure on each blaft a Shivering ague rides! 
Warn’d let me this bleak eminence forfake, 
And to the vale a different winding take { 
Half defcend: my Spirits faft decay 5 
A terrace now relieves my weary way. 
Clofe with this ftage a precipice combines; - 
Whence itill the fpacious country far declines t 
The herds feem infects in the ciftant glades, 
And men diminith’d, as, at noon, their dhades! | 
Thick on this top, o’ergrown for walks, are feem 
Gray leaflefs wood, and winter-greens between $ 
The reddening berry, deep-ting’d holly fhows, 
And matted mifletoc, the white, beftows! ; 
Though loit the banquet of autumnal fruits, 
Though on broad oaks no vernal umbrage fhoots! 
Thefe boughs, the filenc’d thivering fongfvers feck? 
Thefe foodful berries fill the hungry beak. 
Beneath appears a place, all outward bare, 
Inwerd the dreary manfion of defpair ! 
The water of the mountain-road, half ftray"d, 
Breaks o’er it wild, and falls a brown cafcade. 
Has nature this rough, naked piece defign’d, 
To hold inhabitants of mortal kind? 
She has, Approach’d, appears a deep Scfcent, 
Which opens in a rock a Sarge extent | 
And hark !—its hollow entrance reach’d, I hear 
A trampling found of footReps haftening near! ~ 
A death-like chillnefs thwarts my panting breaft : 
Soft! the with’d object ftands at length confefs’t! 
OF youth his form ‘—But why with anguifh bent 2 
Why pio’d with fallow marks of difcontent ? 
Yet patience, labouring to beguile his care, 
Seems to raife hope, and {miles away defpair. 
Compaffion, in his eye, furveys my grief, 
And in his voice invites me to relief. 
Preventive of thy call, behold my hafte, 
(He fays) nor let warm thanks thy (pirits wafte 
All fear forget——Each portal | poflefs, 
Duty wide-opens to receive diftrets. » 
Oblig'd, I follow, by his guidance led ; + 
The vaulted roof re-echoing to our tread! 
And now, in fquar’d divifions, I furvey 
Chambers fequetter’d from the glare of day; 
Yet needful lights are taught to intervene, 
Through rifts; each forming a perfpective feene, 
— In front a parlour mects my entering view ; 
Oppos'd, a room to {weet refc@tion due, 
Here my chill'd veins are warm’d by chippy fires, 
Through the bor’d rock above, the {moke expiresg 




















|. Neat, o'er a homely board, a napkin’s {pread, 


Crown'd with a heapy canifter of bread. | 


| A maple cup is next difpatch’d to bring 


‘The comfort of the falutary {pring : 

Nor mourn we abjent bleffings of the vine, . 
Here laughs a frugal bow] of rofy wine; 
And favoury cates, upon clear embers caft, 
Lie hiffing, till fnatch’d off; a rich repaft t 
Soon leap my fpirits with enliven’d power, 


And in gay converse glides the fcaftful hour, 


_ O28 
The hermit, thus: Thou wonder’ft at thy fare: 
On me, yon city, kind, beftows her care: 
Meat for keen famine, and the generous juice, 
"That warms chill'd life, her charities produce 
Accept without reward ; unafk'd ‘twas mines 
Here what thy health requires, as free be thine. 
Elence learn that God, (who, in the time of need, 
In frozen deferts can the raven feed) 
‘Well-fought, will delegate fome pitying breaft, 
His fecond means, to fuccour man diftrefs'd. 
He paus'd. Deep thought upon his afped gloom’d; 
Then he, with fmile humane, his voice rcfum’d, 
¥m jut inform’d, (and Inagh me not to feorn} 
By one unfeen by thee, thou'rt Englith-born. 
Of England {—to me the Britih fare 
Rifes, in dear memorial, ever great! a 
Here fland we confcious :—Diffidence fufpend ! 
Free flow our words!—Did ne'er thy mufe extend 
To grots, where contemplation {miles ference, 
‘Where angels vifit, and whereJoys convene 2 
"To groves, where more than mortal voices rife, 
Catch the rapt foul, and waft it to the fkies? 
This cave !-—Yon walks !—But, ere [ more unfold, 
What artful (cenes thy eyes fhail here behold, 
Think fabjedts of my toil: nor wondering gaze! 
What cannot induftry completely raife? 
Be the whole carth in one great landfeape found, 
" By induftry is all with beauty crown’d:  * 
He, he alone, explores the mine for gain, 
Hews the hard rock, or harrows up the plain; 
He forms the {word to {mite ; he fheaths the 


fteel, 

Draws health from herbs, and fhows the balm to 
heal ; 

Or with loom'd wool the native robe fupplies; ~ 

Or bids young plants in future forefts rife; 

Or fells the monarch oak, which, borne away, 

Shall, with new grace, the diftant ocean fway; | 

Hence golden commerce views her wealth in~ 
creafe, 

‘The blifeful child of liberty and peace. ' 

He {cbops the ftubborn Alps, and, Rill employ’d; 

Fills, with foft fertile mould, the fteril void ; 

Stop’d up white rocks, fmall, yellow harvetts 
grow, © fe ; 

And, green on terrac’d ftages, vineyards blow * 

By him fall mountains to a level fpace, , 

‘An ithmus finks, and funder'd {cas embrace! 

Fie founds a city on the naked fhore, 

And defolation ftarves the trad no more. 

From the wild waves he won the Belgic land; 

Where wide they foam’d, her towns and traffica 
ftand; 

He clear'd, manut’d, enlarg’d the furtive ground, 

‘And firms the conqueft with his fenceful mound. 

Yv'n mid the watery world his Yenice rofe, 

Fach fabric there, as pleafure’s fybt he fhows! 

"There marts, {ports, councils, ardfor action fought, 

Land{eapes for health, and folirufie for thought. 

‘What wonder then I, by his potent aid, . 

A manfion in a barren mountain made ? 

Part thou haft view'd!—If further we explare, 

Let induftry deferve applaufe the more. 

* No frowning care yon bleft apartment fees, 

"There een retires, and finds a couch of eafe. 
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Kind dreams, that fly “remorfe, and pantper’ 
wealth, * 
There fhed the miles of innocence and health. 5. 
‘Mark !—Here defcends a grot, delightful fea’ 
Which warms ev'n wintesstempers fummer heat 
See !—-Gurgling from a top, a fpring diflills-+ 
In mournful meefures wind the dripping riils ; 
Soft coos of diftant doves, receiv’d around, 
in foothing mixture, {well the-watery found ; 
And hence the ftreamlets feckughe terrace’ shade, 
Within, withowt, alike to all donvey'd. 
Pafs on—New Scenes, by my creative power, 
Invite refle@tion’s fweet aud folemn hour, 

We enter’d, where, in well-rang’d order, ftood 
Th’ inftrudtive volumes of the wife and good. 
Thefe friends (faid he) though ! defert mankind, 
Good angels never would permit behind, | 
Each genius, youth conceals, or time difplays, 
| know; cach work fome feraph here conveys, 
Retirement'th4s prefents my fearchful thought, 
What heaven} infpir'd, and what the mufe has 

taught; 

What young fatiric and fublime has writ, 
Whofe life is yirtue, and whofe mufe is wit. 
Rap’d I forcfee thy Mallet’s * early aim 
Shine in full worth, and fhoot at Jength to fame, 
Sweet fancy’s bloom in Fenton's lay appears, 
And the rige judgment of inflructive year. 
tn Hill is all that generous fouls revere, 
To virtue and the mufe for ever deart 
And Thomfon, in this praife, thy merit fee, 
The tongue that praifes merit, pratfes thee. * 

Thefe {corn ({aid 1) the yerfe-wsight of their 


age, 

Vain of SVabour'd, languid, ufelefs page ; 
To whofe dim faculty the meaning fong 
Ts glaring, or obfcure, when clear, and ftrong ; 
Who, in cant phrafcs, yives a work difgrace ; 
His wit, and oddnefs of his tone and face; 
Let the weak malice, nurs’d to an effay, 
In fome low libel a mean heart difplay ; 
Thofe, who once prais’d, now undeceiy’d, defpife, 
It lives contenmn’d a day, then harmlefs dies. 
Or fhould fome nobler bard, their worth, unpraife 
Deferting morals, that adorn his lays, 
Alas! too oft each feience fhows the fame, 
The great grow jealous of a greater name ? 
Ye bards, the frailty mourn, yet brave the fhock ; 
Has not a Stillingfleet oppas'd a Locke ? . 
Oh, fill proceed, with facred rapture fir’d t 
Unenvy’d had he liv’d, if unadmir’d. ~ 

Let envy, he replied, all ireful rife, 
Envy purfues alone the brave and wife; 
Maro and Socrates infpire her pain, © 
And Pope, the monarch of the tuneful train 
‘To whom be nature's, and Britannia’s praife ¢ 
All their bright honours ruth into his lays+ 
And all that glorious warmth his Jays reveal, 
Which only poets, kings, and patriots feel ! 
Though gay as mirth, as curious thought fedate, 
As elegance polite, as power elate 5 
Profound as reafon, and as juftice clear; 
Soft as compafiion, yet as truth fevere 5 





© He bad then jufl written the Excurfione 


tke nature various, and like are complete 


o fine her 
El life is a 


-O Pope Since envy is decreed by fate, 
Re the purfues alone the wife and greats 
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if hounty copious, as perfuafion fweet, 


mérais, fo fublime her views, 
Imoft equsll'd by his mufe, 


sone fmall, emblematic ladfcape fee, 


How vatt a diftance ’twixt thy foe and thee! 
"Truth from an eminence furveys our fcene 


{A hill, wh 
Rude earth 


Thus 1. 


ere all is clear, and all ference). 


sbred ftorms o’er meaner valleys blow, 
‘And wandering mifts coll, blackening far below ; 
Dark, and debas’d, like them, is envy’s aim, 
‘And clear, and eminent, like truth, thy fame. 
From what dire caule can gory Spring? 


Or why embofom we a Mper’s ting? 


"Tis envy ftings our darling paffion, prides 


Alas! (the 


“why choofe we miferies? Mot derive thelr birth 
From one bad fource-—we dread fuperior worth; 


man of ‘mighty foul replied) 


Prefer'd, it Seems a fatire on ovr own; 


"Then heed 


Then we abftract our views, and envy thow, 
Whence fprings the milery, pride is doom’d to 


lefs to excel we meafly muan = 


te know... * 


‘Thus folly pain ereates: By wifdom’s power, 


“We fhun the weight of many a reitlefs hour— 


ilo! | mect wrong; perhaps the wrong I feel 
“tPends, by the {cheme of things, to public weal. 
J, of the whole, am part—the joy men fee, 


‘Mott circu’ 


Why fhould I then of private lofs complain ? 
OF lofs, that proves, per chance, a brother's gain? 


late, and fo revolve tq me, 


"The wind, that binds one bark within the bay) 


May waft a richer freight its with’d-for way. 
if rains redundant flood the abject ground, 
Mountains are but fupplied,. when vales are 


drown'd 5 


JF, with fofe moifture 
‘The verdure of the mountain fades away. 
Shall clouds, but at my well. 


Shall grav: 
For me th: 





ity for-me her laws fufpend ? 


ali Suns their noon-tide courfe forbear ? 


Or motion not Subfilt to influence air? 


Let the means very, be they froft, or flame, 
Thy end, O nature! fill remains the fame! 
Be thisthe motive of a wife man’s care,— 
"To fhun deferving ills, and learn to bear. 


Wurte thus 4 mind humane, and wife, he thows, 
All cloquent of truth his language flows. [pears 
Youth, though deprefs’d, through all his form ap- | 


CANTO II. 


fwell'd, the vale looks gay, 


call defcend t 


"Through all his fentiments the depth of years. 
‘Thus he—Yet farther induitry bchold, 
Which confcious waits new wonders to unfold, 


Eoter my 


The hallow’d rites, that check the growth of fin. 
When firft we +t, how foon you feem'd to know 


chapel next—Lo: here begin 


My bofom, labouring with the throbs of woe! 


Such racking. throbe!—Soft! when I roufe thofe 


cares, 


On my chili'd mind pale recollection glares! 


Vex, V! 


TEE, 


; | ‘When moping frenzy ftrove tip thonghis to fways 


Here prudent labours chas'd her power away. 
Full, and rongh-rifing from yon feulptur'd wall, 
Bold prophets nations to repentance call! 
Meek mastyrs finile in Zamcs! gor’d champions 
roan ! . 
And mule-like cherubs tune their harps in ftoné } 
Next thadow’d light a rounding force beftows, 
Swells into life, and {peaking action grows! 
Here pleafing, melancholy fabjects find, 
“To calm, amufe, exalt the penfive mind! 
This Rgure tender grief, like mine, implies, 
And femblant thoughts, that earthly pomp defpife. 
Such penitential Magdalene reveals; 
Loofe-veil’d, in negligence of charms fhe knecla 
Though drefs, near-ftox'd, ite vanity Supplies, 
The vanity of drefs unheeded lies. : 
The finful world in forrowing ¢ye the keeps, 
As over Jerufalem Moflish weeps. 
One hand her bofom {mites ; in one appears 
The lifted lawn, that drinks her falling teard. © 
Since evil outweighs good, and {ways mankind, 
True fortitude affumes the patient mind ; * 
Such prov’d Mefliah’s, though to fuffering born, 
To penury, repulfe, reproach, and feorn. 
Here, by the pencil, mark his flight defign’d ¢ 
‘The weary'd virgin by a ftream reclin'd, 7 
Who feeds the child. Her looks a charm exprefs, 
A modett charm, that dignifics diftrefs. 
Boughs o'er their headswith bluthing fruits depen 
Which angels to her bufied confort bend. ‘ 
Hence by the fimiling infant feems difcern’d, * 
‘Trifles, concerning Him, all heaven concern’d. 
Here the transfigur’d Sen from earth retirés $ 
Sce! the white form in a bright cloud afpirest 
Full on his followers burits a flood of rays, 
Proftrate they fall beneath th’ o’erwhelming blaze 
Like noon-tide fummer-funs the rays appear, , 
Unfufferable, magnificent, and near ! . 
What fcene of agony the garden brings 
‘The cup of gall; the fuppliant King of kings * 
The crown of thorns; the crofs, chat fely him sie 
Thefe, languid in the fketch, unfinifi'd lie. 
“here, from the dead, centutions fee him rife, 
Sce! but ruck dows with horrible furprife | 
As the firft glory feem'd a fun at noon, 
This calls the filver {plendout of the moon. 
Here peopled day, th’ afeending God furveys$ 
‘The glory varies, as the myriads gaze! . 
Now foften’d, like a fun at diftance feen, 
When throngh a cloud bright-glancing, yct ferent 
Now faft encreafing to the crowd am:: rds. 
Like fome vaft meteor high in ather rais'd f 
My labour, yon high vaulted altar ftains 
With dyes, that emulate ztherial plains. 
The convex glafs, which in that opening glows, 
Mid circling rays a pidor'd Saviour thows! 
Bright it colleéts the beams, which, trembling a 
Back from the God, a fhowery radiance Salk. 
Lightening the {cene beneath! a feene divine | 
Where faints, clouds, feraphs, intermingled fhine 
Here water-falls, that play melodious round, 
Like a {weet organ, fvvell a lofty found ! 
"The folemn notes bid earthly pailions fly, 
Lull all my cares, and 1ft my foul on high! 
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This fonumental marble—this I rear 
‘To onc—Oh ! ever mourn’d!—Oh! ever dear! 
He ftopt—pathetic fighs the paufe fupply, 

And the prompt tear itarts, quivering, on his eye! 

T look'd—two columns near the wall were feen, 
An imag'd beauty ftretch’d at Iength between. 
Near the wept fair, her harp Cecilia ftrung ; 
Leaning, from high, a litening angel hung !, 
Friendthip, whofe figure at the feet remains, 

A phoenix, with irradiate creft; fuftains: 

‘This grac’d one palm, while one extends t’ impart 
‘Two foreign hands, that clafp a burning heart. 
“A pendent veil two hovering feraphs raife, 
Which opening heaven upon the roof difplays ! 
And two, benevolent, lefs diftant, hold 

A vale, collective of perfumes uproll'd ! 

‘Thefe from the heazt, by friendship heli, arife, 
Odorous as incenfe gathering in the tkics, 

In the fond pelican is love expreft, 

‘Who opens to her young her tender breaft. 
: "Two mated turtles hovering hang in air, 

One by a faulcon ftruck !—in wild defpair, 
*The hermit cries—So death, alas! deftroys 
‘The tender confort of my cares and joys! 
Again foft tears upon his eye-lid hung, 

Again check’d founds dy'd, fluttering, on his 

tongue. : 

‘Too well his pining inmoft thought I know ! 
‘Too well ev'n filence tells the ftory’d woe ! 
‘Yo his my fighs, to his my tears reply | 

4 ftray o'er all the tomb a watery eye! 

Next, on the wall, her fcenes of life ¥ gaz’d, 
‘The form back-leaning, by a globe half-rais’d ! 
Cherubs a proffer’d crown of glory thow, 
¥y'd. wittful by th’ admiring fair below. 
4n action eloquent difpos’d her hands, 

‘One fhows her breaft, in rapture one expanda! 

; This the fond hermit feiz’d !—o’er all bis foul, - 

' The fofe, wild, wailing, amorous paffion ftole! 

i In fledfatt gaze his cyes her afpedt keep, 

| ‘Then turn away, a while dejected weep ; 

‘hen he reverts them; but reverts in vain, 

! Dimm’d with the fwelling grief that ftreams again. 

“Where now is my philofophy? (he cries) 

My joy, hope, reafon, my Olympia dies ! 
Why did I e’cr that prime of bleflings know? 

' Was it, ye cruel fates, t embitter woe ? 

‘Why would your bolts not level firft my head? 

» Why muft I live to weep Olympia dead ? i 
yrvSir, [had once a wife ! Fair bloom’d her youth, 
Her form was beauty, and her foul was truth! 
Oh, fhe was dear! How dear, what words can fay? 
She dies!—my heaven at once is fnatch’d away ! 
Ab! what avails, that, by a father’s care, 

}Brofe a wealthy and illuttrious heir? 

“That early in my youth { learn’d to prove 
‘Th’ inftructive, pleafing, academic grove ? 
‘That in the fenate eloquence was miine ? . 
"That valour gave me in the field to thine? “ {all 
"That love fhower'd bleffings too—far more than 
High rapt ambition e’er could happy call? 
Ah !-~What are thefe, which ew’n the wife adore? 
Loft is my pride |—Olympia is no more ! 
Had I, ye perfecuting powers! been born 
‘The world’s cold pity, or, at bel, its fcorn ; 
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OF wealth, of rank, of kindred warmth berefe 

To watt, to thame, to ruthlefs cenfure left ! 

Patience, or pride, to this, relief fi uppiies ! 

But a loft wife !—there! ther diftraction lies't 
Now three fad years I yield me all to grief, 

And fly the hated comfort of relief! 

‘Though rich, great, young, I leave a pompous: 

(My brother’s naw) to feck fome dark retreat? 

Mid cloifter'd folitary tombs ¥ fray, : 

Defpair and horror lead the cheerlels way! 


|. My forrow grows te fuch a wild excefs; 


Life, injur’d life, mutt with the paifion lefe!- 

Olympia!—my Olympia’s loft ! (I cry) 

Olym:pia’s loft, the hollow vaults reply ! 

Louder I make my lamentable moan ; 

The {welling echoes learttlike me to groans 

The ghofts to feream, as through lone aifles they 
fweep; 

The fhrines to thudder, and the faints to weep ! 

Now grief and rage, by gathering fighs fuppreft, 
Swell my full heart, aud heave my labouring breaft! = 
With ftruggling ftarts, each vital ftring they tteain, 
And ftrike the tottering fabric of my brain! 

O’cr my funk {pirits frowns a vapoury fcene, 
Woe’s dark retreat! the madding maze of fpleen! 
A deep damp gloom o’erfpreads the murky cell ; 
Here pining thoughts and fecret terrors dwell | 
Here learn the grcat unreal wants to feign ! 
Unpleafing truths here mortify the vain ! 

Here learning, blinded firt, and then beguil’d, 
Looks dark as ignorance, as frenzy wild 

Here firft credulity on reafon won! 

And here falfe zeal myfterious rants begun 
Here love impearls each moment with a tear, 
And fuperflition owes to {pleen her fear ! 

Fantaftic lightnings, chrough the dreary way 
In {wift fhort fignals flath the burfting day ! 
Above, beneath, acrofs, around, they fly! 

A dire deception ftrikes the mental eye f 
By the blue fires, pale phantoms grin fevere ! 
Shrill, fancy’d echoes wound th’ affrighted ear 
Air-banith’d fpirits flag in fogs profound, 
And, all obfcene, fhed baoeful damps around ! 
Now whifpers, trembling in fome feeble wind, 
Sigh out prophetic fears, and freeze the mind! 
Loud laughs the hag !—She mocks complaint 
away, e 
Unroofa the den, and lets in more than day. 
Swarms of wild fancies, wing’d in various flight, 
Seck emblematic fhades, and myftic light t . 
Some drive with rapid feeds the thining car! 
Thefe nod from thrones! Thofe thunder in the 
war! . . 
Till, tir'd, they turn from the delufive fhow, _ 
Start from wild joy, and fix in ftupid woe. 

Here the lone hour a blank of life difplays, 
Till now bad thoughts a fiend more active raife é 
A fiend in evil moments ever nigh ! 

Death in her hand, and frenzy in her eye! 
Her eye all red, and funk !—A robe fhe wore, 
With life’s calamities embroider ® o'er, 

A mirror in one hand collective fhows, 
Vary’d and multiply’d, that group of woes, 
This endlefs foe to generous toil and pain 
Lolls on a couch for eafe; but lolls in vain: 
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Earneft the heavenly voice fefponfive cries, 
Oh, liften not to fubsilty unwife! 
‘Thy guardian faint, who mourns thy haplefs fate, 
Heaven grants to prop thy virtue, ere too late. 
Know, if thou wile thy dear lov'd wife deplore, 
Olympia waits thee on a foreign fhore 5 
‘There in a cell thy laft remains be {pent 5 
Away! deceive defpair, and find content * 
Theard, obey’d nor more of fate complain’d; 
Long feas J meafur’d, and this mountain gain’d 
Soon to a yawning rift, chance tura’d my way; 
A den it provid, where a huge ferpent lay! 
Flame-ey'd he lay !---he‘rages now for food, 
Meets my firft glance, and meditates my blaod f 
His bulk, in many a gather’d orb uproll’d, 
Rears fpire on ipire! His {cales, be-dropt with 
gold, ; 
Shine burnifh’d in the fan ! fuch height they gain, 
‘They dart green luftre on the diftant main ! 
Now writh’d in dreadful flope, he ftoops his creft, 
Furious to fix on my unfhielded breatt! 
Jutt as he fprings, my fabre fmites the foe! 
Leadlets he falls beneath th’ unerring blow! 
Wraih yet remains, though ftrength his fabric 
leaves, 
And the meant hifs the gafping mouth deceives 5 
The lengthening trunk flowsloofens every fold, 
Lingers in life: then ftretches fiif, and cold. 
Juft as th’ inveterate fon of mifchief ends, - * 
Comes a white dove, and near the fpot defcends 3 
T hail this omen ! all bad paifions ceafe, 
Like the flain fuske, and all within is peace+ 
Next, to religion this plain roof raife ! 
In duteous rites my hallow'd tapers blaze; 
Lhid due incenfe on my altars {moke i 
‘Then, at this tomb, my promiv’d love invoke { 
She hears! fhe comes !---My heart what rapture 
“warm? : 
‘All my Olympia fparkles in the form! 
No pale, wan, livid mark of death fhe bears t 
Fach rofeate look a quickening tranfport wears | 
A robe of light, high-wrought, her fhape invetts 3 
Unzon’d the fwelling beauty of her brenfts ! 
Her auburn hair each Mowing ring refumes, 
In her fair hand, love’s branch of myrtle blooms t 
Silent, awhile, each well-known charm [ trace 5 
Then, thus, (while nearer fhe avoids th’ embrace} 
"Thou dear deceit '=--muft Ia shade purfue 7 
Dazzied 1 gaze !---thou fwit' ft before my view ! 
Dip’d in etherial dews, her bough divine 
Sprinkles my eyes, which, fteengthen’d, bear the 
thine: 
Still thas I urge (for Rill the fhadowy blife 
Sbuns che warm grafp, nor yields the tender kifs’ 
Oh, fly not !—fade not! liften to love’s call! 
She lives! no more I’m man! P'm fpi it all! 
‘Then let me fwatch thee !---prefs thee {..-take m 
whole! : 
Oh, clofe !-.-yet clofer !---clofer to my foul! 
Twice, round her waift, my cager arms entwin’d, 
And, twice deceiv'd, my frenzy clafp’d the wind 
‘Then thus i rav'd---Bebold thy hufband kneel, 
And judge! © jodge what agonice I feel! 
Oh ! be no longer, if unkind, thus fair; - 
‘Yake horror’s fape, and fright me to defpaix | 
Qa4 


_a@nufes o'er her woe embroider’d vet, - 
yd felf-abhorrence heightens in her breaft, 
_ s fhun her-care, the force of fleep fle tries, 
Prill wakes her and, though flumbers doze her 












































eyes: 2 
dreams, ftarts, rifes, ftalks from place to place, 
: hh reftlefe, thoughtful, interrupted pace 5 
‘Now eyes the fun, and curfes every Tay,- Z 
Now the green ground, where colour fades away. 

“Dim f{peétres dance. Again her eye fhe rears 5 
‘Yhen from the blood-fhot ball wipes purpled tears; 
"Then preffes hard her brow, with mifchief fraught, 
Her brow half burfts with agony of thoughe ! 
From: me (fie crics) pale wretch, thy comfort 

claim, . 
Born of defpair, and faicide my name! 
Why fhould thy life a moment's pain endure ! 
Here every obje@ proffirs grief a cure. : 
She points where Icaves of hemlock blackening 
Shoot ! 
Pear not ! pluck! eat (faid fhe) the fovereign root ! 
Then death, revers'd, fhall bear his ebon lance! 
Soft o'er thy fight fhall fwim the fhadowy trance! 
Or leap yon rock, poflefs a watery grave, 
‘And leave wild forrow to the wind and wave! 
Or mark—this poniard thus from mifery frees! 
She wounds her breatt the guilty ftecl feize ! 
Bereight, where the fruck, a finoking Ipring of 
ore _ {floor, 
‘Wells fram the wound, and floats the crimfon'd 
Bhe faints! fhe fades!~--Calm thoughts the deed 
revolve, | a 
And now, unftartling, fix the dire refolve; 
Death drops his terrors, and, with charming wiles, 
‘Winning, and kind, like my Olympia fmiles! 
He points the paflage to the feats divine, 
‘Where poets, heroes, fainted lovers fhine 
3 come, Olympia !-—my rear’d arm extends; + 
Half to my brealt the threatening point defcends ; 
Straight thunder rocks the land! new lightnings 
play! . 
‘When, lo! a voice refounds---Arife! away ! 
Away! nor murmur at th’ afflictive rod! 
Nor tempt the vengeance of an angry God! 
Fly’ft thou from providence for vain relief ? 
Buch ill-fought eafe hall draw avenging grief. 
Honour, the more obitructed, ftronger fhines; 
And zeal by perfecution’s rage refines. 
By woe, the foul to daring action {wells ; 
By woe, in paintlefs patience it excels; 

«Prom patient, prudent dear experience fprings, 
‘And traces knowledge through the courfe of things! 
"hence hope is form’d, theace fortitude, fuccefs, 
Renown :---whate’er men covet and carefs. 

The vanifh’d fiend thus fent a hollow voice, 
Would'ft thou be happy? ftraight be death thy 
choice. 

How mean are thofe, who paffively complaif ; 
While adtive fouls, more free, their fetters ftrain ! 
‘Though knowledge thine, hope, fortitude, fuccefs, 
Renown :---whate'er men covet and carefs; 
On earth fuccels maf in its turn give way, 
And ev'n perfection introduce decay. 
Never the world of fpirits thus-- their reft 

* Untouch'’d ! entire !+-unce happy, ever bleft! 
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Rather than thus, unpitying, fee my moan, 
Far rather frown, and fix me here in fone! 
But mock not thus !.-~Alas (the charmer faid, 
Smiling, and in her {mile fuft radiance piay’d) 
Alas! no more eluded ftrength employ, 

‘To clafp a fhade !---What more is mortal joy? 


‘Man’s blifs is, like his knowledge, but furmia’d ; 


One ignorance, the other pain difguis’d! 

‘Thon wert (had all thy with beén ft poffett) 
Supremely curs’d from being greatly bleft ; 

For of! fo fair, fo dear was f to thee, 

‘Thou had forgot thy God to worthip me; 
‘This he forefaw, and fugtch’d me to the tomb; 
Above I flourith in unfading bloom. 

Think me not loft: for thee I heaven implore! 


"Thy guardian angel, though a wife no more! * 


I, when abftra@ed from this world you fecm, 


Hint the pure thought, and frame the heavenly 


dream ! 


Clofe at thy fide, when morning ftreaks the air, 


In mufic’s voice I wake thy mind to prayer! 
By me, thy hymns, like pureft incenfe, rife, 
Fragrant with grace, and pleafing to the fies ! 


And when that form fhail from its clay refine, -. 


(That only bar betwixt my foul and thine ! 


. When thy lov'd {pirit mounts to realms of light, 


Then fhall Olympia aid thy earliett flight : 
Mingled we'll fame in raptures that afpire 
Beyond all youth, alt fenfe, and all defire, 
She ended, Still fuch fweetnefs dwells behind, 
‘Th’ inchanting voice {till warbles in my mind: 
But Jo! th’ unbodied vifion fleets away ia~ , 
---Stay, my Olympia !.--I conjure thee, ftay! 
Yet itay—-for thee my memory leans to fmart! 
"Sure every vein contains a bleeding heart ! 
Sooner fhall {plendor leave the blaze of day, 
Than Jove, fo pure,fo vat as amiine, decay ! 
“From the fame heavenly fource its luftre came, 
And glows, immortal, with congenial flame ! 
Ah !---let me not with fires neglected burn ; 
Swect miftrefs of my foul, return, return | 
Alss !,.-the’s fled--.1 traverfe now the place, 


‘Where my enamour’d thoughts her fuctfieps trace. 
Now, o'er the tomb, f bend my drooping head, 


‘There tcars, the eloquence of forrow, thed. 
Sighs choke my words, unable to exprefs 

‘The pangs, the throbs of fpeechlefs tendernefs! 
Not with more ardent, more tranfparent flame, 
Call dying -faints on their Creator's mame, . 


dhaa E on her's;---but through yon yielding 


A door, 
Glides a new phantom o'er the illgmin’d floor { 


‘The roof fwift kindles from the beaming ground, 


And floods of living luftre lame around! . 
Ynsall the majeity of light array’d, 

Awful it thines!--’tis Cato’s honour’d fhade ! ° 
As [ the heavenly vifitanc purfue, 
Sublimer glory opens to my view ! 


He fpeaks'~--But, oh! what words fhall dare Trepeat 
His thoughts !...They leave me fir'd with patriot 


heat ! 
More than’ poetic raptures now’ I feel, 
And own that godlike paflion, public zeal! 
Rut from my frailty, it receives a fain, 
1 grow, unlike my great infpirer, vain; 


And burn, once more, the buty World to tas 

And would, in feenes of aGion foremoft glo’ 

Where oud ambition points her dazzling ray 

Where c ronets and crowns, attradtive, blaze 

When my Olympia leaves the realms above, 

And lures me back to folitary love. 

She tells me truth, prefers an hunible fate, 

‘Phat genuine greatnefs fhuns the being great! 

That mean are thofe, who falfe-rerm’d honag 

prize; nee 

Whofe fabrics from their country’s ridin rife; 

Who look the traitor, like the patriot, fair; 

Who, to enjoy the vineyard, wrong the heit. 
Uhear!..-through all my veins new tranfports 

roll! 

] gaze'---warm love comes rufhing on my foul ¢. 

Ravith’d I gaze !---again her charms decay!” = 

Again my manhood to my grief gives way ! 

Cato returns!.-- Zeal takes her courfe to reign! 

But zeal isin ambition loft again! - 

f'm now the flave of fondnel 

>--By turns they conquer, an 

‘Thefe balane’d each by each, the golden mean, 

Betwixt them found, gives happinefs ferene; ~ 

This Pil enjoy !-.. He ended !_-] reply’d, 

© hermit! thou art worth feverely try’d! 

But had not innate grief produc’d thy woes, 

Men, barbarous men, had prey'd on thy repofe, 

When feeking joy, we feldom forrow mife, | 

And often mifery points the path to blifs. 

The foil, moft worthy of the thrifty fwain, 

Is wounded thus, ere trufted with the grain; 

The ftruggling grain muft work obfcure its way, 

Ere the firft green {prings upward to the day; % 

Up-fprung, fuch weed-like coarfenefs it betrays, 

Flocks on th’ abandon’d blade permiflive graze 3 

Then fhoots the wealth, from imperfection clear,: 

And thus a grateful harveft crowns the year, © 
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Tuvs fre’ our focial time from morning flows. 
Till rifing fhades attempt the day to clofe. 
Thus my new friend : behold the light’s decay 2 
Back to yon city let me point thy way. i 
South-weft, behind yon hill, the floping fun, 
To ocean's verge his fluent courfe has run: 
His parting eyes a watery radiance fhed, . 
Glance through the vale, and tip. the mountain’a 
head: 

To which oppos'd the thadowy gulfa, below, 
Beauteous, reflect the party-colour’d fnow, | 

Now dance the ftara, where Vesper leads the’ 


way; 
Yet all faint glimmering with remains of day. 
Orient, the queen of night emits her dawn, 
And throws, unfeen, her mantle o’er the lawn, 
Up the blue fteep, her crimfon orb now thines; 
Now on the mountain-top her arm reclines, 
In a red crefccnt feen : Her zone now gleams, 
Like Venus, quivering in refle@ing ftreams. 
Yet reddening, yet round-burning up the air, : 
From the white cliff, her feet Low-rifin g glares: 
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tHE BASTARD. 


1 mother, yet no mother ! ’tis to you, 
Bix thanks for fuch diftinguith’d claims are due, 
7 0u, unenflav’d to nature’s narrow laws, 
‘Warm championels for freedom’s facred caufe, 
From all the dry devoirs of blood and line, 
E, om ties maternal, moral and divine, 
*Difcharg'd my grafping foal; pufh’d me from 
fhore, . 
And taunch’d me into life without an oar. 
“Wat bad { loft, if, conjugally. kind, 
By nature hating, yet by vows confin’d, 
Untaught the matrimonial bounds to flight, 
And coldly confcious of a hufband’s righ’, 
You ‘had faint-drawn me with a form alone, 
A lawful lump of life by force your own ! 
‘Thou, while your backward will retrench’d de- 
a fire, 
And unconcurring f{pirits lent no fire, 
1 had been born your dull, domeftic heir, 
Luad of your Jife, and motive of your cares 
Perhaps been poorly rich, and meanly great, 
‘The flave of pomp, a cypher in the ftate ; 
Lordly negleétful of a worth unknown, 
And flumbering in a feat, by chance my own, 
Ear nobler bleffings wait the baftard’s lot; 
Conceiv’d in rapture, aud with fire begot + 
Strong as neceflity, he ftarts away, 
Climbs againt wrongs, and brightens into day. 
‘Thus uvprophetic, lately mifinfpir’d, 
I fung: gay fluttering hope, my fancy fir’ds 
Inly fecure, through confcious {corn of ill, 
Nor taught by wifdom, how to balance will, 
Rafhly deceiv’d, I faw no pits to fhun, 
But thought to purpofe and ro act were one; 
Heedlefs what pointed cares pervert his wayy 
Whom caution arms not, and whom woes be- 
tray; 
But now, expos’d, and fhrinking from diftrefe, 
1 fly to fhelter, while the tempefts prefs ; 
My mufe to gricfrefigns the varying tone, 
‘The raptures tanguilt, are the numbers groan. 
© memory._thotrfoul of joy and pain! 
Thou actor of our paflions o’er again! 
Why doft thou aggravate the wretch’s woe? 
Why add continuous mart to every blow? 
Few are my joys; alas! how foon forgot! 
‘On that kind qnarter thou invad’ft me not: 
While tharp and numberlefs my forrows fall 
Vet thou repeat’it, and multiply’{t them ali! 
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Ts chance @ gatlt ? tHat My dif fterdtts heart, 
For mifchief never meant, mutt ever {mart ? 

Can felf-defence be fin :—Ah, plead no more! 

What though no purpos'd malice ftain’d thee o’et ? 

Had heaven befriended thy unhappy fide, 

Thot hadf nbt been provok’d—Or thou hadft 
died, 

Far be the gnilt of horiiefhed blood froth all 
On whom, unfought, entbroiling dangers full 
Still the pale dead revives, and Hves to me, 
To me! through pity’s eye condetin’d to fee. 
Remembrance veils his rage, but swells his fates 
Griev'd I forgive, and am grown cool too late. 
Young, and unthoughtful then; who knows, one 

- day, 
What ripening vittues might have thade their way ! 
He might have liv'd till folly died in fhame, “"s 
Till kindling wifdom felt a thirft for farne. 
Ile might perhaps his couritry’s friend have prov'd; » 
Both happy, generous, candid, and belov'd, 
He might have fav’d fome worth; now doom’d 
to fall; 

And I, perchance; iri him, have murder'd all. 

O fate of late repentance! always vain: 
Thy remedies but Jull undying pain. 
Where hall my hope find reft ?—No mother’s care 
Shielded niy infant innocence with prayer: 
No father’s guardian hand my youth maintain'’d, 
Call'd forth my virtues, or from vice reftrain’d, 
1s it not thine to {natch fome powerful arm, 
Firft to advance, then fkreen {rot future harm? 
Am I return’d from death, to live in pain? 
Or would imperial pity fave in vain? 
Diftruft it nor-—What blame can merty find, 
Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? 

Mother, mifcall’d, farewel!—of foul fevere, 
This fad reflection yet may force one teat? 

All was wretched by to you I ow’d, 
alone from ftrangers every comfort flow’d! 

Loft to the life you gave, your fon no mores 
And now adopted,-who was doom'd before; 
New-born, I may a nobler mother claim, 

But dare not whifper her immortal name 5 
Supremely lovely, and ferenely great! 

Majeftic mother of a kneeling ftate ! 

Queen of a people's heart, who ne’er before! 
Agreed—yet now with one confent adore t 

One ennteft yet remains in this defire, ; 
Who moft fall give applaufe, where all adniirs, 
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VERSES ‘ 
Occafioned by the Right Honourable the Lady P ifeowitefs 
a Tyrconnel’s recovery at Bath. 


‘Wueax. Thames with pride beholds Augufta’s 
charms, 
And either India pours ints her arms ; 
Vou. VIL 


Where liberty bids honeft arts abound, 

And pleafures dance in one eternal round ; 

High-thron’d appears the laughter-laving dame, 

Goddefs of mirth | Euphrofyne her name. 

Her finile more cheerful thar: a vernal morn; 

All life! all bloom ! of youth and fancy born, 

‘Touch’d into joy, what hearts to her fabmit ! 

She looks ker fire, and {peaks her mother’s wits 
7 Rr 
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O'er the gay world the {weet infpirer reigns; 
Spleen flies, and elegance her pomp futtains. 
Thee, gaddefs' thee! the fair and young obey ; 
‘Wealth, wit, love, mufic, all confels thy fway. 

In the bleak wild ev’a want by thee is blef'd, 
And pamper'd pride without thee pines for reft, 
The rich grow richer, while in thee they find 
The matchlefs treafure of a fmiling mind.’ 
Science by thee flows foft in focial eafe, 

And virtue, lofing rigour, learns to pleafe. 

The goddefs fummons each illuftiious name, 
Bids the gay talk, and forms th’ amufive game, 
She, whofe fair throne is fix'din human fouls, 
From joy to joy her eye delighted rolls. 

But where (fhe cried) is the, my favourite! the 
Of all my race, the deareft far to me! 

‘Whofe lifc’s the life of each refin’d delight ? 
She faid—But no Tyrconnel glads her fight. 
Swift funk her laughing eyes in languid fear; 
Swift rofe the fweiling figh, and trembling tear. 
¥n kind low murmurs all the lofs deplore! 
Tyrconnel droops, and pleafure is no more. 

The goddefs, filent, paus’d in muleful airs 
But mirth, like vireue, cannot long defpair. 
Celeftial-hinted thoughts gay hope infpie'd, 
Smiling the rofe, and all with hope were fir’d. 
‘Where Bath's afcending turrets meet her eyes; 
Straight wafted on the tepid breeze the flies, 

She flies, her elder fitter health to find; 

She finds her on the mountain-brow reclin’d. 

Around her birds in earlieft concert fing ; 

Her cheek the femblance of the kindling Spring; 

Frefh-tinétur'd like a fummer-evening fey, 

Anda mild fun fits fmiling in her eye. 

ooofe to the wind her verdant veltments flow ; 

Her limbs yet recent from the fprings below ; 

‘There oft fhe bathes, then peaceful fits fecure, 

‘Where every gale is fragrant, frefh, and pure; 

Where flowers and herbs their cordial odours 
blend, ” 

And all their balmy virtues faft afeend. 

Hail, fifter, hail! (the kindred goddefs cries} 
No common fuppliant ftands before your eyes. 
You, with whofe living breath the morn is fraught, 
Fiuth the fair cheek, and point the cheerful 

‘thought! 
Strength, vigour, wit, depriv’d of thee, decline! 
Each finer fenfe, that forms delighr, is thine | 
Bright fons by thee diffufe a brighter blaze, 
And the frefh green a frether green difplays! 
‘Without thee pleafures die, or dully cloy, 
And Jife with thee, howe’er deprefs’d, is joy. 
Such thy vatt power '—The deity replics, 
Mirth never afks a boon, which health denies, 
Our mingled gifts tranicend impetial wealth ; 
Health ftrengthens mirth, and mirth infpirits 
health. . [are mine ; 
'Thefe gales, yon fprings, herbs, flowers, and fon, 
‘Thine is their finite! be all their influence thine. 

Euphrefyne rejoins-—Thy friendfhip prove ! 
See the dear, fickening object of my love! 

Shall that warm heart, fo cheerful ev’n in pain, 
So form’d to pleafe, unpleas’d itfelf remain ? 
Sifter ! in her my {mile anew difplay, 

And all the focial-world ilkall blele thy fway. 
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Swift, as the {peaks, health fpreade the purple wi 
Soars in the colour'd clouds, and fheds the {pring ° 
Now bland and fweet the floats along in air ; 

Air feels, and foftening own th’ zthercal fair! _ 
In ftill defcent fhe melts on opening flowers, 
And deep impregnates plants with genial fhowert} 
‘The genial thowers, new-rifing to the ray, : 
Exhale in rofeate clouds, and glad the day. 


| Now in a zephyr’s borrow’d voice the fings, 


Sweeps the freth dews, and thakes them from her 
win; . 
Shakes them embalm'd; or, in a’gentle kifs, 
Breathes the fure earneit of awakening blifs. 
Sapphira feels it, with a foft furprife, 
Glide through her veins, and quicken in her eyea! 
Inftant in her own form the goddefs glows, 


‘| Where, bubbling warnz, the mineral water flows} 


Then, plunging, to the flood new virtue gives ; 


"| Sreeps every charm ; and, as fhe bathes, it lives! 


As from her locks fhe theds the vital thower, 

’Pis done! (the cries) thefe fprings poflcfe my 
power! 

Let thefe immediate to thy darlirig roll 

Health, vigour, life, and gay returning foul. 

Thou fmil’ft Euphrofyne ; and contcious fe,-* 

Prompt to thy {mile, how nature joys with thee, 

All is green life! all beauty rofy bright ; 

Full harmony, young love, and dear delight # 

See vernal hours lead circling joys along ! 

AlJl fun, all bloom, all fragrance, and aj] fong ! 

Receive thy care |; Now mirth and health cone 

bine. 

Each heare fhall gladden, and each virtue thine, 

Quick to Augufta bear thy prize away; 

There let ber fmilc, and bid a world be gay. 


AN EPISTLE 
To the Right Hoourable Sir Robert Walpole. 


Stitt let low wits, who Tenor honour prize, 

Sneer at all gratitude, all truth diguiee = = 

At living worth, becaufe alive, exclaim, 

Infult the exil’d, and the dead defame! 

Such paint, what pity veils in private woes, 

And what we fee with grief, with mirth expofe ¢ 

Studious to urge~(whom will mean authers 
{pare ?) 

The child’s, the parent’s, and the confdst’s tear ; 

Unconfcious of what pangs the heart may rend, 

Tu lofe what they have ne’er deferv'd—a friend. 

Such, ignorant of fa&s, invent, relate, 

Expos’d perfift, and anfwer’d ftil! debate: 

Such, but by foils, the cleareft luftre fee, 

And deem afperfing others, praifing thee. 

Far from thefe tracks my honcft lays afpire, 

And greet a generous heart with generous fire. 

Truth be my guide! Truth, which thy virtge’ 
claims ! 


This, nor the poet, nor the patron thames! . 
When party minds fhali lofe contraGed views, 
And hiftory queftion the recording mufe; 
‘Tis this alone to aftcr-times muft thine, 

And flamp the poet and his theme diviae 
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Longhas my mufe, from many a mournful caufe, 
Sung with {mall power, nor fought fublime ap- 
; plaale ; [feope ; 
From that great poine the now fhall urge her 
On that fair promile rett her fucure hope ; 
‘Where policy, from fate illufion clear, 
Can through an open afpca thine fincere 3 . 
Where fcience, law, and liberty depend, * 
And own the patron, patriot, and the friend ; 
{Vhat breaft to feel, that eye on worth tu gaze, 
‘That fmile to cherifh, and that hand to raife !) 
Whofe bet of hearts her bet of thoughts inflame, 
“Whofe joy is bounty, and whofe gift is fame. 

Where, for relief, flies innocence diftre(s’d ? 


‘To you, who chale oppreffion from th’ opprefs'd: 


Who, when complaint to you alone belongs, 
Forgive your own, though not a people’s wrongs ¢ 
‘Who ftill make publi¢ property your care, 

And theace bid private grief no more defpair, 

Afk they whae ftate your fheltering care fhall 
y own? 

‘Tio youth, ‘tis age, the cottage, and the throne ¢ 

Wor can the prifon {cape your fearching eye, 

Nour ear ftill opening to the captive’s cry. 

Nor lefs was promis’d from thy early fkill, 

Ere power enfore’d benevolence of will! 

‘To friends refin’d, thy private life adher’d, 

By thee improving, ere by thee prefer’d. 

Well hadft thou weigh’d what truth fuch friends 
afford, ! 

‘With thee refigning, and with thee reftor’d. 

"Chou tanghe't them all extenfive love to bear, 

And now mankind with thee their friendthip fhare, 

As the rich cloud by due degrees expands, 

And thowers down plenty thick on laundry lands, 
"Thy {préadin'g worth in various bounty fell, 
Made genius flourifh, and made art excel. : 

How many, yet deceiv’d, all power oppofe? 
‘Their fears increafing, as decreate their woes; 
Jealous of bondage, while they freedom gain, 
‘And moft oblig’d, moft eager to complain. 

But well we #ouc our blufs, if well we view, 
Mad power opyreffion, not protection grew 5 
‘View prefent ills that panith diftant climes; 
Or bleed in memory here from ancient tintés, 
_ Mark firft the robe abus'd religion wore, ” 
Story’d with griefs, and ftain’d with human gore ! 
‘What various tortures, erigines, fires, reveal, 
Stody'd, empower’d, and fanctify’d by zeal? 

Stop here, my mufe !—Peculiar woes decry ! 

Bid them in fad fucceffion ftrike thy eye ! 

alo, to her eye the fad fucceflion fprings 
She looks, fhe weeps, and, as the weeps, the fings. 
Gee the doom’d Hebrew of his ftores bereft: 
See holy marder juftify the theft! 
His ravag’d gold fome ufelefs fhrine fhall ralfe, 
His gems on fuperftitious idols blaze ! 
‘His wife, his babe, deny’d their little home,’ 
Stripp’d, flarv’d, unfriended, and unpity’d roa 

Lo, the prictt’s hand the wafer-god fupplies 
iA king by confecrated poifon dics: 

See learning range yon broad ethereal plain, 
From world to world, and godlike fcience gait ! 
Ah! what avails the curious fearch fuftain’d, 
he finihh’d toil, the godlike fcierce gain'd? - 








|; So monitrous !—= 
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Sentenc’d to flames th’ expanfive wifdom felt, 
And truth from heaven was forcery from bell. 
See reafon bid cach myftic wile retire, [mire 
Strike ouc new light! and mark !—the wile ad~ 
Zcal fhall fuch herefy, like learning, hute; 
"Phe fame their ylory, and the fame their fate. 
Lo, from fought mercy, one his life receaves ! 
Life, worfe than death, that cruel mercy gives + 
The man, perchance, whu wealth and honours bore, 
Slaves in the mine, or ceafelefs ftrains the oar. 
So doom’d are thefe, and fuch, perhaps, our doom, 
Own’d we a prince, avert it-heaven! from Ronfe. 
Nor private worth alone falfe zeal affails; 
Whole nations bleed when bigotry prevails. 
What are {worn friendthips? What are kindrec 
ties? e 
What's faith with herefy ? (the zealot cries.) 
See, when war finks, the thundering cannons roar; 
When wounds, and death, and difcord are no 
more; » 
When mufic bids undreading joys attvance,” 
Swell the (6ft hour, and turn the fwimming dance + 
When, to crows thefe, the focial fparkling bowk 
Lifts the cheer’d fenfe, and pours our all the fouls. 
Sudden he fends red maffacre abroad; 
Faithlefs to man, to prove his faith to God. 
What pure perluafive cloquence denies, 
All drunk with blood, the arguing {word fupplies; 
The {word, which to th’ affaflin’s hand is given! 
Th’ affaffin’s hand!—pronounc’d the hand of 
heaven ! 
Sex bleeds with fex, and infancy with egé ; 
No rank, no place, no virtue, flaps his rages 
Shall {word, and flame, and devaftation ceale, 
To pleafe with zeal, wild zeal! the God of Peace: 
Nor lefs abufe has fcoury’d thé civil Mate, 
When a king’s will becanvé a nation’s fate, - 
Enormous power ! Nor noble, nor ferene ; 
Now fierce and criel; now but wild and mean, 
Seé titles fold, to raife th’ unju% fupply 
Compell’d the purchafé! or be fin'd, or buy! 
No public fpirit, guarded well by laws, 
Uncenfur'’d cenfares in his country’s caufe, 
Sve frém the merchant forc’d th’ unwilling loam 
Who dares deny, or deem his wealth his own? 
Denying, fee! where dungeon damps arile, 
Difeas'd he pines, and unaffifted dies. 
Far more than maffacre that fate accurft!, 
As of ail deaths the lingering is the worft. 
New courts of cenfure griew’d with néw offence 
Tax'd without power, and fin’d without pretence 


} Explain’d, at will, each fatute’s wrefted aim, 


‘Till marke of merit were the marks of thames 

i¢ was the fevereft grief, 

And the worft death feem'd welcome for relief, 
In vain the fubje@ fought redrefs from law, 

No fenate liv’d the partial judge to awe: 

Senates were void, and fenators confin’d - 

For the great catife of nature and mankind 





; Who kings fuperior to the pedpie own; 


Yet prove the law fuperior to the throne. 
Who can review without a gestrous tear,’ 


-Achurch, a ftate, fo impious, fo fevere; 


A land uncultur'd through poiemic jars, 
Rich leebut with carnage from inteftins warty 
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The hand of indufiry-employ’d no more, 
And commerce flying to fome fafer thore s 
All property reduc’d, to power a prey, 
And fenfe and learning chas’d by zeal away? 
‘Who honours not each dear departed ghoft, 
"That ftrove for liberty fo won, fo lot: 
So well regain’d when godlike William rofe, 
And firft entail’d the blefling George beftowsi 
May Walpoie ftill the growing triumph raife, 
And bid thefe emulate Eliza’s days; 
Sill ferve a prince, who, o’cr his people great, 
As far tranfcends in virtue, as in itate ! 
The mufe purfues thee to thy rural feat; 
Ev’n there fhall liberty infpire retreat. 
‘When folemn cares in flowing wit are drown’d,, 
And {portive chat and focial laughs go round : 
Ev’n then, when pawling mirch begins to fail, 
‘The converfe varics to the ferious tale. 
‘The tale pathetic fpeaks fome wretch that owes 
‘To fome deficient law relieflefs woes, 
‘What inftant pity warms thy gencrous breaft! 
How all the leyiflacor ftands-confefe'd ! ; 
Now fprings the hint! ‘tis now improv'd to 
thought |; 
Now ripe! and now to public welfare brought ! 
New bills, which regulating means beftow, 
Juttice preferve, yet foftenieg mercy know: 
Juftice thall low vexatious wiles decline, : 
And ftill thrive mofl, when lawyers mott repine 
“Jultice from jargon fhall refin’d appear, . 
‘So knowledge through our native language clear. 
Hence we may learn, no more deceiv’d by law, 
Whence wealth and life their bef affurance draw. 
‘Lhe freed infolvent, with induftrious hand, 
Strives yet to fatisfy the juft demand : 
; Thus ruthlefs men, who would his powers re- 
: ftrain, 
Oft what feverity would lofe obtain. 
Thefe, and a thoufand gifts, thy thought ac- 
quires, 
Which liberty benevolent infpires, 
From liberty the fruits of law increafe,” 
Dienty, and joy, and afl the arts of peace. 
“broad the merchant, while the tempefts rave, 
Adventurous fails, nor fears the wind and wave; 
At home antir’d we find th’ aufpicious hand‘ 
With flocks, and herds, and harvetts, blefs the Jand : 
‘While there, the peafant glads the grateful foil, 
Here mark the shipwright, there the mafon toil, 
Hew, {quare, and rear, magnificent, the ttone, 
And give onr oaks a glory not their own } 
What life demands by this obeys her call, 
And addcd elegance confemmates all, - 
Thus fhately cities, ftatelier navied rife, 
Atid fpread our grandear under diftant fkies, 
From liberty each nobler fcience fprung, 
A Bacon brighten’d, and a Spenter fung : 
A Clarke and Locke new tracks of truth explore, 
And Newton reaches heights unreach'd before. 
What trade fees property that wealth maintain, 
‘What induftry no longer dreads to gain ; 
What tender confcience kneels with fears refign’d, 
Enjoys her worship, and avows her mind; 
What genius now from want to fortune climbs, 


Ang -to fate fcience every thoughs fubliacs; .... 
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What royal power, from his fuperior flate; 

Sees public happinefs his own create; : 

But kens thofe patriot fouls, to which he owes 

OF old each fource, whence now each bleffing 
flows? 

And if fuch fpirits from their heaven defcend, 
And blended flame, co point one glorious end ; 
Flame from one breaft, and thence to Britain fhine, 
What love, what praife,O Walpole, then is thine® 


SS eee, 
THE VOLUNTEER LAUREAT. 


. Nok, 
On ber Majefy’s Birth-day, 1733-2, 


Twice twenty tedious moons have rol]’d away, 
Since hope, kind flatterer! tun’d my penfive lay, 
Whifpering, that you, who rais’d me from defpair, « 
Meant, by your fmiles, to make life worth my 
care; 
With pitying hand an orphan’s tears to fereen, 
And o’er the motherlefs extend the queen. 
‘Twill be—the prophet guides the poet’s ftrain! 
Grief never touch’d a heart like your’s in vain : 
Heaven gave you power, becaufe you love to blefs ; 
And pity, when you feel it, is redrefs. 
Two fathers join’d to rob my claim of one ! 
My mother too thought fit to have no fon! 
The fenate next, whofe aid the helplefs own, 
Forgot my infant wrongs, and mine alone! 
Yet parents pitylefs, nor peers unkind, ‘ 
Nor titles loft, nor woes myfterious join’d, 
Strip me of hope---by heav’n thus lowly laid, 
To find a Pharoah’s daughter in the thade., 
You cannot hear unmov'd, when wrongs im- 
. plore, . 
Your heart is woman, though your mind be more 3° 
Kind, like the power who gav> to our prayers, 
You would not lengthen fie to atgereeey 
They, who a barren Ieave to live beftow, 
Snatch but from death to facrifice to woe. | 
Hated by her from whom my life I drew, —_ 
Whence fhould I hope, if not from heaven and you? 
Nor dare J groan beneath afiliction’s rod, 
My queen my mother, and my father---God, 
‘The pitying mufes faw me wit purfue; . 
A baftard-fon, alas! on that fide too, 
Did not your eyes exalt the peet’s fire, 5 
And what the mufe denies, the queen infpire ? 
While rifing thus your heavenly foul to view, 
I learn, how angels think, by copying you. 
Great princeis ! ’tis decreed-—once every year 
I march uncall'd your Laureat Volunteer ; 
Thus fhaii your poet his low genius raife, [praife, 
And charm the world with traths too vait for 
Nor need | dwell on glories all your own, 
Since furer means to tempt your {miles are known; 
Your poet shail allot your lord his part, 
And paint him in his nobleft throne---your-heatt .. - 
ts there a greatnefs that adorns him beft, 


A rifng with, that sipens in his break? 
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Fas he foremeant fome diftant ape to blefs, 

Difarm oppreliion, or expel diftrels ? 

Plans he fome {cheme to reconcile mankind, 

‘People the feas, and bufy every wind? 

‘Would he by pity the deceiv’d reciaim, - 

And fmile contending fa@ions into thame ? 

‘Would his example lend his laws a weight, 

And breathe his own foft morals o’er his ftate ? 

Vhe mofe hall find-ic all, fhall make ie feen, 

And teach the world his praife, to charm his 
queen. 

Such bethe annual truths my verfe imparts, 
Nor frown, fair favourite of a people's hearts ! 
Happy if, plac’d, perchance, beneath your eye, 
My sole, unpenfion’d, might her pinions try; 
Fearlets to fail, whilft you indulge her fame, 
And bid me proudly boaft your Laureat’s name; 

Renobled thus by wreaths my qucen beitows, . 
1 lofe all memory of wrongs aud woes. 


No, Il. 
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*GkEAT princely, "tis decreed ! once ewéry year, 
“ {march uncall’d, your Lanreat Volunteer.” 
So fung the mufe; nor fing the mufe in. vain ¢ 
My quetn accepts, the year renews the ftrain. . 
Ere firft your influence fhone with heavenly ‘aid, 
Each thought was terror ; for each view was thade. 
Rortune to life each flowery path deny’d; 
No fcience learn’d to bloom, no lay to glide. 
Inftead of hallow’d hill, or vocal vale, 
Or ftream, {weet-echoing to the tuneful tale 5 
Damp dens confin'd, or barren deferts {pread, 
With fpe@res haunted, and the mates fied; 
Ruins in penfive emblem feem to rife, 
And all was dark, or wild, to fancy’s eyes, 
But hark! a gladdening voice all nature cheers! 
Dilperfe, ye glooms! a day of joy appears! 
*~ Hail, happy day !---’ T'was on thy glorious morn, 
‘The firtt, the faireft ot her fex was born! 
How twit eetge! Cold, wintery forrows fy! 
x tere’er he looks, delight furrounds the eye + 
ild fhincs the fun, the woodlands warble round, 
‘The vates tweet echo, fweet the rocks rejound | 
Yn cordial ajy, fofc fragrance floats along ¢- 
Each fcene is verdure, and cach voice is fong |” 
Shoot from your orb divine, ye quickening rays! 
Boundlefs, like her benevolence, ye blaze ! 
Soft emblems of her bounty, fall ye fhowers! 
“And fweet afcend, and fair uufold ye flowers! 
‘Ye rofes, lilies, you we earlieft claim, 

In whitenefs, and in fragrance, match her fame! 
, Lis yours to fade, to fame like hers is due 
Undying fweets, and bloom for ever new. 
Ye blofloms, that one varied landfcape rife, 
And find your {centful tribute to the tkies; 

Diffufive tike yon royal branches fmile, 
Grace the young year, and glad the graceful ifle ! 
Attend, ye mules! mark the feather’d quires ! 
Thofe ie Spring wakes, as you the qucen in- 
IFES. 
9, let hee praife for ever fwell your fong ‘ 
- Pweet let your facred ftreamis the notes prolong, 
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Clear, and more clear, through all nfy lays refine ; 

And there let heaven and her reflected hhine ! ; 
As, when chij] blights from vernal {uns retire, 

Cheerful the vegetative world afpire, . 

Put forth unfolding blooms, and waving try 

Th’ enlivening influence of a milder fky; 

So gives her birth (like you approaching fpring) 

‘The land to fiourifh, and the mufe to fing. ‘ 

_ * Twas thus, Zenobia, on Pulmyra’s throne, 

In learning, beauty, and in virtue fhone; 

Beneath her role, Longinus, in thy. name, 

The poct’s, critic’s, and the patriot’s fame! 

Is there (fo high be you, great princefs, prais rd) * 

A woe unpitied, or a worth unrais’d ? 

Art learns to foar by your {weet influence taught ; 

In life well cherith’d ; nor in death forgot: 

In death, as life, the learn’d your gouduefs tell! - . 

Witnefs the facred bufts of Richmond's cell! 

Sages, who in unfading light will thine ; 

‘Who grafp’d at {cience, like your own, divine !: 
The mole, who hails with fong this glorious 

mo! 

Now looks | through days, through months, through 

* years unborn ; 

All white they rife, and i in their courfe exprefs'd 

A king by kings rever’d, by fubjects bleft | 

A quecu, where’er true ‘greatncls {preads i in fame; 

Where learning towers beyond her fex’s aim ; 

Where pure religion no extreme can touch, 

Of faith too little, or of zeal too much; 

Where thefe behold, as on this blefi’'d of morns, 

What love protcéts them, and what worth adorns ; 

Where’er diffufive goodnels {miles, a queen : 

Still prais’d with rapture, as with wonder fecn ! 
Sec nations round, of every with poffets’d! 

Life in each cye, and joy in every breaft ! 

Shall 1, on what I lightly touch’d, explain? 

Shall f (vain thoughe !) attempt the finith'd flrain ¢ 

No !—let che poet {top unequal lays, 

And to the juit hiftorian yield your praife. 
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fy youth no parent nurs’d my infant fongs, 
”fwas mine'to be infpir’d alone by wrongs ; 
Wrongs, that with life their fierce attack began, 
Drank infant tears, and ftill purfue the man. 

Life icarce is life—Dejection all is mine ; t 
‘The power, that loves in lonely fhades te pine; ~ 
Of fading cheek, of unelated views ; 

Whole weaken'd eyes the rays of hope refufe. 
?Tis mine the mean, inhuman pride to find ; 
Who thans th’ opprefs'd, to fortune only kinds 
Whole pity’s infult, and whole cold refpect 

Is keen as fcorn, ungencrous as neglect. 

Void of benevolent, obliging grace, 

Ev’n dubivus friendfhip half averts his face. 

‘Thus funk in ficknefs, thus with woes oppreft, 
How fhall the fire awake within my breaft ? 
How fhall the mufe her flagging pinions raife ? 
How tune her voice to Carolina’s praile ¢ 

From jarring thought no tuncful raptures flow ; 
‘Thefe with fair-days and gentle feafons glow : 
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ed 
Such give alétte feet PhitAmel to fing,. 
And Philomci's the poet of the {pring 

But foft, my foul! fee yon celeftial light! 
Before whofe lambent luftre breaks the night. 
1c glads me like the morning clad in dews, 

And beams reviving from the vernal mufez 
Infpiring joyous peace, ’tis fhe ! "tis fhe} 
A ftranger long to mifery and me. 

Her verdant mantle gracefully declines, *— 
And, flower-embroider’d, as it varies, fhines. 

‘To form her garland, zephyr, from his wing, 

‘Throws the firft flowers and foliage of the pring. 

Her looks how lovely! health and joy have lent 

Bloom to her cheek, and to her brow content.” 

Behold, fweet-beaming her etherial eyes: 

oft as the Pleiades o'er the dewy ikies, 

&he blunts the point of care, alleviates woes, 

And pours the balm of comfort and repofe; 

Bids the heart yield to virtue’s filent call, 

And fhows ambition’s fons mere children all; 

Who hunt for toys which pleafe with tinfel fhine ; 

For which they fquabble, and for which they pine. 

Oh, hear her voice, more mellow than the gale, 

That breath'd through thepherd’s pipe enchante’ 
the vale! 

Hark! fhe invites from city fmoke and noife, 

Vapoura impure, and from impurer joys; P 

From various evils, that, with rage combin’d, 

Untune the body, and pollute the mind: 

From crowds, to whom no focial faith belongs, 

Who tread one circle of deceit and wrongs; 

‘With whom politenefs is but civil guile, 

And laws opprefs, exerted by the vile, 

To this oppos'd, the mule prefents the {cene; - 

Where fyivan pleafures evet fmiles ference; 

Pleafurés that emulate the bleft above, 

Health, innocence, and peace, the mufe, and love; 

Pleafures that ravith, while alternate wrought 

By friendly converfe, and abftradted thought. 

‘Thefefoothe my throbbing breaft. No lofs 1 mourn; 

hough both from riches and from grandeur tora. 

Weep I cruel mother? No—I've feen, 

From heaven, a pitying, a maternal queen. 

One gave me life; but would no comfort grant; 

She more than life refum'd by giving want. 

Would the the being which the gave deftroy ? 

My queen gives life, and bids me hope for joy. 

Honours end wealth I cheerfully refign;* : 

If competence, if learned ‘eafe be mine ! 

If 1 by mental, heart-felt joys be fir’d, 

And in the vale by all the mufe infpic'd! 

Here cvafe my plaint-—See yon enlivening feenes! 
Child of the {pring ! Behold the beft of queens! 
Softnefs and beauty rofe this heavenly mor, ~ 
Dawn’d wifdom, and benevolence was borti. 

Jey, o’er a people, in her influence rofe ; 

Like that which {pring o’er rural nature throws, 
‘War to the peaceful pipe refighs his roar, ** 
And breaks his billows on fome diftant fhore. 
Domettic difcord finks bencath her {mile, ~ 
And arts, and trade, and plenty, glad the ifle. 
Lo, induftry furveys, with fealted eyes, 

His due reward, a plenteous harveft rife! 

Nor (taught by commerce) joys in that alone 5 
But fees the harvett of a world his own, 
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Hence thy juft praife, chat mild, majeftic ThasicsT 

Rich river! richer than Pactolus’ ftreams! 

Than thofe renown’d of yore, by poets roll’d 

O'er intermingled pearls, and fands of gold. 

How glorious theu, when from eld ocean's urn, 

Loaded with India’s wealth, thy waves return 

Alive thy banks! along each bordering ling, 

High cultar'd blooms, inviting villas thine + 

And while around ten thoufand beauties glow,: 

Thefe ill o’er thofe redoubling luftre throw. 

“ Come then (fo whifper'd the indulgent nufe) 

* Come then, in Richmond groyes thy forrows? 
“ lofe! ‘i 

* Come then, and hymn this day! The pleafing: 
fcene 


.| S Shows, in each view, the genius of thy queen 


“ Hear nature whifpering in the breeze her fong! 
“ Hear her fweet warbling through the feather’d_ 
“throng! ‘< ‘“ 

“ Come, with the warbling world thy notes unite, 

« And with the vegetable fmile delight ! yt 

Sure fuch a fcene and fong will foon reftore 

Loft quiet, and give blifs unknown before; 

“ Receive it grateful, and adore, when given, 

“ The goodnefs of thy parent, queen, and heaven !). 
“ With me each private virtue lifts the voices. * 

While public fpirit bids a land rejoices © 

* O'er all thy queen’s benevolence de(cends, 

“ And wide o'er all her vital light extends. 

“ As winter foftens into {pring, to you : 

* Blooms fortune’s feafon, through her fmile, anew 

Still for paft bounty, let new lays impart 

“ The fweet effufions of a grateful heart! s 

“ Caft through the telefcope of hope your eye! 

“ There goodnefs infinite, fupreme, defery ! 

* From him that ray of virtue ftream'd on earth, 

“ Which kindled Caroline’s bright foul to birth. 

Behold, he fpreads one univerfal fpring ! 

“ Mortals, transform’d to angels, then thall fing; 

“ Oppreffion then fhall fly with want and fhamey 

“ And blefling and exiftence be the fame!" 
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La! the mild fun flutes the opening fpring, 

And giaddening nature calls the mufe to fing; 

Gay chep the birds, the bloomy fiweets exhale, 

And heaith, and fong, and fragrance fill the gale, 

Yet, mildeft funs, to me are pain {evere, an 

And mufic's felf is difcord to my eart - 

I, jocund {pring, unfympathifing, fee, 

And health, that comes to all, comes not to me. 

Dear health once fled, what fpirits can J find! 

What folace meet, when fled my peace of mind? 

From abfeat books what fludious hint devife ? 

From abfent friénds, what aid to thought can rife? 
“A genius whifper'd in my ear—Go feek 

Some man of ftate!—The mufe your wrongs may 

fpeak. cs : ° 

But wil} fach liften to the plaintive ftrain ? 

‘The happy feldony heed th’ unhappy’s pain. 

To wealth, to honours, wherefore was I born? 

Why left to poverty, repulfe, and fcorn? 
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‘Why was It form'd of elegant defires? 

Thought, which beyond a vulgar flight afpires! 
Why, by the prond, and wicked, crufh'd to earth ? 
“sBetcer the day of death, than day of birth} 

+ Thus Lexctaim'd: alittle cherub fmil'd ; [child! 
* Hope; | am calf'd (faid he), a heaven-born 
Wrongs fure you have; complain you juftly may ¢ 
But let wild forrow whirl not thought away ! 
No—truft to honour! that you ge’er will ftain 
From peerage-blood, which fires your filial vein, 
Truft more to Providence ! from me ne'er fwerye! 
Once to diftruft, is never to deferve. 

Did not this day a Caroline difclofe ? 

I promis’d at her birth, and bleffing rofe! 
(Bleffing, o’er all the letter’d world to fhine, 

In knowledge clear, beneficence divine!) 

‘Tis hers, as mine, to chafe away defpair;. 

Woe uadeferv'd is her peculiar care. 

Her bright benevolence fends me to grief: 

On want fheds bounty, and on wrong relief.” 

Then calm-ey‘d Patience, born of angel-kind,: 

Open'd a dawn of comfort on my mind. - 
With her came Fortitirde, af godlike air! 

Thefe arm to conquer ills; at leafk to bear : {dain, 
Arm'd thus, my quecn, while wayward fates or- 
My life to lengthen, but to lengthen pain ; 

Your bard, his forrows with a {mile endures;: 
Gince te be wretched, ie—nto he made jours, 
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Ye fpirite bright, that ether rove, 
‘That breathe the vernal fout of loves 
Bid health defcend in balmy dews, 
And life in every gale diffufe ; 
‘That give the flowers to fhine, the birds to fing ; 
Oh, glad this natal day, the prime of {pring | 
- “Lhe virgin fnow-drop firft appears; 
Tee golden head the crocus rears, 
‘The flowery tribe, profufe and gay, 
Spread to the foft, inviting ray. 
So arts fhal bc by Carolina’s fmile, 
_*s Shall her fame wats fragrance o'er the iffe, 
The warblers various, {weet and clear, 
From bloomy fprays falute the year. 
O mufe, awake! afcend, and fing! 
Hail the fair rival of the {pring ! 
To woodland honours woodland hymns befong; 
To her, the price of arts! the mofe’s fong. 
Kind, as of late her clement (way, eed 
‘The feafon fheds a trepid ray. 
The ftorms of Boreas rave no more; 
‘The ftorms of faction ceafe to roar, 
At vernal funs as wintery tempefts ceafe, 
She, lovely power! {miles faction into peace. 


No. VI 


FOR THE FIRST OF MARCH, 1737-8. 
Sacred to the Memory of her late Majefly, bursbly ad. 
dreffid ta bis Majefy. ; 
Ser has the mufe, on this diftinguith'd day, 
‘Fun'd to glad harmony the vernal lay; 


. tH 
But, O lamented change the lay moft flow 
From grateful rapture now to grateful woe, ~ 
She, to this day, who joyous luftre gave, 
Defcends for ever to the filent grave. é 
She, born at once to charm us and to mend, 
Of human race the pattern and the friend. 
To be or foudly or feverely kind, 
To check the rafh or promp: the better mind, 
Parents fhall learn from her, and thus hall draw 
From filial love alone a filialawe. | : 
Who feck in avarice wifdom's art to fave; 
Who often fquander, yet who never gave; 
From her thefe knew the righteous mean ta find, 
Aad the mild virtue ftole on half mankind. 
‘The lavith now caught frugal wifdom’s lore, 
Yet fill, the more they fav'd, beftow’d the more. 
Now mifers learn’d at others woes to melt, 
And faw and wonder’d at the change they felt. 
‘The generous, when on her they turn'd their 
view, 7 Ki 
The generous ev’n themfelves more generous grew; 
Learg’d the fhunn’d haunts of fhame-tag’d want ta 
trace Z - 
To goodnefs, delicacy, adding grace, 
The confcious cheek no rifing bluth confefs’d, 
Nor dwelt one thought to pain the mode. breaft ; 
Kind and more kind did thus her bounty shower, 
And knew no limit but a bounded power. 
This truth the widow’s fighs, alas‘ proclaim; 
For this the orphan’s tears embalm her fames 
The wife beheld her learning’s fummit gain, 
Yet never giddy grow, nor ever vain: 
But on one {cience point a ftedfat eye, 
That fcience—how ta live and how to die, 
Say, Memory, while to thy grateful fight 
Arife her virtues in unfading ight, 
What joys were ours, what forrows now remain: 
Ah ! how fublime the blifs: how deep the pain? 
And thou, bright princefs, feated now on high, > 
Next one, the faireft daughter of the tky, 
Whofe warm-felt love is to all beings known, 
‘Thy fifter Charity : next her thy throne; , 
See at thy tomb the Virtues weeping lie! 
There in dumb forrow feem the Arts to die. 
So wére the fan o’er other orbs to blaze, 
And from our world, like thee, withdraw his tayey 
No more to vifit where he warm’d before, 
Ali life muft ceafe, and nature be no morey 
Yet fhall the mufe a heavenly height effay 
Beyond rhe weaknefs mix’d with mortal clay 5 
Beyond the lofe, which, chough the bleeds ro fee, 
‘Though ne’er to be redecm'd, the lofs of thee! 
Beyond ev'n this, the hails with joyous lay, 
‘Thy better birth, thy firft true natal day ; 
A day, that fees thee borne beyond the tomb, 
To endilefs health, ta youth's eternal bloom ; 
Borne to the mighty dead, the fouls fablime 
Of every famous age, and every clime 5 
To goodnefs fix'd by truth’s unvarying laws, 
To blifs that knows no period, knows no paufe— 
Save when thine eye, from yonder pure ferene, - 
Sheds a foft eye on this our gloonty fcene. 
With me now liberty and learning mourn, 


From all relief, like thy Jov’d canfort, torn ; 
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For where can prince or people hope relief, 
‘When each’ contend to be fapreme in gricf? 
So vy'd thy virtues, that could point the way, 
So well to govern; yet fo well obey. 
Deign one look more ! ah ! fee thy confort dear 
‘Withing all hearts, except hisown, to cheers 
Lo! ftill he bids thy wonted bounty flow 
To weeping families of worth and woe. 
He tops all tears, however falt they rife, 
Save thofe chat ftill mutt fall from grateful eyes, 
And, fpite of griefs that fo ufurp his mind, 
Still watches o’er the welfare of mankind, . 
Father of thofe, whofe rights thy care defends, 
Still mof their own, when mof their fovereign's 
friends ; . 

Then chiefly brave, from bondage chicfly free, 
‘When mot they tru(t, when moft they copy thes; 
Al! let the loweft of thy fubjets pay . 
His honett heart-fele tributary lay; ~* 
In anguith happy, if permitted here, 
One figh to vent, to drop’ one virtuous tear; 
Happier, i pardon’d, fhould he wildly moan, 

- And with a monarch’s forrow.mix his own. 
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“building bridges, cutting canals, repairing har- 
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navigable, building tight-houfes; of agriculture, 
gardening, and planting for the nobleft ufes; 
of conimerce; of public roads; of public build- 
ings, viz. fquares, fireets, manfions, palaces, 
courts of juftice, fenate-houfes, theatres, hofpi- 
tals, churches, colleges; the variety of worthics 
produced by the latter; of colonies. The flaye- 
trade tenfured, &e. ; 


fexeaT hope of Britain !—Here the mule effays 

A theme, which, to attempt alone, is praife. 

Be her’s a zeal of public [pirit known 

A princely zeal !—a fpirit all your own! 

| Where never fcience beam’d a friendly ray 

Whee one vaft blank neglected nature lay; 

From puble ipirit there, by arts employ*d, 

Creation, varying, glade the cheerlefs yoid, 

‘Hail, arto! where fafety, treaiure, and delight, 

Oa land, on wave, in wondrous works unite ! 

‘Mhofe wondrous works, O mute! fucceilive raife, 

And point their worth, their dignity, and praife! 
What chough no fircams, raagnificently play’d, 

Rite a proud column, fall a grand cafeade; 

Through nesher pipes, which nobler ufe renewns, 

4-0, ductile rivulcts vifit diftart towns : si 
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-Retreats of focial, or of ftudious hours! 
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Now-vanith fens, whence vapours Tile Bo nisre, 
Whofe agueifh influence tainted heaven before. 
The folid ifthmus finks a watery fpace, 
And wonders, in new ftate, at naval grace. 
Where the flood deepening rolls, or wide extends 
From coad to road yon arch, connective bends : 
Where ports were chok’d; where mounds in vain, 
arofe; 
There harbours open, and there breaches clofe ; 
To keels, obedient, fpreads each liquid plain;. 
And bulwark moles repel the boifterous main. 
Wocn the funk fun no homeword {ail hefriends; 
On the rock's brow the light-houfe kind afcends, 
And from the fhoaly, o'er the gulfy way, 
Points to the pilot’s eye the warning ray. 
Count ftill, my mute (vo count, what mufe can 
ceafe ?) wos 
The works of public fpirit, fr¥zaom, peace! 
By them hall plants, in forefts, reach the tkies ; 
Then lofe their leafy pride, and navies rile, 
(Navies, which to invafive foes explain, 
Heaven throwsnot round us rocks and feasin vain) 
The fail of commerce in each fky afpires, , 
And property aflures what toil acquires,” 
Who digs the mine or quarry, digs with glee; 
No flave !—His option and his gain are free ; 
Him the fame laws the fame protection yield, 
Who ploughs the furrow, or who owns the field. 
. Unlike, where tyranny the rod maintains 
O'er turflefs, leaflets, and uacultur’d plains, 
Here herbs of food and phyfic plenty thowers, “ 
Gives fruits to bluth, and colours various flowers, 
Where {ands of ftony wilds ouce ftarv’d the year, 
Laughs the green lawn, and nods the golden ear: 
White fhine the fleecy race, which fate thalldoom 
Phe feaft of life, the treafure of tie loom. 
Qn plains now bare fhall gardens wave their 
groves; . oor 
While fettling fongfters woo their feather’d loves, 
Where pathlefs woods no grateful openings knew, 
Walks temipt the ftep, and viflas court the views 
See the parterre confefs expanfive day i 
‘The grot, elufive of the noon-tidacay. = 
Up yon green flope a length of terrace Titty 
Whetice gradual landfcapes fade in diftant ikies, 
Now the blue lake refle@ed heaven difplays; 
Now darkens, regularly-wild, the maze, 
Urns, obelifks, fanes, ftatues intervene; 
Now centre, now commence, or end the feene. 
L6, proud alcoves! lo, foft fequefter’d bowers ! 


a 
Rank above rank here fhapely greens afcend; ; 
There others natively-grotefgue depend. 
The rude, the delicate, immingled tell, 
How art would nature, nature art excel; + . 
And how, while thefe their rival charms inspatt,, 
Art brightens nature, nature brightens art; 
‘Thus, in the various, yet harmonious fpace, 
Blend order, fymmetry, and force, and grace. 
When thefe from public fpirit Imile, we fee 
Free-opening gates, and bowery pleafures free; 
For fure great fouls une treth can never mifs, 
Blifs not communicated is nor blifs. 
‘thus public fpirit, liberty, and peace, 


Carve, build, and plant, and give the land increafey 


‘MPSCREE eh rdes FORMS 


TFYrony peatant nanas imperial works arife, 
tdAnd Sritith hence with Roman grandeur vieés 
@ % grandeur that in pompous whim appears, 

~ tdevels hills, that vales to mountains reara; 
hat alters nature’s regulated grace, = 
pleonng to deck, but dcftin’d to deface. 

‘hough no-proud gates, with China’s taught to vie, 

Magnificently ufelefs ftrike the eye ; y 

(Ufelefs, where rocks a furer barrier lend, 
‘Where feas entircle, and where flects defend 3) 
“What though no arch of triumph is affign’d=.- 
Todeusel’d pride, whole. fword-has thina’d mum" 
_ * kind; 

Though ’ne vaft wall extends from coaft to-coakk,: 

No pyramid afpires, fublimely loft; 

“Yet the fafe road through rocks fhall winding tend, 
And the firm caufeway dy the claysafcendo>-*'~ 4 
Lo! ftately ftreets, In.’ auyple fquares invite. + 
‘The falutary gale, that becathes delight 
Lo! ftru@ures mark the charitable foil 
For csfual ill, maim’d valour, feeble toi_ 

Worn out with care, infirmity, and age, 3 
spre life here entering, quitting there the ftage’y “ 
“The babe of lawlefs birtf, doom’d elfe to moan 

To Marve or bleed for errors not his own! ~° 
Let the frail mother "feape the fame defil’d, 

iron the murdering mother ‘feape the child! 

"Oh! guard his youth from fin’s alluring voice; 
| Hes deeds of dire neceflity, not choice! F 

is grateful hand, thus ever harnifulknown,  * 

» Bhall on the public welfate build his own. 

* ‘Thus worthy crafts, which low-born life divide, 
#Give towns their opulence, and courts their pride. 

Sacred to pleafure fructures rite -clate, ‘ 
*Fo that fill worthy of the wife and great, 

acred to pleafure then hall pites afeend ? 

They thall—when pleafure and inftruéion bendi 
Leg theatres from public {pirit thine! 

Such theatres, ‘as, Athens, once were thine? 

‘Bee! the gay mufe of pointed wit poffett, 

Who makes the virtuous laugh, the decent jeft%} - 
What though fhe mock, the mocks with honett aim, 
ey laughs each{avourite folly into fhame, , 
Wid-tiicral light the tragic charms the ages. 

i folemn-training robes fe fills the ftage 5 
‘There human nature, mark’d in different lines; 
Alive in character diftin@ly thines. 

Quick paffions change alternate on her face ¢° - 

Her diction mufic, as her a@iou grace. 

Inftant we catch hey terror giving cares. 
“Pathetic fighs, and pity-moving tears; 

Inftant we catch her generous glow of foul, 

#Till one great ftriking moral crowns the wholé: - 

an,, Hence in warm youth, by fcencs of virtue taught, 

‘Honour exalts, and love expands the thought ! #4 
Hence pity, to peculiar grief affign’d, : 
rows wide henevolence to all mankinds 

’ Where various edifice the land renowns, 

There public fpirit plans, exalts, and crowns. 

She cheers the manfion with the {pacious hall, 
‘Bids painting live along the ftoried wall; 
peated, ihe filing eyes th’ unclofing door, 

vAnd much the welcomes all, but moft the poor 
She curns the pillar; or the arch the bends, 

The choir she lengthens. or the choir extendas 2% 
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She fears the tower, whofe height the heavens ad_- 
mires 

She’ rears, fhe founds, the points the leffening fpires 

Ac her command the college-roofs afcend, 

(For public fpirit Mill is learning’s friend}. 

Tareidons piles which ufeful pomp completes, 

Thus rife religion’s, and thus learning’s feats 

There moral truth and holy {cience fpring, 


4 And give the fage to teach, the bard to fing” 


There fome draw health from herbs and-minera] 
- veins, 
Sorhe fearch the fyftems ortne neavemy pring ;: 
Some call from hiftory paft times to view, | 
And others trace old laws, and fketch out new; 
Thence faving rights by legiflators plann’d, © ~ 
And guardian patriots thence infpire the land. 
Now grant, ye powers, ofie great, one fond dey 
LOS fire, 
And, granting, bid-a new ‘Whitehall afpire? 
Far let it lead, by weli-pleas’d Thames firvey’d, 
The fwelling arch, and ttately cofonnade s 
Bid courts of juflice, fenate-chambers join,” 
Till various all in one proud work combine ! 
But now be allthe generous goddefs feen, 
When moft diffus’d the thines, and moft benign! 


4 Ye fons of mifery, attrad her view! 


Ye fallow, hallow-eyed, and meagre crew?! 
Such high perfection have our arts attain’d, 
That now few fons of toil our arts demand 2 
Then tothe public, to itfelf, we fear, 

Ev'n willing induftry grows afclefs here, 

Are we too populous at length confefs'd, : 
From confluent itrangers refag’d and redrefr'd’? 
His war fo long withdrawn his barbarous train, 
‘That peace o’erftocks us with the fons'of men? 


| So jong has plague left pore the ambient air, “* 


‘That want mutt prey on thofe difeafe would fpare?™ 
Hence beauteous wretches (beauty’s foul difgrace!) 
Though born the pride, the fhame of human races 
Fair wretches hence, who nightly ftreets annoy 
Live but thomfelves and others to deftroy. 
Hence robbers rife, to theft, to murdet prone} 
Firft driven by want, fom habit defperate yrowny 
Hence for ow’d trifles oft our jails contain - 
(Torn from mankind) a miferable train ; 
Torn from, in fpite of nature’s tendéreft eties,, . 
Parental, filial, and connubial ties: 

‘The trader, when om every fide diftreft, 7 
Hence flies to what expedient frauds fuggett’; 
‘To prop his queftion’d credit's tottering fate 
Others he firft involves to fhare hisfaté; 

Then for mean refuge mut felf-exil’d roam 
Never to hope a friend, nor find a home.. - 

This public fpirit fees, fhe fees and feets? - 
Her breaft the throb, her eye the tear reveals; 
(The patriot throb that beats, the tear that dows 
For others welfare, and for others woes)— 
And what can 1 (fhe faid) to cure their grief? 





"| Shall I or point out death, or point relief? 


Forth thali I lead thent'to fome happier foil, 

Fo conqueft lead them, and enrich with fpoit? 
Bid them convulfe a world, make nature groan, 
And fpill, in thedding others blood, their own ? 
No, no-—-fuch wars do thou, ambition, wage ' 
Go ferilize the fareil 


with the vane © 
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Whole nattine todepépatate is thine ; 


‘To people, culture, and protect, be mine! 
‘Then range the world, difcovery |--Strait he 
cs 

Over fea, o'er Libya’s fands, and Zembla’s fnows; 

Hie fettlee where kind rays till now have fmil’d 

(Vain {mile !} on fome luxuriant heufelefs wild. 

How many fons of want might here enjoy - 

What nature gives for age but to deftroy’? 

Bluth, blufh, O fun (she cries) here vainly found, 

‘To rife, to fet, to roll the feafons round ! 

Shall heaven diftil in dews, defcend in rain, 

From earth gufh fountains, rivers flow---in vain? 

‘There fhall the watery lives in myriads ftray, 

And be, to be alone each other's prey? 

Unfought fhali here the teeming quarries own | 

The various fpecies of mechanic fione ? . 

From ftrudture this, from fculpture that confine? 

Shall rocks forbid the latent gem te thine? 

Shall mines, obedient, aid no artift’s care, 

Nor give the martial fword, and peaceful fhare? 

Ah! fhall they never precious ore unfold, 

To fmile in filver, or to flame in gold? 

Shall here the vegetable world alone, 

For joys, for various virtues, reft unknown ? 

While food and phyfic, plants and herbs fupply, 

Here muft they fhoot alone to bloom and die ? 

Shall fruits, which nore but brutal eyes furvey, 

Untouch’d grow ripe, untafted drop away ? 

Shall here th’ irrational, the favage kind, 

Lord it o'er ftores by heaven for man defign'd, 

And trample what mild funs benignly raife, 

Whiie man mutt lofe the ufe,and heaven the praife? 

Shall it then be ?-~(Indignant here fhe rofe, 

Indignant, yet humane, her bofom glows)— 

No. By each honour’d Grecian, Roman name, 

By men for virtue deify'd by fame, 

‘Who peopled lands, who model'd infant late, 

And then bade empire be maturely great ; 

By thefe I {wear (bg witnefs earth and Skies !) 

Fair order here fhall from confofion rife. 

Rapt, Ua future colony furvey? 

Come then, ye fons of mifery | come away ! 

Let thofe, whofe forrows from neglect are known, 

(Here taught, compell’d, empower’d) negled 
atone! 

Let thofe enjoy, who never merit woes, 

Jn youth th’ induftrious wifh, in age repofe! 

Allotted acres (no reluctance foil) 

Shall prompt their induftry, and pay their toil. 

Yet families, long ftrangers to delight, 

Whom wayward fate difpers’d, by me unites 

Here live enjoying life; fee plenty, peace; 

‘Their lands increafing as their fons increafe, 

As nature yet is fund, in leafy glades, 

To intermix the walks with lights and fhades; 

Or as with good and ill, in chequer'd flrife, 

Various the goddefs colours human life ; 

So, in this fertile clime, if yet are feen 

Moors, marthes, ciifls, by thrns to intervene ; 

Where cliffs, moors, marthes, defolate the view, 

‘Where haunts the bittern, and where fcreams the 
mew; [lies, 

Where prowls the wolf, where roll’d the ferpent 

Shall folemn fanos aud halls of juftice rife, 
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And towns fhall open’ (all of ftindttire fair 1) 
To brightening profpects, and to pureft air; 
Frequented ports, and vineyards green fucceed, 
And flocks increafing whiten ali the mgad. - 
On icience f{cience, arts on arts refine ; 3 
On thefe from high all heaven {half fmiling 
fhine, * 
And public fpirit here a people fhow, 
Free, numerous, pleas’d, and bufy all below.. 
Learn, future natives of this promis’d land, 
What your forefathers ow'd my faving hand ! 
Learn, when defpair fach fudden blifs thall fee,. 
Such blifs muft thine from Oglethorpe or me! 
Do you the neighbouring blamelefs indian aid, . 
Culture what he neglects, net his invade, | ‘ 
Dare not, ob dare not, with ambitious views 
Force or demand fubjeétion never duc.’ ,- 
Let, by my {pecious name, no tyrants rife, 
And cry, while they ex:flave, they civilize 2. ++ 
Know, liberty and I are itiil the tyme, 
Congenial!—ever mingling flayne with flame $. 
Why muft I Afric’s fable chitdren fee 
Vended for flaves, though form’d by nature free, 
The namelefs tortures cpael minds invent, 
Thofe to fubje&, whum nature equal meant , 
If thefe you dare (albeit unjuft fuccefs % 
Empowers you now unpunifh’d to opprefs) 
Revolving empire you and your's may doom 
(Home ali fubducd, ..yet Vandals vanquith’¢ 
» Rome), 
Yes, empire may revolve, give them the day, 
And yoki may yoke, and blood may blood repay, 
‘Thus (ah! how far unequal'd by my lays, 
Unfkiil'd the heart to melt, or mind to raife), 
Sublime, benevolent, deep, fweetly clear, 
Worthy a Thomfon’s mufg, a Fredcrick’s ear, 
Thus fpoke the goddefs. Thus J faintly tell - 
1a what lov’d works heaven gives her to excel. 
But who her fons, that, to her intereft true, 
Converfant lead her to a prince like you? F 
Thefe, fir, falute you from life’s middle ftate, - 
Rich without gold, and without titles great 
Knowledge of books and men exalt: their thought, 
In wit accomplifh’d, chough in wiles untaugi+ 
Carelefs of whifpers meant to wound their name; 
Nor fneer’d nor brib’d from virtue into fhame ; 
In letters elegant, in honour bright, 
‘They come, they catch, and they refleé delights 
Mixing with thefe, a few of rank are found, 
Foy councils, embaflies, and camps renown’d. 
Vers’d in gay life, in honeft maxims read, 
And ever warm of heart, yet cool of head, 
From thete the circling glals gives wit to thine, 
The bright grow brighter, and ev’n courts refine; 
From thefe fo gifted, candid, and upright, cs 
Hows knowledge, foftening into eale polite. 
Happy the men, who fuch @ prince cap 


Pleafe! . 
Happy the prince rever’d by men like thefe ! 
His condefcenfions dignity difplay, i 


Grave with the wife, and with the witty gay 3 
For him fine marble in the quarry lies, : 
Which, in due ftatues, to his fame thall rifeg 
Ever fhall public fpirit beam his praife, 

Ang the moufe {well it in immortal layg. 


MISCELLANEQUS POEMS 


¥O MR. JOHN DYER, 
A PAINTER, 


Adviing bim to draw a certain noble and illytrious 
" Berfon ; eccafisnad by feeing bis Pidlure of the ccle- 
“rated Clio *, 


i ' 
}Poxarve an artlefs, an officions friend, 
Weak, when { judge, but willing to commend 
bare as 1am, by no kind fortune rais’d, 
j Deprefi'd, obfcur’d, unpity’d, and unprais’d ; 
Wet, when thele well-known features | perufey 
| Some warmth awakes—fome embers of a mufe. 
Ye mufes, graces, and ye loves, appear ! 
| Your queen, your Venus, and your Clio’s heret 
t In fuch pure fires her rifing thoughts refine! 
Her eyes with fuch commanding fweetnefs fhine 
Such vivid tinctures fure through zther glow, 
Stain fammer clouds, or gild the watery bow ¢ 
If life Pygmali.n’s ivory favourite fir'd, 
Sure fome enamour'd god this draught infpir’d ! 
Or, if you rafhly caught Promethean flame, | 
Shade che {weet theft, and mar the beautcous 
frame! * 
Wet if chofe cheering lights the profpect fly, 
Ah |—let no pleafing view the lofs fupply. 
Some dreary den, fome defert wafte prepare, 
‘Wild as my thoughts, or dark as my defpair. 

But fill, my friend, fill the fweet object ftays, 
Still ftream your colours rich with Clio’s rays! 
Sure at each kindling touch your canvafs glows f 
Sure the full form, inftingt with {pirit, grows! 
Let the dull artift puzzling rules explore, 

Dwell on the face, and gaze the features o'er ; 
You eye the foul—there genuine nature find, 
You, through the meaning mufcles, ftrike the mind, 

Nor can one view fuch boundlefs powercanfine, 
All nature opens to an art like thine 
Now rural {cenes in fimple grandeur rife t 
Vales, hills, lawns, lakes, and vineyards feaft our 
A eyes, , F 
Now halcyon peace a fmiling afpeé wears! =~ 

Newsnet feene with war and ruin glares‘ 
Fréfe Britain’s fleet o'er Europe's feas prefide! 
There long loft cities reay their ancient pride; 
You from the grave can half redeem the flain, 
And bid great Julius charm the world again : 
Mark out Pharfalia’s, mark out Munda’s fray, 

vind image all the honours of the day. 

But if new glories moft our warmth excite ; 

H toils untry’d to nobleft aims invite ; 
Would you in envy'd pomp unrival’d reign, 
Oh, let Horatius grace the canvafs plain | 

His form might ev'n idolatry create, : 

In lineage, tities, wealth, and worth elate ! > 
Empires to him might virgin honours owe, - 

From him arts, arms, and laws, new influence 

know. 
For him kind funs on fruits and grains thall fine, 

And future gold lie ripening in the mine: 

For him fine marble in the quarry lies, 

Which, in due ftatues, to his fame shall rife. 


% Seg Dyer’s Pocgety: 
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Through thofe bright features Cafar’s fpivit trace, 
Each conquering fweetnefs, each imperial grace, 
All shat is foft, or eminently great, : 
In love, in war, in knowledge, or in ftate. 

Thus thali your colours, like his worth amaze! 
Thus {hall you charm, enrich’d with Clio’s praife 
Clear, and more clear, your golden genius fhines, 
While my dim Jamp of life ob{cure declines + 
Dull’d in damp thades, it waftes, unfeen, away, 
‘While yours, triumphant, grows one blaze of day, 


VERSES 
SENT TO AARON HILL, Esq. ~ 


With the Tragedy of Sir Thomas Overbury, expetting’ 
bim to corre it. # 


As the foul, ftript of mortal clay, 
Grows all divinely fair, 

And boundlefs roves the milky way, 
And views fweet profpects there. 

This hero, cloge’d with drofly lines, 
By thee new vigour tries; 

As thy correcting hand refines, 
Bright fcenes around him rife 


Thy touch brings the with’d ftone to pafs, 
So fought, fo long foretold; x 
It turns polluted lead or brafe, 
At once to pureft gold. ‘ 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken at the revival of Shubfpeare’s' King Henry the 
Sixth, at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, Priate: 
ed before the Play from a fpurious Copy. 


To-niGurT a patient ear, ye Britons lend, 
And to your great forefathers” deeds attend. 
Here, cheaply warn'd, ye bleft defcendants viewy 
What ills on England, civil difcord drew. 
To wound the heart, the martial mufe preparesz 
While the red {cene with raging laughter glares, 
Here, while a monarch’s fufferings we relate, 
Let generous grief his ruin’d grandeur wait. 
While Second Richard’s blood for vengeance cail- 
Doom’d for his grandfirc’s guilt, poor Henry falls 
in civil jars avenging judgment blows, 
And royal wrongs entail a people’s woes. ~~ 
Henry, unvers'd in wiles, more good than great, 
Drew on by mceknefs his difaftrous fate. 

Thus when you fee this land by faGion toft, 
Her nobles djain, her laws, her freedom loft; 
Let this refietion from the ation flow, 
We ne’er from foreign foes could ruin know. 
Oh, let us then inteftine difcord fhun, 
We ne'er can be, but by ourfelves, undone! 


THE ANIMALCULE; | 


A TALE. 


Occafioned by bis Grace the Duke of Rutland’s vecefvin, 
the Small-pox by Incvelation, Bo, 
Ty animalcules, mufe, difplay - 
Spirits, of name unknown in fongt 
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Reatlcr,-2 kind attention pay, 
Nor think an ufeful comment long. . 


Far lefs than mites, on mites they prey; 
~ Minuteft things my fwarms contaip ; 

‘When o'er your ivury teeth they fway, 

‘Then throb your little nerves with pain, 
Fluids, in drops, minutely (well; 

Thefe fubtile beivgs each contains; » 
Tn the fimall fanguine globes they dwell, 

Roll from the heart and trace the veins, 


‘Through every tender tube they rove, 
In finer Spirits flrike the brain; 
Wind quick through every fibrous grove, 
And feck, through pores, the heart again. 
If they with purer drops dilate, ° ‘ 
And lidge where entity began, ~ 
‘They actuate with a genial heat, ‘ 
And kindle into future man. : 
But, when our lives are nature’s due, 
Air, feas, nor fire, their frames diffolve 
‘They matter, through all forms, purfue, 
» And oft to genial heats revolve. 
‘Thus onee an animalcule prov’d, 
When man, a patron to the bays; 
This patron was in Greece belov'd; 
Yet fame was faithlefs to his praife. 
In Rome this animaleule grew 
Maecenas, whom the claffics rate! 
Among the Gails, it prov’d Richlieu, 
+7 In learning, power, and bounty great. 
Jn Britain, Halifax it rofe ; 
(By Halifax, bloom’d Congreve's ftrains) ; 
And now it rediminifh’d glows, 
~ To glide through godlike Rutland’s veins, 
A plague there is, too many know; 
: ‘Loo feldom perfect cures befal it: 
‘The mufe may term it beauty’s foe ; 
+, In phyfic, the fmall-pox we call it. 
From Turks we Icarn this plague t’ affuage, 
They, by admitting, turn its courfe: 
. ‘Their kifs will tame the tumor’s rage; 
+ By yielding, they o’ercome the force, 
‘Thus Rutland did its touch invite, | 
While, watchful in the ambient air, 
Thus little, guardian, fubtil {pright 
Did with the poifon in repair. 
‘Th’ infeGtion from the heart it clears 5 
Th’ infeQion, now dilated thin, 
In pearly pimples but appeara, 
kxpell’d upon the furface fkin. 
And now it, mouldering, waftes away : 
* Lis gone '—doow’d to return no more! 
Our aniimaleule keeps its fay, F 
And muft new fabyrinths explore. - 


And now the noble’s thoi¢hts are feen, 
, Unmark’d, it views his heart's defires! 
¥now refleds what it has been, 
And, rapturous, at his change admires! 
Its prifline virtues kept, combine, 
To be egain in Rutland known® 


But they, immers’d, no longer fhitie, 
Nor equal, nor increafe his, own: 


TO MRS. ELIZABETH HAYWOOD 
On ber Novel, called, * The Rafo Refolve. 


Doom’n to a fate which damps the poet’s flame, 
A mufe, unfriended, greets thy rifing name! 
Unvers’d in envy’s, or in flattery’s phrafe, 
Greatnefs the flies, yet merit claims her praife; 
Nor will the, at her withering wreath repine, 
But fmile, if fame and fortune cherifh thine. 

The fciences in tly fweet genius charm, 
And, with their flrength, thy fex's foltnefs arm, 
In thy full figures, painting’s force we find, 

As mufic fires, thy language lifts the mind. 
Thy power gives furm, and touches into life 
The paffions imag’d in their bleeding ftrife : 
Contrafted flrokes, true art and fancy fhow, 
And lights and fhades in lively mixture flow. 
Hope attacks fear, and reafon, love’s controul, 
Jealousy wounds, and friendthip heals the foul 
Biack falfehood wears bright gallantry’s dilguite, 
and the gilt cloud enchants the fair-oue’s cyes. 
Thy dames, in grief and frailties lovely thine, 
And when moft mortal half appear divine. 

If, when fome godlike, favourite paffion (ways, 
The willing heart too fatally obeys, i 
Great minds lament what cruel cenfure blames, 
And ruin'd virtue generous pity claims, 

Eliza, flill impatient love’s powerful queen ! 
Let love, foft love, exalt each fwelling fcene. 
Arm'd with keen wit, in fame’s wide lift’s ad, 

vance! 
Spain yields in fiGtion, in politenefs France. 
Such orient light, as the firft pocts knew, M 
Flames from thy thought, and brightens every 
view! 


A ttrong, a glorious, a luxuriant fire, 


Which warms cold wifdom into wild defire } 

Thy fable glows fo rich through every. page, 

What morttal’s force can the fierce heat afluage ? 
And yet—but fay if ever doom’d to. proye 

The fad, the dear perplexities of love ! 

Where feeming tranfport foftens every pain, 

Where fancy’d freedom waits the winning chain ; 

Varying from pangs to vifionary joys, 

Sweet is the fate, and charms as it deftroys! 

Say then—if love to fudden rage gives way, 

Will the foft paffion not refume its fway * 

Charming, and charm’d, can I¢ve from love retire! 

Can a cold convent quench th’ unwilling fire? 

Precept, if human, may our thoughts refine, 

More we admire! but cannot prove divine.” 


“ AN APOLOGY TQ BRILLANTE, 
FOR HAVING LONG OMITTED WRITING IN VERSE. 


In, Imitation of a certain Mimic of Anacreon, 


Caw I matchlefs charms recite? 
Source of ever-{pringing light ? 
Could 1 count the vernal flowers, 
Conant in endlefs time the housas 
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-| Then could an empire*s catife demand your care, _ 


*ount the copntlefa ftars above, 

ount the captive hearts of love ; 
“Paint the torture of his fire, 

Paint the pangs thofe cyes infpire! 

(Pleafing torture, thus to fhine, 
*"Purify'd by fires like chine !} 

Then I'd firike the founding ftring ! 

Then I'd thy perfeion fing. 

Myftic world !—Thou fomething more! 
‘Wonder of th’ Almighty’s ftore! 
Nature's depths we oft defcry, 

Oft they're pieretd by learning’s eye ; 
‘Thou, if thought on thee would gain, 
‘Prov’ft (like heaven) enguiry vain, 
Charms unequal’d we purfue! 
Charms in fhining throngs we view ! 
Number'd then could nature’s be, 
Nature's telf were poor to thee, 


AN EPISTLE 


T@ MRS. OLDFIELD THE TREATRE-ROYAL, 





Waurte to your charms unequal verfe I raife,. ’ 
Aw'd, admire, and tremble as I praife : 
Bere art and genius new refinement need, 
Liftening, they gaze, and, as they gaze, recede ! 
Can art or genius, or their powers combin’d, 
Bot from corporeal organs, fketch the mind ? 
When found embody'd can with thape furprife, 
The mufe may emulate your voice and eyes. 
Mark rival arts perfection’s point purfue f° 
Fach rivals each, but to excelin you! 
‘The buft and medal bear the meaning face, 
And the proud ftatue adds the pofture’s grace! 
Imag’d at length, the bury’d heroine, known, 
Still feems to wound, to {mile, or frown in ftone ! 
As art would art, or metal ftone furpafa, 
Her foul ftrikes, gleaming through Corinthian 
“.. brafe! : 
Serene, the faint in fmiling filver thines, 
And cherubs weep in gold o'er fainted thrines! 
H long-toft forms from Raphael’s pencil glow, 
“<tondrous in warmth the mimic colours flow ! 
Each look, each attitude, new grace difplays; 
Your voice and motion life and mufic raife. ~ 
* Thus Cleopatra in your charms refines; 
She lives, the peaks, with force improv'd fhe fhines! 
Fair, and more fair, you ev’ry grace tranfmit ; © 
Love, learning, beauty, elegance, and wie. 
Cxfar, the world’s unrival’d mafter, fird, 
Jn her imperial foul, his own admir’d! 
Philippi’s vitor wore her winning chain, 
And felt not empire’s lofs in beauty’s gain. 
Could the pale heroes your bright influence know, 
Or catch the filver accents as they flow, © 
Drawn from dark reft by your enchanting ftrain, 
Each fhade were lur’d co life and love again. 
bay, fweet infpirer! were each annal known, 
What living greatnefs fhines there not your own ! 
If the griev'd mufe by fome lov’d emprefs rofe, 
New firength, new grace, it to your imAuence 
owes! ae 
If power by war diftinguith’d height reveals, 
¥ovur nobler pride the wounds of fortune heals! 
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The foul, that juftly thinks, wonld greatly dare. 7° 
‘Long hasfeign’d Venus mock'd the mufe’s praife, 


| You dart, divine Ophelia! genuine rays! 


Warm through thofe eyes enlivening raptures roll # 

Sweet through each ftriking feature ftreams your 
foul! 

The foul’s bright meanings heighten beatity’s fires 


"| Your looks, your thonghts, your deeds, each grace 


infpires ! 
Know then, if rank’d: with 
you ftand, 
What fate declines, you from the mofe demand! € 
Each grace that fhone of old in each fam’d fair, 
Or may in modern dames refinement wear 5 *. 
Whiate’er juft, emulative thoughts purfue, - 
Is all confirm’, is all ador’d in you! ., 
If godlike bofoms pant fur power vo blefs, 
If tis a monarch’s glory to redrefs ; 
In confcious majefty you fhine ferene,. 
In thought a heroine, and in a@ a queen. ' 


monarchy, here 





VERSES. 


OCCASIONED BY READING MR, AARON mis 
POEM, CALLED “ GIDEON,” 


‘The lines marked thus §* are taken from Gideos,” 


Ler other poets poorly fin : 
Their flatteries to the velgat great! 
Her airy flight let wandering fancy wing, - 
And rival nature’s moft luxuriant ftore, 
To fwell fome montter’s pride, who thames a ftate; 
Or form a wreath to crown tyrannic power! 
Thou, who inform’dft this clay with aétive fire! 
Do thou, fupreme of powers {- my thoughts re 


ie, 
And with thy pureft heat my foul infpire, 
That with Hillarius’ worth my verfe may thine? - 
As thy lov’d Gideon once fet Irael free, 
So he with fweet, feraphic lavs 
* Redeems the ufe of captive poetry,’ [praife. 
Which firft was form'd to fpeak thy glorious 
Mofes, with an enchanting tongue, 
Pharoah’s jut over:hrow fublimely fang! 
When Saul and Jonathan in death were laid, 
Surviving David felt the foftening fire! 
And, by the Great Almighty’s tuneful aid, 
Wak'd into endle(s iife his mournful lyre. 
Theirdifferent thoughts, met in Hillarius’ fong, 


} Roll in one channel more divinely ftrong ! ° 


With Pindar's fire his verfe’s fpirit flies, 
£ Wafted in charming mufic through the air: 

Unttop’d by clouds, it reaches to the kies, - 
And joins with angel's hallelujahs there, 
Flows mix’d, and {weetly ftrikesth’ Almighty’s ar 
Rebels fhould blath when they his Gideon fee! 
That Gideon born to fee. his country free. _ 

Q that fuch heroes in each age might rife, 


Brightening through vapours like the morning-ftapy 


Generous to triumph, and in council wife ! 
Gentle in peace, but terrible in war! 

When Gideon, Oreb, Hyram, Shimron hice 
Fierce im the blaze of war as they engage 
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Great bard! what energy, but thine, 
Could reach the vaft defcription of their rage ? 
Or when, to cruel foes betray’d, 
Sareph and Hamar call for aid, 
Loft, and bewilder’d in defpair, 
How piercing are the haplefs lover's cries! 
What tender ftrokes in melting accents rife! 
©h, what a mafterpiece of pity’s there ? 
Nor goodly Joah thows thy {weetnefs lefs, 
‘When, uke kind heaven, he frees them from dif- 
trefs! 


Hail thou, whofe verfe, a living image, thines, 

Jn Gideon's charaéer your own you drew! 

As there the graceful patriot fhines, 

‘We in that image bright Hillarins view! * 

Let the low crowd, who love unwholefome fare, 

When in thy words the breath of angels flows, 
Like grofs-fed fpirits, fick in purer air, 

Their carchiy fouls by their duif tatte ditcfote £ 
Thy dazzling genius fhines too bright! [light. 
And they, like fpeétres, fhun the ftreams of 
But while in thades of ignorance they ftray, 

Round thee rays of knowledge play, 

! And thow thee glittering in abftradted day” J 

TO THE RIGHT RONOURABLE 
‘BESSY, COUNTESS OF ROCHFORD, 

Daughter of the late Earl Rivers—when with Child. 

As when the fun walks forth in flaming gold, 

‘Mean plants may {mile, and humble flowers unfold, 

‘The low-laid lark the diftant ther wings, 

And, as the foars, her daring anthem fings ; 

So, when thy charms celeftial views create, 

My fmiling fong furmounts my gloomy fate. 

‘Thy angel-embryo prompts my towering lays, 

Claims my fond with, and Gres my future praife : 

May it, if male, ite grandfire’s image wear ; 

‘Or in its mother’s charma confefs the fair ; 

At the kind birth may each mild planet wait ; 

Soft be the pain, but prove the blefling great. (reft? 
Hail, Rivers! hallow’d fhade! defcend from 

Defcend and {mile, to fee thy Rochford bleft: [run, 

‘Weep not the fcenes through which my life muft 

Though fate, fleet-footed, {cents thy languid fon. 

‘The bar that, darkening, crofe'd my crefted claim, 

Yields at her charms, and brightens in their flame : 

‘That blood which, honour’d, in thy Rochford 

reigns; : 2 

Yn cold, unwilling wanderings trac’d my veins, 

‘Want's wintery realm froze hard around my view; 

And {corn’s keen blafts a cutting anguith blew. 

To fuch fad weight my gathering griefe were 

wrought, {thought ! 

Life feem’d not life, but when convuls’d with 

Decreed beneath 2 mother’s frown to pine, 

Madnefs were cafe, to mifery form'd like mine! 
Yet my mufe waite thee through the realms of 

ait day, : 

‘Where lambent lightnings round thy temples play. 

Sure my fierce. woes will, like thofe fires, refine, 

‘Thus lote their torture, and thus glorious thinc ! 

_And now the mufe heaven’s milky path furveys, 

‘With thee, "twiat pendent worlds, it wondering 

Rrays, 6 


OF SAVAGE, ° 

Worlds which, unnumtber’d as thy virtues, rel] 
Round funs—fix'd, radiant emblems of thy font 
Hence lights refraSted run.through diftant figs, 
Changeful on azure plains.in quivering dyes, 

So thy mind darted through its earthy frame, 

A wide, a various, and a glittering flame. 

Now a new {cene cnormous lultre brings, 
Now feraphs thade thee round with filver wings; 
{n angel-forms thou feeft thy Rochford fhine ; 

In each fweet form is trac’d her beauteous line! 
Such was her foul, ere this fele&@ed mould 
Sprung at thy with, the fparkling life ’ infold! 
So amidft cherubs flrone her fon refin'd, 

Are infant-fleth the new-form’d foul enthrin’d! 
So fhalla fequent race from Rochford rife, 

The world’s fair pride-—defcendants of the fkies, 


TO THE EXCELLENT MIRANDA, 


CONSORT OF AARON HILL, GQ. ON RRADING HER 
POEMS. 

Eacu foftening charm of Clio’s fmiling fong, 

Montague’s foul, which fhines divinely hrong, 

Thefe blend, with graceful eafe, to form thy rhyme 

Tender yet chafte ; fweet-founding, yet fublime; 

Wifdom and wit have made thy works their care, 


4 Each paffton glows, refin'd by precept, there = 


To fair Miramda’s form each grace is kind ; 
The mufes and the virtues tund thy mind, 


VERSES TO A YOUNG LADY. 


Poxty, from me, though now a love-fick youth, 
Nay, though a poet, hear the voice of rruth | 
Polly, you're not a beauty, yet you're pretty 5 

So grave, yet gay ; fo filly, yet fo witty; 

A heart of foftnefs, yet a tongue of fatire;- 
You've cruelty, yet, ev'n' with that, good natures! 
Now you are free, and now referv’d awhile; 
Now a forc’d frown betrays a willing fmile. 
Reproach’d for abfence, yet your fight deny 
My tongue you filence, yet my filence chide. 
How would you chide me, fhould your fex defame’t 
Yet, fhould they praife, grow jealous, and exe. 
If Udefpair, with fome kind look you blei 
But if | hope, at once all hope fupprefs. , 
You feorn; yet fhould my-paffion change, or fail, 
Too late you'd whimper out a fofter tale. 7 
You love; yet from your lover’s wifh retires 
Doubt, yet difcern; deny, and yet defire. : 
Such, Polly, are your fex—part truch, part fidion, 
Some thought, much whim, acd all a contradiction, 








THE GENTLEMAN: ° 
‘ADDRESSED TO JOHN JOLIFFE, ESQ: 


A DECENT mein, an elegance of drefs, ; 
Words, which, at eafe, each winding grate exptefiy 
A life, where love, by wifdom polith’d, thincs, 
Where wifdom’s felf again. by love, refines; 
Where we to chance for friendthip never tru, 
Nog ever dread from fudden whim difguft; | 
‘To focial manners, and the heart humane ; 

‘A nature ever great, and never vain; 

A wit, that no licentious pertnefs knows’; 


The fenfe, that unafluming candour fhows3' 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


Resfon, by narrow principles ancheck’d, 
-Tnave to ne party, bigot to no fed ; 
*Kaowledge of various life, of learning too ; 

- Thence tafte ; thence truth, which will from tafe 

enfue : 

‘Unwilling cevfure, though a judgment clear; 

A {mile indulgent, and thar fmile fincere; ~ 

An humble, though an elevated mind; ~ 

A pride, its pleafure but to ferve mankind : 

If thefe efteem and admiration raife; 

Give true delight, and gain unflattering praife, 
An one with’d view, th’ accomplith’d man we (ce; 
‘Thele graces ail are thine, and thou art he. 


CHARACTER 


@F THE REV. JAMES FOSTER, — 


* * . « * * * 
* Pa] * 8 * 
* « * 8 ” * 
oo. * *. « * . 


From Codex hear, ye ecclefiaftic men, 
‘This pattoral charge to Webster, Stebbing, Ven; 
Attend, ye emblems of your P———’s mind! 
Mark faith, mark hope, mark charity, defin’d; * 
‘On terms, whence no ideas ye can draw, 

» Pin well your faith, and theo pronounce it law g 
Firft wealth, a crofier next, your hope enflame; 
And next church-power—a power o'er confcience, 

claim ; 
Yn modes of worthip right of choice deny; 
Say, to convert, all means are fair ;—add, why? 
’ Lis charitable—let your power deeree, 
That perfecution then is charity ; 
Call reafon error ; formes, net things, difplay ; 
Let moral dodtrine to abftrufe give way; 
Sink demonftration; myftery preach alone; 
Be thus religion’s friend, and thus your own. 
. But Fofter well this honcf truth extendse= 
Where myftery begins, religion ends, 
In him, great modern miracle! we fee 
A prieft, from avarice and ambition free ; 

One, whom no perfecuting fpirit fires; 

Whofe heart and tongue benevolence infpires: ~ 

Learn’d, not affuming ; eloquent, yet plain; \ 

Meek, though aédt timorous; confcious, though 

mot vain; 

Without craft, reverend ; holy, without cant ; 

Zealous for truth, without enthufiat rant. 

His faith, where no credulity is feen, 

*J'wixt infidel and bigot, marks the mean $ 

His hope, no mitre militant on earth, 

“Tis that bright crown, which heaven referves for 
5s worth, 

A prieft, in charity with all mankind, 

His love to virtue, not to feét confin'd : 

‘Truth his delight ; from him it fames abroad, 

From him, who fears no being, but his God. 

In him from Chriftian, moral light can: fhine; 

Not mad with myftery, but a found divine ; 

He wins the wife and good, with reafon’s lore; 

Then trikes their paffions with pathetic powers 

Where vice erects her head, rebukes the pages 

Blix'd with sebuke, pesfuafive charms-cogage; 
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Charms, which th” anthinking’muft to thought 
excite; p 
Lo! vice lefs vicious! virtue more upright 7 
Him copy, Codex, that the good and wifs, 
Who fo abhor thy heart, and head defpife, 
May fee thee now, though late, redeem thy name, 
And glorify what elfe is damn’d to fame. . 
But thould fome churchman, apeing wit fevere, 
The poet’s fure tarn’d Baptift---fay, and fneer; 
Shame on that narrow mind fo often known,’ ~ 
Which in one mode of faith, owns worth alone. 
Sueer on, rail, wrangle! nought this truth repelewe 
Virtue is virtue, wherefoe'er the dwelis; ‘ 
And fare, where learning gives her light to thiae, 
Her's is all praife—-if her’s, ’tis Fofter, thine. 
Thee boaft diffenters ; we with pride may own, 
Our Tillotfon; and Rome, her Fenelon *. 


. THE POET'S DEPENDANCE 
ON A STATESMAN, 


Some feem to hint, and others proof will bring, 
That, from negle@, my aumerous hardthips fpring. 
Seek the great man ! they cry—-’tis then decreed, 
In him, if 1 court fortune, I fucceed. 

What friends to fecond ? who for me fhould fue, 
Have interefts, partial to themfelves, in view. 
They own my matchlefs fate compaflion draws ; 
They all with well, Jament, but drop my caufe. 

There are who afk no penfion, want no place, 
No title with, and would accept no grace. °°": 
Can 1 entreat, they fhould for me obtain Z 
The leaft, who greateft for themfelves difdain ?* 
A ftatefman, knowing this, unkind, will ery, 
Thofe love him: let thofe ferve him :—why 

foould 1? . 

Say, fhall 1 turn where lucre points my views; 

At firft defert my friends, at length abufe? 
But, on Jefs terms, in promife he complies: 
Years bury years, and hopes on hopes arife ; 

I truft, am trufted on my fairy gain; 
And woes on woes attend, an endle{s train: 
Be pofts difpos'd at will!—I have, for thefe, 


. No gold to plead, no impudence to teaze. 


All fecret fervice from my foul { hate; 

All dark intrigues of pleafure, or of ftate, 

1 have no power, ale@tion-votes to gain i 

No will to hackney ou: polemic ftrain ; 

To thapé, as time thall ferve, my verfe, or-profe, 

To flatter thence, nor flur, a courtier’s foes; 

Nor him to daub with praife, if [ prevail 5 

Nor fhock’d by him with libels to affail, 

Where thefe are not, what claim to me belongs ¥ 

Though mine the mufe and virtue, birth and 

wrongs. : 

Where lives the ftatefman, fo in-honour clear;: 

To give where he has nought to hope, nor fear? 





* In this charaiter of the Reo. Fames Bafter, truth 
guided the pen of the mufe. Mr. Pope paid a tribute 
to the modeft worth of this excellent man: little did be 
imagine bis Rev. Annobator weuld endeavour to convert 
bis praife into abufe, The charatter and writings of 
Fofter will bc admired and read, when the works of the 
Sitter. putrausrfialif are forgotton, 
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No!-=there to feck, is but to find freth pain: °” 
The promife broke, renew’d, and broke again; 
To be, as humour deigns, receiv’d, refus’d ; 
By turns affronted, and by turns amus'd; 
To lofe that time, which worthier thoughts require; 
To lofe the health, which {hould thofe thoughts 
infpire; é We fs . J 
To flarvennd hope ; or,-like camelions, fare 
On minifterial faith, which means but air,“ 
But ftill, undrooping, 1 the crew difdain, . 
Who, or by jobs, or libels, wealth obtain. 
Ne’er fet me be, through thofe, from want exempt; 
In one man’s favour, in the world’s contempt : 
Worfe in my own !---through thofe, to pofts who 
rifey ~ . % 
Themfelves, in fecret, muft themfelves defpife; ” 
Vile, and more vile, till they, at length, difclaim 
Not fenfe alone of glory, but of fhante. 
What though thourly (ee the fervile herd, 
For meannefs honour'd, and for guilt prefer'd; 
See felfith paffion, public virtue feem; 
And public virtue an enthufiaft dream ;. 
See favour’d falfehood, innocence belied, 
Meeknefs deprets'd, and power-elated pride ; 
A fcene will fhow, all-righteous vifion hatte; 
The meek cxalted, and the proud debae’d !--- 
Oh, to be there !---to tread that friendly thore, 
Where falfehood, pride, and ftatefmen are no 
‘ more! 
 Butere iadulg’d---ere fate my breath shall claim, 
A poet ftill is anxious after fame. _ ‘ 
‘What future fame would my ambition crave? 
This were my wilh—--could ought my memory 
fave, 
Say, when in death my forrows lie repos’d, 
‘That my patt life no venal view difclos’d ; 
Say, I well knew, while in a ftate obfcure, 
Without the being bafe, the being poor ; 
Say, I had parts, too moderate to tranfcend 
‘Yet fenfe to mean, and virtue not t’ offend ; 
‘My heart fapplying what my head denied, 
* Say that, by Pope citexm’d I liv’d and died ; 
Whofe writings the beft rules to write could give; 
‘Whofe life the nobler {cience how to live. 


AN EPISTLE 
“ ‘TO.DAMON AND DELIA. 


Hear Damon, Delia hear, in candid lays, 

Truth without anger, without flattery, praife ! 
A bookifh mind, with pedantry unfraught, 

Of a fedate, yet never gloomy thought: 

Prompt to rejoice, when others pleafure know, 

And prompt to feel the pang for others woe; 

To foften fanlts, to which a foe is prone, 

And, ina friend’s perfection, praife your own: 

A will fincere, unknown to felfifh views; 

A heart of love, of gallantry a mufe; 

iA delicate, yet not a jealous mind; 

<A paflion ever fond, yet never blind, 

Glowing with amorous, yet with guilflels fires 

In ever-eager, never grols defizes : 

vA modeft honour, facred te contain 


From tateling vanity, when fmiles you gains 


THE WORKS OF SAVAGE, 


Conftant, moft pleas'd when beauty moft you 
leafe : ' 

Damon your picture's thown in tints like thefe. 

Say, Delia! moft I chide you or commend 7- © 
Say, muft I be your flatterer or your friend? 

To praife no graces in a rival fair, 
Nor your own foiblesin a fitter {pares 
Each lover’s billet, bantering, co reveal, ° 
And never know one fecret to conceal; 
Young, fickle, fair, a levity inborn, 
To treat all fighing flaves with flippant fcorn ; 
An eye, expreffive of a wandering mind : 
Nor this to read, nor that to think inclin'd; ~~ 
Or when a book, or thought, from whim retards, 
Intent on fongs or novels, drefs or cards; - 
Choice to felect the party of delight, 
To kill time, thought, and fame, in frolic At ; 
To fiutcer here, to furry there on wing; 
To talk, to teaze, to fimper, or to fing ; 
To prude it, to coquet it---him to truit, 
Whofe vain, loofe life, fhould caution’or difguft s ! 
Him to diflike, whofe modeft worth should 

pkafe.--- 

Say, is your picture fhown in tints like thefe ? 
Your's!---you deny it---Hear the point then tried, 
Let judgment, truth, the mufe, and love decide. 
What your's !---Nay, faiteft trifler, frown not fo 3 
Is it? the mufe with doubt—.Love an{wers not 
You {mile---{s’t not? Again the queftion try !--- 
Yes, judgment thinks, and truth will ves, reply. 


TO MISS M*#* Heeee, 
. SENT WITS MR, POPE'S WORKS, 


See female vice and female folly here, 

Raillied with wit polite, or lath’dfevere + 

Let Pope prefent fuch obje&sto our view 3 

Such are, my fair, the full reverfe of you. 

Rapt when, to Loddon’s ftream * from Windfor’ 
fhades, : 

He fings the modeft charms of fylvan ‘maids; 

Dear Burford’s hills in memory’s eye appeacyer 

And Luddal’s {pring ¢ fill murmurs in my ear 

But when you ceafe to blefs my longing eyes, 

Dumb is the fpring, the juylefs profpect dies + 

Come then, my charmer, come! here tranfpor 
reigns! 

New health, new youth, infpirfts all my veins, 

Each hour let intercourfe of hearts employ, 

Thou life of lovelinefs! thou foul of joy! 

Love wakes the birds---oh, hear each melting fay 

Love warms the world---come charmer, cume 
way! . 


{ But hark !---immortal Pope refumes the lyre}. 


Diviner airs, diviner flights, infpire + 

Hark where an angei’s language tunes the line! 

See where the thoughts and looks of angels thine. 

Here he pour’d all the mufic of your tongue, 

And all your looks and thoughts, unconicioud 
2 fong. . 


* Alluding fo the beautiful Bpifude of Laddena, d 
Windfir Toref. 
t 4 fring near Burford. 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS, 


ON THE RECOVERY OF 
A LADY OF QUALITY 
From the Small- Pox, 


Lotta a lov'd fair had blefs'd her confort’s fight 
With amorous pride, and undifturb’d delight ; 

“Till death, grown envious with repugnant aim, 
Frown'd at their joys, and ufg’d a tyrant’s claim, 
He fummons each difeafe !-the nexious stew, 
‘Writhing, in dire diftortions, ftrike his view ! 
From various plagues, which various natures know, 
Forth rushes beauty’s fear'd and fervent foe. 
Ficrce to the fair, the miflile mifchief fies, 

‘The fanguine ftreams in raging ferments rife} 

It drives, ignipotent, through every vein, 

Hangs on the heart, and burns around the brain! 
Now # chill damp the charmer’s luftre dims! 

Sad o’er her eyes the livid languor fwims ! 

Her eyes, that with a glance could joy infpire, 

Like fetting ftars, fearce thoot a glimmering fire. 

Here ftands her confort, fore, with anguith, preft, 

Grief in his eye, and terror in his breaft, 

‘The Paphian graces, {mit with anxious care, 

in filens forrow weep the waining fair. 

Eighe fuos, fucceflive, roli their fire away, 

And cight flow nights fee their deep fhades decay. 
‘While thefe revolve, though mute each mufe ap- 
- pears, 

Each {peaking eye drops eloquence in tears. : 

On the ninth noon, great Phoebus, liftening bends! 

Qn the ninth noon, each voice in prayer afcends !--- 

Great god of light, of fong, and phyfic’s art, 

Reftore the languid fair, aew foul impart! 

Her beauty, wit, and virtue claim thy care, * 

And thine own bounty’s almoft rival'd there. 

Each paus’d. The god affents. Would death 
advance? 

Phebus, unfeen, arrefts the threatening lance! 

Down from his orb a vivid influence ftreams, 

And quickening earth imbibes falubrious beams ; 

Each balmy plant, increafe of virtue knows, 

And art, infpir’d, with all her Patron, glows. 

‘The charmer's opening eye, kind hope, reveals, 

Kind hope, her confurt's breatt enlivening feels, 

Each grace revives, cach mufe refumes the lyre, 

Each beauty brightens with re-lumin’d fire, 

As health’s aufpicious powers gay life difplay, 

Death, fullen at the ight, ftalks dow away. 


THE FRIEND. 
AN EPISTLE TO AARON WILL, ESQUIRE. 


O sy lov'd Hill, O thou by heaven defign’d 

To charm, to mend, and to adorn mankind! 

To thee my hopes, fears, joys, and forrows tena, 

Thou brother, father, nearer yet t---thou friend ! 
If worldly friendthips oft cement, divide, 

As interefts vary, or as whims prefide ; 

If leagues of luxury borrow friendthip’s light, 

“Or leagues fubverfive of all focial right: 

O fay, my Hill, in what propitious {phere, 

Gain we the friend, pure, knowing, and fincere ? 

’Tis where the worthy and the wife retire; 

‘There wealth may I¢arn its ufe, may love inspire ; 
Yeu VUL 
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There may young worth, the nobleft end obtain, 
tn want my friends, in friends may knowledge 


gain; : 
In knowledge blifs; for wifdom virtue finds, 
And brightens mortal to immortal minds., 
Kind then my wrongs, if love, like yours, fuc- 
ceed ; 
For you, like virtue, are a friend indeed. 
Olt when you faw my youth wild error know, 


+ Reproof, foft-hinted, taughe the bluhh to glow. 


Young and unferm’d, you firft my genius rais'd, - 

Jukt imil’d when faulty; and when moderate 
prais'd. 

Me fhun’d, me ruin’d, {uch a mother's rage! 

You fung, till pity wept o’er every page. 

You call’d my lays and wrengs to early fame; 

Yet, yet, th’ obdurate mother felt no fhame. 

Pierc’d as I was! your counfel foften'd care, 

To cafe turn’d anguifh, and to hope defpair. 

The man who never wound affli@ive feele, 

He never felt the balmy worth that heals. 

Welcome the wound, when bleft with fuch relief? 

For deep is felt the friend, when felt in grief, 

From you fhall never, but with life, remove 
Afpiring genius, condefcending love. 

When fome, with cold, fuperior looks, redrefs, 

Relief feems infult, and confirms diftrefs; 

You, when you view the man with wrongs beg 
fieg’d, . 

While rari you a& th’ obliger, fem th’ oblig'd, 

All-winning mild to each of lowly ftate s a 
To equals free, unfervile to the great; 
Greatnefs you honour, when by worth acquir’d 5 
Worth is by worth in every rank admir’d. 
Greatnefs you fcorn, when titles infult fpeak ;- 
Proud to vain pride, to honour’d mecknefs meek, 
‘That worthlefs blifs, which others court, you fly; 
That worthy woe, they than, attrads your eye. 

But thall the mufe refound alone your praife; 
No—Iet the public friend exalt her Jays t 
Q trace that friend with me!—he’s your's !—he's 

~ mine | 
The world’s—beneficent behold him thine! 

1s wealth his fphere? If riches, like a tide, 

From cither India pour their golden pride; 
Rich ia good works, bim others wants employ 5 
He gives the widow's heart to fing for joy. ~ 
To orphans, prifoners, thall his bounty How ; 
The weeping family of want and woe, * 

Is knowledge his? Benevolently great, 

In leifure a@tive, and in care fedate ; 

What aid, his little wealth perchance denies, 

In each hard inftance his advice Supplies. 

With modeft truth he fets the wandering right; 
And gives religion pure, primzval light; 

In love diffufive, as in light refin'd, 

‘The liberal emblem of his Maker’s mind. 

Is power his orb? He then, like power diving, 
Qn all, though with a varied ray, will thine, 
Ere power was his, the man he once carefs’d, 
Meets the fame faithful fmile, and mutual beeah; 
But alk his friend fome dignity of ftate; 

His friend, unequal to th’ incumbent weight ? 
Atks it a ftranger, one whom parts infpire 


‘With all a people’s welfare would require? 
t Pe St f 
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His choite adnults no’patle ; his gift will prove 
All private, well abforb’d in public love, . 
He thields his country, when for aid the calls; 
Or, fhould the fall, with her he greatly falls + 
But, as proud Rome, with guilty conqueft crown’d, 
Spread flavery, death and defolation round, “ 
Should e’er his couatry, for dominion’s prize, 
Againft the fons of men a faction rife, 
Glory in hers, is in his eye difgrace; 
‘The friend of truth ; the friend of human race, 
‘Thus to no one, no fea, no clime confin'd, 
His boundlefs love embraces all mankind 3 
And all their virtues in his life are known}; 
And all their joys and forrows are his own. 
‘Thefe are the lights, where ftands that friend 
confett; : : fot 
‘This, this the fpirit, which informs thy breaft. 
‘Through fortunes cloud thy genuine worth can 
: thine; [thine ? 
‘What wonld’ft thou not, were wealth and greatnefs 


AN EPISTLE 
‘TO MR. JOHN DYER, AUTHOR OF GRONGAR-HILL, 
dn Anfwer to bis from the Country *, 


Now various birds in melting concert fing, 

And hail the beauty of the opening {pring : 

Now to thy dreams the nightingale complains, 
‘Tithe lark wakee thee with her cheerful ftraine; 
‘Wakes, in thy verfe and friendthip ever kind, 
Melodious comfort to my jarring mind. [fee, 
' Oh could my foul through depths cf knowledge 
Could f read nature and mankind like theg, 

X fhould o’ercome, or bear the thocks of fate, 
And e'cn draw envy to the humbleft ftate, 

‘Thou cantt raife honour from each ill event, 
From fhocks gain vigour, and from want content, 
Think not light poetry my life’s chief care! 

‘The mufe’s manfion is, at belt, but airy : 
Bit, if more folid works my meaning forms, 
Gh unfinith'd Qruaures fall by fortune’s ftorme, 
" Oft have 1 faid we falfely thofe accufe, 
‘Whofe godlike fouls life's middie ftate refufe. 
Sclf-love, Y ery’d; there feeks ignoble reft ; 
Care fleeps not calm, when millions wake unbleft 3 
‘Mean let me fhrink, or {pread fweet thade v’er all, 
Tow as the thrub, or as the cedar tall '— 
*Ewas.vain! "twas wild'—I fought the middle ftate, 
And found the good, and found the, truly great. 
Thovgh verfe can never give my foul her aim; 
Though action only clims fubfantial fame ; 
“Vhough fatedenies what my proud wants require, 
‘Yee grant.me, heaven, by knowledge to afpire 7 
‘hus to inquiry let me prompt the mind; _” 
‘Thus clear dimm/’d truth, and bid her blefs man- 
3 -Ckind; .. 
From the piere'd orphan thus draw fhafts of grief! 
Arm Want with patience, and teach wealth-relief! 
‘Fo ferve Jov'd liberty infpire my breath! , 
Or, if nry life be ufélefa, grant me death 
For he, who ufelefs is.in life farvey’d; 
Burthens that world, his duty bide him aids 
. a 
* See Dyer's Poemas 
s Ls 
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THE WORKs OF SAVAGE, 


Say, what have honours to allure the mind, 

Which he gains moft, who leaft has ferv'd’ mane 
kind? 

Titles, when worn by fools, I dare defpife; 

Yet they claim homage, when they crown the wiles 

Whin high diftin@ion marks deferving heirs, « 

Defert fill dignifies the mark it wears. 

But, who to birth aloné would honours owe ? 

Honours, if true, from feeds of merit grow. 

Thofe trees, with fweetelt charms, invite our cyts, 

Which, from our own engraftment, fruitful rife. 

Still we love beft what we with labour gain, 

As.the child’s dearer for the mother’s pain. 

The great 1 would not epvy nor deride ¢ 
Nor ftoop to fwell a vain fuperior's prides 
Nor view an equal’s hope with jealous eyes; 

Nor crufh the wretch beneath who wailing lice. - 
My fympathizing breaft his grief can feel, 

And my eye weep the wound I cannot heal. 
Ne’ér among friendthips let me fow debate, 

Nor by another's fall advance my ftate; 

Nor mifufe wit againft an abfent friend ¢ 

Let me the virtues of a foe defend! [weight ; 
In wealth and. want true minds preferve theix 
Meek, though exalted ; though difgrac'd, elate; 
Generous and grateful, wrong’d or he} p’d they live; 
Grateful to ferve, and generous to forgive. 

‘This may they learn, who clofe thy life attend; 
Which, dear in memory, fill infirudts thy friend. 
‘Though cruel diftance bars my groffer eye, 
My foul, clear-fighted, draws thy virtue nigh; 
TRsough her deep woe that quickening comfort 

gleams, 
And lights up fortitude with friendthip’s bean 


VERSES 


OCCASIONED BY' THE VICE-PRINCIPAL OF 
OT. MARY-HALL, OXFORD, 


Being prifented by the Honourable Mrs. Knight, to the 
Living of Godifield in Efex, 

Winte by mean arts and meaner patrons rife? 
Priefts, whom the Jearned and the good defpife ; 
This fees foie Knight, in whofe tranfcendeiit mii, 
‘Are wifdom, purity, and truth enfhrin'd, 
A modeft merit how fhe plans to lift, 
Thy living, Godsficld ! falls her inftant gift. 
Let me (faid the) reward alone the wife, 
And make the church-revenue virtue’s prize, 

She fought the man of honeft, candid breaft, 
In faith, in works of goodneta, {uli exprett ;. 
‘Though young, yet tutoring academic youth 
To fcience moral, and.religious truths 


‘} She fought where the difintercfted friend, 


The fcholar, fage, and free companion blend; - 
The pleafing poet, and the deep divine, [thing. 
She fought, the found, and, Hart! the prize wage: 


FULVIA 
A POEM. 
Ler Fulvia’s wifdom he a flave to will, 
Her darling pailions, {candal and quadrille 3 


On fricnds and-foes her tongue a fatire known; 
Her dicds a fatire on herfeif afone, 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.- 


On her poor kindred deigns fhe word or look >< 
* fis cold refpect, or "tis unjuit rebuke ; 
Worfe when good-natur’d, than when moft fevere ; 
‘The jeft ithpure then pains the modett ear. 
How juft the fceptic : the divine how odd! 
‘What turus of wit play fmartly on her god! 
‘The fates, my neareft kindred, foes decree : 
Fulvia, when piqu’d at them, ftrait pities me, 
She, like Benevolence, a {mile beftows, 
Favours to me indulge her {pieen to thofe. 
‘The banquet ferv’d, with: peerefles I fit : 
She tells my ftory, and repeats my wit. 
With mouth diftorted, through a founding nofe 
It comes, now homelinefs more homely grows. 
With fee-faw founds, and nonfenfe not my own, 
She fkrews her features, and fhe cracks her tone. 
How fine your battard! why fo foft a ftrain? 
&What, fuct a mother? fatirife again! . 
Ofe I obje@—but fix’d is Fulvia’s will— 
vAh! ‘though unkind, the is my mother till! 
», The verfe now flows, the manufcript the claims. 
*Tis fam’d—The fame each curious fair enflames? 
‘The wild-fire rans; from copy, copy grows: * 
‘The Brets, alarm’d, a fepatate peace propofe, 
;’ Lis ratified~-How alter’d Fulvia's look ! 
“My wit's degraded, and my caufe forfook. 
‘Thus the: What's poetry but to amufe ? 
Might 1 advife-—there are more folid views, 
‘With acool air fhe adds: This tale is old : 
‘Were it my cafe, it dhould n0 more be told... 
*Complainte---had I been worthy to advifeswe 
You uow---But whea are wits, like women, wife? 
Trwe it may take; but, think whate’er you ‘ia 
Alllove the fatire, none the fatirift.- 
I fart, | Rare, ftand fix’d, then paufe a whiles 
Then hefitate, then ponder well, then fmile. 
/Madam---a penfion loft-.-and where's amends! 
' Sir, (the replies) indeed you'll lofe your friends, 
Why did [ ftare ? "twas but a change of wind--- 
Or the fame thing---the lady chang’d her mind, 
I bow, depart, defpife, difcern ber all ; 
Nanay revifits, and difyrac’d I fall. 
+ Let Fulvia’s friend {hip whirl with serene 
"A reed, a weathercock, a fhade, a dream: < 
- No more the friendthip fhall be now difplay’d © 
By weathercock, or reed, or dream, or fhade 5. 
To Nanny fix'd unvarying fhallit tend, 
For fouls, fo form'd alike, were form’d to blend, 


EPITAPH ON A YOUNG LADY, 


Cros'n are thofe eyes that beam’d feraphic fire; - 


{Cold is that breaft which gave the world defire; 


“Mute is the voice where winning foftnefs warm’d, | 


Where mufic melted, and where wifdom charm'd, 
And lively wit, which, decently confin'd, 
No prude e’er thought impure, no friend unkind. 


Could modeft knowledge, fair untrifliing youth, 


Perluafive reafon and endearing truth, 

Could honour, fhown in friendfhips moft refin’d, 
And fenfe, that fhields th’ attempted-virtuous mind; 
‘The focial temper never known to ftrife, 

‘The heightening graces that embcllith life ;. “> 
Could thefe have c’er the darts of death defied; 
Never, ah! never had Metinds died; 
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Nor can fhe die--.ev’n now furvives her name, 
Immortaliz’d by friendfhip, love, and fame. «,«. 
‘THE GENIUS OF LIBERTY. 
A POEM, , 


OCCASIONED BY THE DEPARTURE OF THE PRINCE 
AND PRINCESS OF ORANGE, 


. (Written in the Year t 734) 


Mrxn rofe the morn ! the face of nature bright 


’ Wore one extenfive {mile'of calm and light ; 


Wide, o’er the land, did hovering filence reign, 

Wide o’er the blue diffufion of the main; - 

When Jo! before nie, on the fouthern fhore, © 

Stood forth the power, whom Albion’s fons adore; 

Bleft Liberty ! whofe charge is Albion’s ifle ; 

Whom reafon gives to bloom, and truth to {mile ; 

Gives peace to gladden, sheltering law to fpread, 

Learning to lift aloft her Iaurel’d head, ~ 

Rich induftry to view, with pleafing cyes, 

Her flects, her cities, and her harvetts rife, 

In curious emblems every art, exprelt, 

Glow’d from the'loom, and brighten'd on his vett, 

Science in various lights attention won, ~ 

Wav’d on hisrobe, and glitter’d in the fun. 7 
My words, he cried, my word obfervance chains 

Refound, ye mufes; and receive them, fame’ 

Here, was my ftation, when, o'er ocean wide, 

The great, third William, ftretch’d his naval pride: 

I with my facred influence {well’d his foul; 

Th’ enflav'd to fee, th’ enflaver to controul. * 

In vain did waves 4ifperfe, and winds detain: 

He came, he fav'd; in his was feen my reign. 

How juft, how great, the plan his foul defign’d, 

To humble tyrants, and fecure mankind { 

Next Marlborough in his fteps fuccefsful trod : 

This, godlike plann’d; ; that, tinith'd like a god} 

And, while oppreffion fled to realms unknown, 

Europe was free, and Britain glorious fhone, 
Where Naffau's race extenfive growth difplay’d, 

There freedom ever found a fheltering thade. 

Still heaven is kind !---See, from the princely root, 

Millions to blefs, the BRaNeH aufpicions fhoot ! 

He lives, he flourithes, his honours fpread ; 

Fair virtues blooming on his youthfu! head : 

Narfe him, ye heavesly dews, ye funny raya, 

Inta firm health, fair fame, and length of days! 
He paus’d, and cafting o’er the deep his eye, 

Where the lat billow {wells into the iky, 

Where, in gay vilion, round th’ horizon’s line, 


} The moving clouds with various beauty fhine ; 


As dropping from their bofom, ting’d with gold, 
Shoots forth a fail, amufive to behold! 

Lo! while its light the glowing wave returns, 
Broad like a fun the bark approaching kurns, 
Near, and more near, great Naffau foon he fpy'd, 
And beauiesus Anna, Britain's eldeft pride! ° 
Thus {poke the Genius, as advane’d the fail--- 
Hail, blooming hero! bigh-born princefs, hail ! 
Thy "charms thy mother’s love of truth difplay, 
Her light of virtue, and her beauty’s ray 3 

Her dignity ; which, copying the divine, 
soften'd, through condefcenfion, learns to fhine, 
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644° THE WORKS 


Greatnefs of thought, with prudence for. its guide; 
Knowledge, from nature and from art fupply'd;. * 
To nobleft objects pointed various ways ; 
Pointed by. judgment’s clear, ungrring rays, 
What manly virtues in her mind excel! 
Wet on her heart what tender paffions dwell! 
For sh: what pangs did iate her peace deftroy,: 
"To pare with thee, fo wont to give her joy: [mien! 
How heav'd her breaft, how fadden'd was her 
Allin the mother then was loft the queen. 
‘The {welling tear then dimm’d her parting view, 
‘The truggling figh flopp’d fhort her laft adieu; * 
Ev’n now thy fancied perils fill her mind; 
The fecret rock, rough wave, and rifing wind; 
‘The fhoal, fo treachcroug, near the tempting land; 
‘Th’ ingulphing whirlpool, and the fwallowing fand; 
"Thefe fancied perils all, by day, by night, : 
Jn thoughts alarm her, and in decams affright ;, 
For thee her heart unceafing love declares, 
In doubts, in hopes, in wifhes, and in prayers ! 
Her prayers are heard!---For me,’tis thine tu braye 
The fand, the thoal, rock, whirlpool, wiad, gnd 
‘wave : : 
Kind fafety waite, to waft thee gently o’¢r, 
And joy to greet thee on the Belgic fhore. [tell 
May future tines, when their fond pratfe would 
How mof their favourite characters excel ; (clare, 
How bleft! How great!—then may their fougs de- 
Bo great! fo bleft '~-fuch Anne and Naffau were, 


-E GRECO RUE, 


Qui te videt beatas eft, 
Beatior qui te audiet, ” 
Qui bafiae femidetis ct, 
Quite potitur eft Deus. Bucnanay, 





THE FOREGOING LINES PARAPHRASED, 


Harry the map, who, in thy fparkling eyes, 

His amorous withes fees, refledting, play ; ’ 
Bees little laughing Cupids, glancing, rife, 

And, in foft-fwimming languor, die away. 
Beil happier he! to whom thy meanings roll, 

In founds which love, harmonious love, infpire; 
On his charm'd ear fits, rapt, his Jiftening foul, 
+ ‘Till admfration form igtenfe defirg. ” ; 
Hall-deity ishe wha warm may prefs 

Lhy lip, foit-fwelling to the kindling kifss 
Apd may that lip affentive warmth exprefs, 

‘ Till loye draw willing love to ardent blifs! 
Ciscling thy waift, and ¢ircled in thy arms, 

Who, melting on thy mutual melting breaft, 
Entganc’d enjoys love's whole luxurious charms, 
© Ssall a God !--.is‘of ‘all heaven pellets 2 





THE EMPLOYMENT OF BEAUTY. 
A TOEM, 


Aférefid to Mrs. Bridget Fones, a young Widew Lady 
"Sof Lilanelly; Cacrmarthenjbires : 

Once eauty, withing fond defire to move, 

Contriv'd to catch the heart of wandering love. 

Come, pureft atoms! beauty aid implores; 

For pew foft texture leaye atherial eres, 


OF SAVAGE: 


They come, they crowd,the shining hues unfold,’ 
Be their’s a form, which heauty’s felf thall mould 
Tp moold my charmer’s form the all apply’d— 
Whence Cambria hoafts the birth of Nature 
pride. ; 
She calls the Graces---Such is beauty’s ftate, 
Prompt, at her call, th’ obedient Graces wait. 
Firft your fair feet they fhape, and thape to plealeg 
Each ftands defign’d for dignity and eafes> ”* 
Firm, on thefe curious pedeftals, depend 
Two polith’d pillars; which, as fair, afeend 
From well wrought knees, more fair, more largey 
they rife; , 
Seen by the mufe, though hid from mortal eyes 
More polifh'd yet, your fabric each fattains; 
That pure't temple where perfection reigns, 
A fmail, fweet circle forms your faultlefs wait, 
By beauty shap’d, to be by love embrac’d. 
Beyond that leffening waift, two orbs devife, 
What fwelling charms, in fair proportion, riféY 
Freth peeping there, two bluthing buds are found 
Each like a rofe, which lilies white furround, - 
There feeling fenfe, let pitying fighs infpire, 
Till panting pity fwells to warm defire : 
Defire, though warm, is chalte; each. warmest kif} 
All rapture chafte, when Hymen bids the blifs. 
Rounding and foft, two taper arms defcend; 
Two fnow-white hands, in taper fingers, ends, 
Lo! cunning beauty, on each palm, defigns 
Love’s fortune ahd your own, in myitic lines; 
And lovely whiteneis, either arm contains, 


>| Diverfified with azure wandering veine; 


‘Lhe wandering veins conceal a generous flood, 

‘The purple treafure of celeftial blood, 

Rounding and white your neck, as curions, reara 

O’er all a face, where beauty’s felf appears. 

Her foft attendants fmooth the fpovlefs fkin, 

And, fmoothly oval, turn the thapely chin; 

The thapely chin, to beanty’s rifing face, 

Shati, doubling gently, give a double grace, 

And foon fweet opening, rofy lips difclofe 

The well rang’d teeth, in lily-whitening rows 3 ° 

Here life is breath'd, and florid life aflumes 

A breath, whole fragrance vies with versal 
“blooms ; : 

And two fair cheeks give modefty to raife 

A beauteous blufh at praife, though juft the praifes 

And nature now, from each kind ray, fupplies 

Soft, clement fiiles, and love-infpiring eyes; 

New graces, to thofe eyes, mild fhades, allow; 

Fringe their fair iids, and pencil either brow 

While fenfe of vifion lights up orbs fo rare, 


‘| May none, but pleafing objects, vifit there! 


Two little porches, (which, ane fenfe empowerd 
To draw rich icent from aromatic Sowers) 

(n ftru@ure neat, and deck’d with polith'd grace, 
Shall equal firft, then heighten, beauty’s face 

To fmelling fenfe, oh, may the flowery year, 

Its firft, lait, choiceft incenfe, offer here! 
‘Tranfparent next, two curious crefcents bound 
The two-fold entrance of infpiring found, 

And, granting a new power of tenfe to hear, 
New finer organs form each curious ear; * 
Form to imbibe what moft the fou} can move, 
Mefic and scafon, poefy and loxe. 


‘MISCELLANEOUS POEMS, 


Next, on an open front, fs pleafing wr6ught 
iA pentive fweetnels, born of patient thought : 
Above your lucid fhoulders locks dirpiay'd, 
Prone to defcend, fhall foften light with thade 
Ail, with a namelefs air and mein, unite, 
‘And, as you move, each movement is delight. . 
‘Tan'd is your melting tongue aad equal mind, -- 
At once by knowledge heighten'd and refin'd, . 
The virtues nexe to beauty’s nod incline: 
For, where they lend not light, fhe cannot thing} 
Let thefe, the temperate fenfe of tafte reveal, 
And give, while nature fpreads the fimple meal. 
‘The palate pure, to relith health defigu’d, 
From luxury as taintlefé as your mind. 

The virtues, chaftity and truth, impart, - 
And mould to fweet benevolence your hare “4 
‘Thus beauty finith’¢—Thus the gains the fway, 
And love fill follows where the leads the way. 
From every gift of heaven, to chartn is thine; 

To love, eo praife, and to adore, be mine, 


y 





SENT TO MRS, BRIDGET JONES, 
WITH TAR WANDERER. 


wusting to an Epifade, twhere a young Man turks 
Hermit, or the ifs of bis Wije Ompie 


Wuewn with delight fond love on beauty dwelt; 
While this the youth, and that the fair expreft, 
Faint was his joy tompar’d to what { felt, 
When in my angel Biddy’s prefence blett. 


Teil her, my mufe, in folt, fad, fighing breath, 
If the his piercing grief etn pitying fee, 

Worfe than to him was his Olympia’s death, 
From her cach moment's abfeuce is to mex 


ON FALSE HISTORIANS. 
‘ AGATIRE, 


Guar of all phigheewith which dull profe is vurit, 

Scandals, from falfe hiftorians, {pot the wortt. 

In quelt of thefe the mufe fhall firtt advance, 

Bold, to explare the regions of romance; : 

Romance, call’d hiftorys—Lo!‘at once the tims 

‘The vifionary world of mankith whims; 

‘Where fallacy, in legends, wildly thines, 

And vengeance glares from violatcd thrines; 

‘Where faints perform all rricks, and ftartle thought 

‘With many a miracle that ne’er was wrought ; 

Saints that never liv’d, or fuch as juftice paints, 

Jogglere, on fuperttition palm’d for faints. 

Here, canonia’d, let creed-mongers be fhown, 

Red-letter’d faints, aud red affaffins known; 

While thofe they martyt’d, fuch as angels role! 

All black enroll'd among religion’s foes, 

Soatch'd by fulphureous clouds, a re proclaims 

Nomper’d with fiends, and Plung’d in endlefs 
flames, 

Hiftory, from air or deep draws thany 2 Apright, 
Such as, from nurfe or prieft, might boys affright; 
Or {uch as but o’er feverith fumbers fy, 
And fix in melancholy frenzy’s eye. 

Now meteors make cnthufiaft wonder fare, 
Bnd image Wild portentous ware in ais | 


‘ 





|| any fuch book ever 


SF 


Scers fali entranc’d ! fore wittard's tatetets tilt 
Now whirls, now fetters nature’s work: at wilkt 
Thus hiftory, by machine; meck-epie, feems, 
Not from poetic, but from: monkith dreams, 
‘The devil, who prieft and forcerer muit obey, 
The forcerer us'd to raife, the parfon lay, 
When Echard wav’d his pen, the hiftory thows, 
The parfon conjur’d, and the fiend uprofe. 
A camp at diftaace, and the {cene a woed, 
Here enter'd Noll, and there ‘old Satan ftood : 
No tail his rump, his foot no hoof reveal’d; 
Like a wife cuckold; with his horns conceal’d ¢ 
Not 2 gay ferpent, glittering to the eye; 
But more thar ferpent, or than harlac fly: 
For, lawyer-like, a fiend.no wit can "feape, 
The demon ftands confeft in proper fhape! 
Now fpreads his parchment, now is fign’d the 
feroll ; . 
Thus Noll gains empire, and the devil has Noll. 
‘Wondrous hifterian! chus account for evil, 
And thus for its fuccefs—'tis all the devil. 
‘Though ne’er that devil we faw; yet one we feeyme 
One of an author fure, and—thou art he. 
But dutky phantoms, mufe, no more yucte’, © 
Now clearer obje@s open—~yer nntrue. 
Awful the genuine hiltorian’s name | . 
Faife ones-- with what materials build they famey 
Fabrics of fame, by dirty means made good, 
As nefts of martins are compil’d of mud. ‘ 


| Peace be with Curll—with him ¢ wave all Rife, 


Who peuss etch felon’s, and eacis adtor’s life 5 

Biography that cooks the devil’s martyrs, 

And ae with lufcious rapes the cheats of Chars 
res. 

Materials, which helicf in gagzetes claim, 
Loofe flrung, run gingling into hiftory’s names 
Thick as Egyptian clouds of raining flies; 

As thick as worms where man corrupting lies 
As pefts obfcene that haunt the rvia’d pile ; 

As moniters floundering in the muddy Nile; 
Minutes, memoirs, views, and reviews appear, 
Where flander darkens each recorded year. 

th a paft reign is feign'd fume amorous leagues 
Some ring or letter now reveals th’ intrigue : 
Queens, with their minions, work unfeemly thinger 
Aud boys grow dukes, when catamites to kings. 
Does a prince die ? What poifons they furmife? 
No royal morial fure by nature dies. 

{sa prince born? What birth more bafe believ'd By 
Or, what's more ftrange, his mother ne’er cope 
ceiv'd | ' : : 

Thus Hander popular o'er truth prevails, 

And eafy minds imbibe romantic tales. . 

Thos, ‘ftead of hiftory, fuch authors raife 7 
Mere crude wild novels of bad hints for playa, 

Sothe ulurp names—an Englifh garretcer, 
From minutes forg’d, is Monficur Methager * 

2 Mads a 

* The Minutes 6f Moni. Mefnager; 2 Lock 
taleuluted to vilify the adminifrration in the four laf 
years f Queen Ana's reign, “The truth is that this 
hibel was not written by Monf. Mefnuger, neither awas 
printed in the French tongue, from 


innpudently faid in tbe title poze to be iranf- 
BL ij 


which it is 


bated 
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* Some, while on good’or if fuccefa they fare, © ~ 


Give condu& a complexion datk or fair + 
Otheré, as little to inquiry prone, 


Account for actions, though their fpring’s unknowg. ; 


One ftatefman vices has, and virtues too ; 
Hence will contefted charaéter enfue. 


,| Al eloquent of truth, divinely knowns * © 


View but the black, he’s fiend; the bright but fcan, j 


He’s angel: view him all—he's ftill a man. 
But fuch hiftorians all acdufe, acquit ; 
No virtue thefe, and thofe no vice admit} 
For either ina friend no fault will know, 
And neither own a virtue in a foe. 
Where hear-fay knowledge fits on publié nainés, 
And bold conjecture or extols or blames, 
Spring party libels; front’ whofe afhes dead, 
+A monfter, mifnam’d Hittory, lifts its head. 
Contending factions crowd td hear its roar! 
But when once heard, it dies to noife no more. 
From thefe no anfwer, no applaufe from thofe, 
O’er half they fimper, and o’er half they doze. 
So when in fenate, with egregious pate, 
Perks up Sir * * * * ® in fome deep debate ; 
He hems, looks wife, tunes thi his labouring 
‘throat, 
‘To prove black white, poftpone’or palm the vote: 
In fly contempt, fomé, Hear him! Hear him! ery; 
Some yaivn, Fie fiecr; none fecond, none reply. 
But dare fuch mifereants now ruth abroad, 
By Wanket, cane, pump, pillory, unaw’d ? 
Dare they imp falfehood thus, and plume her 
wings, 
From prefent charaGters and recent things? 7 
‘Yeo: What untruths! or truths in what difgnife! 
‘What Soyers and what Oldmixons arife ! 


‘What faéts from all but them and flander fcreen’d ! | 


Here meets a council, no where elfe conven’d ; 
‘There, from originals, come, thick as fpawn, 
Letters ne'er wrote, memorials never drawn; 
Yo fecret conference never held they yoke, 
‘Treaties ne’er plann'd, and fpeeches never fpoke. 
From, U}dmixon, thy brow, too well we know, 
Like fin from Satan’s far and wide they go. 

Inf vain may St. John fafe in confcience fits. © 
Tn vain with truth confete, contemn with wit: 
Confute, contemn, amid fele@ed friends ; 

"There finks the juftice, thefe the fatire ends, 
Here, though a century fearce fuch leaves unclofe, 
From mould and duft the flander facred grows. 
Now none reply where all defpife the page ; 

_ But will demb fcorn deceive no future age 2 ~ ** 
"Then, thoutd dull periods cloud not feeming fact, 
Will no fine pen th’ unanfwer'd lie extract? 
Well-fet in plan, and polifh’d into ftyle, 

Fair and more fair iy finifh’d fraud begiile 
By every language fnatch’d, by time receiv’d, 
In every clithe, by every age believ'd : ‘ 
How vain to virtue trult the gtcat their name, 
‘When fuch their lot for infamy or fame? 


A CHARACTER. 


Fate trith, in courts where joftice thould prefide, 
Alike, the judge and advocate would guide; 
And thefe would vie cach dubiotis point to clear, 
To ftop the widow's and the orphan’s tear; 


'] See, drunk with power, the circuit lord expreft! 





“THE WORKS ‘OF SAVAGE, 


Where all, like-Yorke, of delicate addrefs, 

Strength to difcern, and fweetnels to expref, * 

Learn’d, jufl, polite, born every heatt to gain, 

Like Cummins mild; like * Fortefcue humane, 7 or 
he, 








So deep, {o clear, all {cience is ‘his own. * a 
Of heart impure, and impotent of head, ©“: 
Inhiftory, rhetoric, ethics, law, unread; 3-40 1A 
How far unlike fuch worthiés, once a drudge,** 
From floundering in low cafes, rofe a judge, 2" 


Form'd to make pleaders laugh, “his nonfenfer - 
thunders, : 
‘And, on low juries, tireathés contagious blunders, 
His brothers blufh, becaufe no blufh he knows, 
Nor eer ¢ “ one uncorrupted finger fhows.’** 
oa 
Full, in his cye, his betters ftand confefk: [loofe, 
‘Whofe wealth, birth, virtue, from a tongue {0 
*Scape not provincial, vile, buffoon abitife. 
Still to what circult is affien’d his ame, 
There, fwift before him, flies the warner—Famey 
Contett ftops fort, confent yields every caufe® 
Yo coft; delay, endures them, and withdraws 
But how "feape prifoners? To their trial chain’ 
All, all thall ftand:condenin'd, who ftand arraign’ dy, 
Dire guilt, which elfe would deteftation eaufe,. - 
Prejudg’d with infult, wonderons pity craws, 
But ‘feapes e’en innocence his harih harangue P: 
Alas !—e’en innocence itfeli mutt hang; ss 
Mutt hang to pleafe him; wheir of {pleen poffelt 7%, 
Mutt hang to bring forth an abortive je@i oi, 
Why hiv'd he uot ere ftamchambers had fail’d, 
‘When fine, tax, cenfurs, all but law prevail’d; 
Or law, fubfervient to fome murdeious will, 
Became a precedent to murder itil] ? 








| Yet ev’n when patriots did for traitors bleed, 


Was c’er the job to fuch a flave decreed, 

Whofe favage mind wants fophift-art to draw, 

O’er murder’d virtue, fpacious veils of aw?” ” 
“Why, ftudent, when the kench your youth acs 

mits; {fits 5 

Where, though the worft, with the beft tarik’d Ré 

Where found opinions you attentive write, 

As once a Raymond, now a Lec to cite, 


“| Why paufe you fcornful when he dins the court? 
‘) Note well his cruel quirks, and well report. 


‘Let his own words againit himfelf point clear 
Satire more fharp thau verfg when mott feveres 


EPITAPH ON MRS. JONES 


4] GRANDMOTHER #0 MRS. BRIDGET JONES, OF 


+ bANELLY FN CAZRMAR THEN SHIRE. * 


In her, whofe relics. mark this facred earth, 

Shone all domeftic and all fecial worth: 

Fir, heaven her hope wath carly offspring 
crown’d; é 

And thence a fecond race rofe numerous round 

Heaven to indaftrious virtue blefling lent, 

And all was competence, and all contents. 





# The Foisurable William Fortefeue; Efy.omeef the 
Sufticer of bis Majefly's Court of Commun Pleas, 

+ when Page one uncorrupted finger Poows, 225: 

. ‘: D. oF WuaktTone 





MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


‘And thence returning bear, in {plendid flate, 

"To Britain’s merchants, India’s eaftern freight. 

India, her treafares from her weftern thores, 

Due at thy feet, a willing cribute pours; 

Thy warring navies diftant nations awe, 

And bid the world obey thy righteous law. 
~“Phus thine thy manly fons of liberal mind 5 

Thy change deep-bufied, yet as courts refin’d 

Councils, like fenates, that enforce debate, 

‘With fluent eloquence and reafon’s weight.” 


‘Whofe patriot virtue, lawlefs power controls; =. 


‘Their Britith emulating Roman fouls. 
Of thede the worthict ftill {elected and, 

. Brill lead the fenate, and fill fave the land = 
Social, not felfith, here, O learning, tface 
Thy friends, the lovers of all human race ! 

In a dark bottom funk, O Briftol now, 
‘With native malice, lift thy lowering brow! 
"Then as fome hell-born fprite in mortal guife, 
Borrows the fhape of goodnefs and belics, 
All fair, all fmug, to yon proud hall invite, 
To feaft all ftrangers ape an air polite? 
From Cambria drain’d, or England's yettern coaft, 
Not elegant, yet coftly banquets boaft! . © 
Revere, or feem the ftranger to revere; 
Praife, fawa, profefs, be all things but fincere ; 
Infidious now, our bofom-fecrets fteal, 
And thefe with fly farcaftic fneer reveal, 
Prefent we meet thy {neaking treacherous fmiles; 
The harmlefs abfent ftill thy {neer reviles; 
Such’as in thee all parts fuperior find, 
"The fneer that marks the fool and knave combin’d; 
When melting pity would afford relief, 
"The ruthiefs fneer that infult adds to grief. 7 
‘What friendihip canft thou boaft? what honours 
claim ? 

"To thee each ftranger owes an injus’d name, - 

, What finiles thy fons muft in their foes excite! 

* Thy fons, to whom all difcord is delight ; 
From whom eternal mutual railing flows ; 
‘Who in each other’s crimes, their own expofe ; 
Thy fons, though crafty, deaf to wifdom’s call 5 
Defpifing all men, and defpis’d by all ; 
Sons, while thy cliffs a ditch-like river laves, 
Rude as thy rocks, and muddy as thy waves, 
‘Of thoughts as narrow as of words immentfe, 
As full of turbulence as void of fenfe? 
"Thee, thee, what fenatorial fouls adorn ! 
Thy natives fare would prove a fenate’s fcorn. 
Do ftrangers deign to ferve thee; what their praife? 
‘Their generous fervices thy murmurs raife. 
‘What fiend malign, that o’er thy air prefides, 
Around from breaft to breaft inherent glides, 

* And, as he glides, there fcatters in a trice 
“he lurking feeds of every rank device? 
Let foreign youths to thy indenturcs run ! 
Each, each will prove, in thy adopted fon, 


oy 

Proud, pert, and dull—thotigh brillant once from 
fchools, as : 

‘Will {corn all learning’s as all virtue’s rules; 

And, though by nature friendly, honeft, brave; 

Torna fly, felfith, fimpering, tharping knave. 


| Boaft petty-courts, where “ftead ef fluent cafe, 


OF cited precedents and learned pleas; 

"Stead of fage counfel in the dubious caufe, 

Attornies, chattering wild, burlefque the laws-nd 

(So fhamelefs quacks, who doctors rights invade; 

Of jargon and of poifon form a trade. 

So canting coblers, while from tubs they teach, 

Buffoon the gofpel they pretend to preach.) =~ 

Boat petty courts, whence rules new rigour draw} 

Unknown to nature’s and to ftatute-law ; 

Quirks that explain all faving rights away, 

To give th’ attorney and the catchpoll prey.» 

Is there where law too rigorous may defcend, 

Or charity her kindly hand extend? 

Thy courts, that, shut when pity would redrefsj 

Spontaneous open to inflict diftrefs, 

Try mifdemeanours '---all thy wiles employ,, 

Not to chaftife the offender, but deftroy ; 

Bid the large lawlefs fine his fate forete 

Bid it beyond his crime and fortune fwell; 

Cut off from fervice due to kindred blood, ~ 

To private welfare and to public good, 

Pitied by all, but thee, he fentenc’d lies; 

Imprifon’d languifhes, imprifon'd dies, © 
* * * ep « 
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Boatt fwarming veffels, whofe plebcian ftate- 
Owes not to merchants but mechanics freighte 
Boaft nought but pedlar-fleets—in war's alarms} 
Unknown to glory, as unknown to arms. 
Boaft thy bafe* Tolfey, and thy tukn-{pit dogs, 
Thyt Hialliers horfes and thy human hogs; 
Upitarts and mushrooms, proud, relentlefs heartes 
Thou blank of fciences! thou dearth of arts! 
Such foes as learning once was doom’d to fee! 
Huns, Goths, and Vandals, were but types of 
thee. 

Proceed, great Briftol, in all-righteous ways, 
And let one Juftice heighten yet thy praife ; 
Still {pare the catamite, and {winge the whore, 
Aud be, whate’er.Gomorrha was before, 


% A place where the merchants ufedto mect te tranfad 
their affairs before the Exchange was eretied, See Geatiae 
man's Magazine, val. xiii. p. 496. 

+ Halliers are the perfons whe drive or own the feages, 
which are bere ufed inflead of cartr. 


tHe 
POETICAL WORKS 
oe 


AARON HILL, Ese 


Containing 


THE PROGRESS O8 WIT, ‘ONES, « 
CAMILLUS, 80NGS, 

. THE NORTHERN STAR, EPISTLES, 
A TIME PIECE, EPIGRAMS, 
TRE IMPARTIAL, °~ RPITAPHS, « 
ADVICE TO THE POETS, IMITATIONS, 


tore. We. Wee 


To which ts prefixed 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 








In Hit. is all that gen’rous fouls revere, 
To Virtue and the Mufe for ever dear. 


, SAVAGE’S WANDERER, CANTO; | 


aS 


EDINBURGH: 
PRINTED BY MUNDELL AND SON, ROYAL BANK CLOSE; 
- Anne 3794. 








THE LIFE OF HILL. 


Anon Hitt was the eldeft fon of George Hill, Efq. of Malmefbury Abbey, in Wiltthise, aad 
born in Beaufort Buildings, in the Strand, London, February 10. 1784-5. 

His father having, by his mifmanagement, deprived him of the fucceffion. to the family eftate of 
ebout 2000 1. a-year, he was left to the care of Mes, Gregory, his grandmother, “ woman of uns 
#ommon underftanding, and great good nature.’ 

At nine years old, he was fent to the fchool of Barnftaple in Devonthire, under the care of Mr. 
Rayner; from whence he was removed to Weftminfter {chool, under the cate of Dr, Knipe, where 
his genius foon became confpicuoua, and often made him ample amends for his very {canty allow. 

_ pace of pocket-money, by enabling him to perform the tatks of others who had not his capacity. 
“He left Weftminfter {chool, on account of his narrow circumftances, in 1699, at fourteen years 
of age. Soon after, he formed a refolution of paying a vifit to his relation, Lord Paget, then am« 
baffador at Conttantinople ; and meeting with no oppofition from his grandmother, he accordingly 
embarked on board a veffel going there, March . 17006 

On his arrival, he was received with the utmoft kindnefs and cordiality, by Lord Paget, who roa 
no lefs pleafed than forprifed at that ardour for improvement, which could induce a youth of his 
tender years, to run the hazard of fuch a voyage, to vilit a relation whom he only knew by chae 
acter, 

‘The ambaffador immediately provided him a tutor in his own houfe; under whofe care he very 
foon fent him to travel through Egypt, Paleftine, and the greateft part of the Eaft, being defiroue 
of gratifying that laudable curivfity, and thirft of knowledge, which feemed fo flrongly pried 
on the amiable mind of his young relation. 

* He returned home with Lord Paget, about the year. 2703; and, om his journey, had an a 
portunity of fecing great part of Europe, at moft of the courts of which his Lordfhip made fome 
little tay. 

It is Suppofed that Lord Paget would have made fome provifion for him at his “death, had not 
the malevolence of a certain female, who had great influence with him, prevented his kind inten- 
tigns towards him, 

A few years after, his abilities and fobriety recommended him to Sir William Wentworth, Bart. 
of Yorkthire, who was then going to make the tour cs Europe, with whom he travelled two or 
three yearpe 

In 1709, he publifhed a Hiflory of the Ottoman| Empire, compiled from the materials which he 
‘had collected in his travels, and during his refidence at the Turkifh court. This work, though it 
met with fuecefs, he afterwards very feverely eriticifed, and with fome juftice; for there are in it 
Q great number of pucrilities. It is the production of youthful genius, rather choofing to indulge 
the imagination of the poet, than to make ufe of the plainnefs and perfpicuity of the hiftorian, 
Sprat, however, ufed to obferve that * there is certainly in that back, the feeds of a great writex ¢3 


@ predi@ion which was amply verified by the merit of his fubfequent writings, 


654 THE LIFE OF HILL. ; 

"The fame year, he publifhed his firft peetical piece, intituled Camillvs, in vindication of the Eark 
of Peterborough ; who was fo well pleafed with the compliment, that he appointed him his fecre- 
‘tary, and introduced him to Harley, and St. John, and other Icaders of the Tory party, of whieh 
he appears to have been an adherent. - ° st 

In 1710, he quitted the fervice of Lord Peterborough, and martied the only daughter of Edmund 
Marris, Efq. of Stratford, in Effex, a young lady of great merit and beauty, with whom he hada 
very hdndfome fortune. a : : ete 

The fame year, he was appomted Manager of the theatre in Drury Lane, and, at the defire of 
Booth the player, wrdte his firft tragedy of Elfrid, or, the Fair Inconftant, which was favourably 
weceived on the ftage, though he has himfelf defcribed it to be an unpruned wildernefs of fancy, 
with here and there a dower among the leaves, but without any fruit of judgment.” To this play 
» was annexed, in the reprefentation, a dramatic piece, called Tbe Walking Statue ; or, the Devil in the 
Wine Collar: the plot of which is farcical, and the incidents beyond the limits of poffibility. . 

‘The year following, he wrote the opera of Rinaldo, which was performed at the theatre in the Hay. 
(Market, of which he was dire@tor, and met with very great fuccefa. Tho mufic.was the firft that 
Handel compofed after bis arrival in England. 

His genius feems to have been admirably adapted to the bufinefs of the flage ; and while he held 
«the management, he conducted both theatres, highly to the fatisfaion of the public; .but having 
a mifunderftanding with the Duke of Kent, then Lord. Chamberlain, he relinquished it in a few 

thoutha; sand though he way not long after very carneftly folicited by a perfon of the firit diftinc- 
tion, to refume the theatrical direction, he Mill declined it. 

_ Ici probable, however, that neither pride nor refentment were the motives of this refufal, but an 
ardent zeal for general improvement, and the public.good,. which feems to have been his darling 

 paffion, and to which, on different occafions, he facrificed not .only his cafe, but large fums of 
money.: , 

An 9713, he undertook to make’ an olf as fweet 23 that from olives, from beech nuts, and ob- 
tained a patent for the purpofe; but being an undertaking of too great extent for his private for- 
tone, he took a fubfcription of ag,o00 |. on fhares and annuities, in {ecurity of which, he afligned 
over his patent in truft for the fub{cribers, forming 1 Company who were to act in concert with the 
‘patentee, under the denomination of Tbe Bech Oil Companys. . 

\ ‘The fuccefs of this undertaking, at a time when profits were already arifing from it, was fruf- 
trated, by the erroneous warmth and impatience of thofe perfons with whom be was obliged to unite 
himfelf ; and after three years labour and application, came to nothing. \ 1 

* In 1716, he publithed An Impartial State of the Cafe between the Patentee, Annuitants, and Sharers in 
the Beech Oil Company, by which it appeared that all the money that had been employed, had been 
fairly expended for the benefit of the Company, and that the patentee had pot availed himfelf of the 
advantages to which, by the agreement, he had been cotitled. Es ay Se 

After the failure of this project, he was concerned with Sir Robert Montgomery, in a defign for 
eftablifhing 2 plantation in that part of South Carolina, which has fince been extenfively cultivated 
‘under the name of Georgia ; yet, through inequality of bis fortune, it never proved of any advan- 
tagetobim, © 5) wets : : : 
-« Th 1716, he brought on the ftage at Lincaln’s Inn-fields, Tbe Fate! Vifion ; oF, The Fall of Siam, a 
tragedy ; which was acted with fuccefe. The fcene is jaid in Siam, but the fable is fictitious, and 
the characters imaginary. The moral is to expofe the dangerous confequences of giving way to 
rage and rafhnefa of determination. It is dedicated to the two critics, Dennis, and Gildon. He 
‘prefixed. to it this motto fcom Horace, to which he declared his conftant adherence, 

. ‘J not for vulgar admiration write, ‘ 
To be well read, not much, ismy delight. . 
The fame year, he publithed the two ficft books of an epic pocm, called. Gideon, in twelve books, 
on the foundation of the ory of the redemption of Hcael by Gidzon, in the book of Judges; o! 
: hich he afterwards wrote fix books more, which made eight; but did not finith it. 


THE LIEBE OF HICts © 655° 
tn £738; he wrote a poem called Tée Northern Ster, & panegyric on Peter the Great; for which 
“he was afterwards complimented with a gold medal from the Emprefs, Catherine,- according to the® 
Emperor's defire before his death. By an advertifement to the fifth edition of thie poem, printed i in” 
1739, it appears that he was to have wrote the life of Peter, from his papers which were to have 
abeen fent to him; but the death of the Emprefa prevented it. 

In £720, he wrote ‘The Fatal Estrouagance, a tragedy in one act, which he gave to Mr. Jofeph | 
Mitchell, at that time in great diftrefs, and got it ated at the theatre in Lincoln’s Inn-fields, and” 
fupported it on the fuppofed author's third night, with all that ardour of benevolence which con 
ftituted his character. ft was afterwards enlarged into five aéts, and exhibited at Drury Lane, in 
2726, with great fuccefs, It is one of the moft interefting dramas in the Englith language. , 

In 1723, he brought on the ftage, at Drury Lane, his tragedy of Henry V. or, The Conqueft F 
France by the Englifo ; which is jufily efteemed a very good play. The plot and language ‘are in’ 
fome places borrowed from Shak{peare; yet, on the whole, it is greatly altered, and a fecond plot is 
introduced by the addition of a new female charadter, a niece to Lord Scroope, who has been for=* 
merly feduced by the king, ° 

In 1724, for the benefit of a diftreffed officer in the army, he began a periodical paper, called, The 

:Plain Dealer, in conjunction with William Bond, Efg. whom Savage called the two contending. 
powers of fight and darknefe. They wrote by turns, each fix effays; and the chara@er of the work 
was obferved regularly to rife in Hill’s weeks, and fall in Mr. Bond’s# © . ai 

“ Lam particularly indebted” fays Savage, in the preface to his * Mifcellany, “ to the author of 
* The Plain Dealer,’ who was pleafed, in two of his papers (which I entreat his pardon for reprint- 
‘ing before my Mifcellany), to point out my unhappy ftory to the world, with fo touching a hu- 
manity, and fo good an effect, that many perfons of quality, of all ranks, and of both fexes, diftin.. 
guithed themfelyes with the promptnefs he here hinted to the noble minded, and not ftaying till, 
they were applied to, fent me the honour of their fub{criptions, in the moft liberal and handfome. 
manner. 4 ought here to acknowledge feveral favours from Mr. Hill, whofe writings are a fhining 
ornament of this Mifcellany ; but I wave detaining my readers, and beg leave to refer them to a, 
copy of verfes called “ The Friend,” which I have taken the liberty to addrefs to that gentle- 
man,” 

Mallet communicated to Hill the firft tketch of his beautiful baliad of « William and Margaret,” 
originally printed in Tbe Plain Dealer, 5 
"In 1728, he made a journey into the north of Scotland, ‘wiere he had béen about two years be- 
fore, having contracted with the York-Buildings Company, to apply the timber upon their eftates, 
on the river Spey, to the ules of “the navy. In this undertaking, however, he found various ob- 
ftacles ; for when the trees were by his order chained together into floats, the ignorant Highlanders 
refufed to venture themfelves on them down the Spey, till he firft went himfelf, to thow there was, 
no danger. * 
> The rocks in the river were another impediment, which his fagacity and perfeverance overcame = 
by ordering fires to be made on them, where they were moft expofed, and throwing great quanti-- 
ties of water on them, tRey were, by the help of proper tools, broken to pieces, and a free paffage , 
- opened for the floats. 

“ The fhore of the Spey,” fays he, in a letter to his wife, from #Be Golden Groves P Aberiiethy, 
Auguft 18.1738, “ is all covered with mafts, from 50 to’7o feet Jong, which they are daily bring- 
ing out of the wood, with ten carriages, and above a a hundred horfes, and bring down from forty 
to fifty trees a-day, one day with another, 

“ In the middle'of the river lie at anchor, a little fiect of our rafts, which are juit putting off* 
for Findhorn harbour ; and it is one of the pleafanteft fights poffible, to obferve the litele armies 
of men, women, and children, who pour down from the Highlands, to flare at what we have 
been doing.” 

« The undertaking was for fome time carried off with great vigour, and confiderable advantage, - 
sill the directors thought proper to call off the men and horfes from the woods of Abernethy, tg 
tvork their lead mince. 
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‘What private emolument he received from this proje@, is not certainly known ; but, during his 
vwefidence in the Highlands, the Magiftrares of Aberdeen, Invernefs, &c. complimented him with 
_ the freedom of their refpective towns ; and he met with diftinguihed civilities fom the Duke of 

Gordon, and other perfons of rank in that part of the country. His prophetic Verfes, in complis 
‘ment to Scotland, are generally known. 3 % x 
In his return from the north, he {pent fome time in Yorkthire, where his wife then was, with 
fome relations, for the recovery of her health; which afforded an opportunity to fome perfons to 
be guilty of 2 breach of truft, that would have been of very unhappy confequence to, hie fortune; but 
he returned’ time enough to fruftrate their villaincus intentions. 
During his peregrination in the north, he wrote an allegorical poem, intituled, The Progrefi of 
_ Wit, a Caveat for the ufe of an eminent Writer, which gave great uneafinefs to Pope, who had been 
the aggreflor in “ The Dunciad/’ z ; " 
‘About the fame time, he wrote his Advice to the Poets, in which he praifes worthy poetry, cens 
furcs the mnifapplication of poetry in general, and reproves Pope for defcending below his genius, . 
While every meaner art exerts her aim, 
O’er rival arts to litt her queftion’d fame; 
Let half foul'd poets’ flill on poets fall, 
And teach the willing world to {corn them all. - 
But let no mufe, pre-emunent as thine, 
Of voice melodious and of force divine, ne 
Stung by. wits, wafps, ali rights of rank forego, 
And turn and fharl, and bite at every foe; 
No—Jike thy own Uiyfles make no flay, 
Shun monftera—and purfue thy flreamy way. 
fn 1731, he had the affliction to fofe his wife, to whom he had the fincereft and tendereft at. 
tachment. By her he had nine children; four of whom (a fon and three daughters) furvived 
Ba nos a : , 
Her amiable worth and elegant accomplithments are finely delineated by Savage, in his’ verfes 
Fo the Excellent Miranda, Confort of Aaron Hill, Efy. on reading ber Pocms—- 
Each foftening charm of Clio’s fmiling forg, 
Montague’s fuul, which fhines divinely {trong ; 
Thefe blend, with graceful eafe, to form thy rhyme, 
“Tender, yet chafte. fweet-fouriding, yet fublime, 
Wiide m and wit have made thy works their care, 
Each paffion glows, refin’d by precept there; 
"Po fair Miranda's form each grace is kind, “* 
The mufes and the virtues tune thy mind. 


"The thought of the following epitaph for a monument he defigned to ereét over her grave, therigh, - 
pot original, is truly poetical. - = 
7 Enough, cold ftone | fuffice her long-liv’d name, 
‘Words are too weak to pay her virtue’s claim : 
‘Temples, and tombs, and tongues, fhall wafte away, 
And power’s vain Pomp in mould’ring dnft decay, * 
But e’er mankind a wife more perfect fee, 
Eternity, O jime  fhall bury thee. . 

‘The fame year, he brought his tragedy of Arhelaeld upon the ftage in Drory Lane, written on the 
fubje& of his Eifrid; or, Ybe Fair Inconflant. The difference of time and judgment is vifible in 
favour of Athelwold "The language is poetical and Spirited, the charactere chafte and genuine, and 
the defcriptions affeGting and picturefque. “ 2 7 

In 1733, his tragedy of Zara, taken from Voltaire, was aéted for the benefit of Mr. Bond, at 
the Leng-room in Villars Street, York.Buildings, who performed the part of Lufignan, but died 
before the run of the play was over. It was afterwards brought on the ftage at Drury Lane, 
4735, where the part of Zara was played by Mrs. Cibber, being her firft attempt in tragedy, 
This is jullly efleemed que of his beft plays. 
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Sm 1935, he proje&ed 2 pefiodical paper, called The Proapter, defigned to'eorreét the duspor-- 
fedtions of the tage, to which he contributed the papers figned B. 
> In 1736,-his Alaira, or, The Spanifd Infult Repented, a tragedy, taken from Voltaire, was a@ed 
w& Lincoln's lun-fields. This play has been much improved in the Englifh verfion; as was gene+ 
pully acknowledged by Voltaire himfelf the language is nervous and forcible, hut it abounds in 
declamation, rather than paflion, which, however ftrongly it may be fupported, renders it-tedious to 
an Englifh audience, . z= 
An 1737, he publifhed The Tears of the Mufes, a fatire, which he callsa “ Species of Poetry that 
gan only be reconciled to humanity by the general benevolence of its purpofe, attacking particulars 
_ for the public advantage.” : : 
+ In 1738, he publithed An Inquiry inte the merit of Affiffination, with a-vlew to the Character of Cafer's 
on whofe death he had written a tragedy the year before, named The Roman Revenge, which was 
adted at the theatre in Bath, 1753, with fuccefs, “ The tragedy,” fays Bolingbroke, to whom it 
‘was dedicated, “ is finely wrote; the chara@ters are admirably well drawn, the fentiments are noble, 
beyond the power of words, and the expreffion, dignified as it is, canadd nothing to their fubii 
By infcribing to me one of the nobleft dramas that our language, or any age.can boaft, you tranf. 
mit my character to pofterity with greater advantage, than.any J could have given it” 
\. About this time, he withdrew himfelf from the world, and fettled at Plailtow in Eff-x, where 
fhe devoted himfelf entirely to his ftudy, family, and garden ; and the perfection of many profitable 
improvements; one of which’ only he lived to complete, though not to reap any benefit from it 
himfelf, the Art of making Pot Aj, equal to that brought from Ruflia. 
. In his folitude he wrote an heroig poem, called The Funciad, infcribed to the Duke of Marl- 
borough, 1743, Tbe Impartial, a poem, inferibed to Lord Carteret; a poem upon Faith, 174%, 
the Art of Adling, a pocm, dedicated to Lord Chefterfield, 17475 a tract on War, and another on 
agriculture, which he left anfinifbed, with feveral other pieces. ‘ 
- In 1749, he revifed the eight books he had finithed of his epic poem, called Gideon, and publithed 
three of the books to which he gave the title of Gideon, or, The Patriot, with a dedication to Lord 
Bolingbroke; in which he accounts for the alterations he’ had made fince the fir publication of 
two books, 

He alfo adapted to the Englith flage, Voltaire’s tragedy of Merope, which was acted at Drury- 
Lane, 1749, with’ great applause, and was the laft work he lived to complete. © : 

This play, which he has made entirely his own, by his manner.of tranflating it, Nill continues to 
‘be adted with applaule, and the ufe which has been made of the defign, in “ Barbaroffa, Crevfe, 
Douglas,” &c, affords a ftrong evidence in ité favour. - ; P ‘ aa 

He juft lived to fee his tragedy introduced to the public, and ‘to write a dedication to Lord 
Bolingbroke, in which there is 4 melancholy prefage of his approaching diffolution, 





Cover’d in fortune’s fhade I reft reclin’d, 

My griefs all filent, and my joys refign’d 5 

‘With patient eye life’s evening gloom furvey, 

Nor fhake th’ out haftiog fands, nor bid them flay 5 
Yet while from life my fetting profpedts fly, 

Fain would my mind’s weak offspring thun to die; 
Fain would their hope fome light through time explore, 
The name’s kind paffport, when the man's no morc; 


Mallet had made intereft with the Prince of Wales, to have it performed for his benefit; bat 
“the day before it was, by the command of the Prince, to have been reprefented, he died, Feb. 8. 
2749-50, before he had completed his 68th year, as it is faid, in the very minute of the earthquake, 
after enduring a twelvemonth’s torment of body, with great fortitude and refignation, 
He was buried in the fame grave with his wife, in the great cloifter of Weftminfter Abbey, near 
Lord Godolphin's tomb, : : CAG Sc » 
Vou. Yi. t 
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the vontraty. But I don’t fee how the annotator to the Dunciad could have rectified that miftake 
publicly, without particularifing your name in a book, where 1-thought it too good to be ine ” 
“Ferted, &e?" 7 
.¢ I fhoald imagine,” he adde, in another place, “ the Dunciad meant you a real compliment, and 
fo it has been thought by many, who have afked to whom that paffage made that oblique panegyric, 
As to the notes, I.any weary of telling a great truth ; which is, that I am not the auchor of them; 
though {love truth fo well, as fairly to teil you, I think even that note a commendation, and 
frould think myfelf not ill uled to bave the fame words faid of me—=But I afk you not to believe this, 
except you are vaitly inclined to it. I will come clofer to the point; would you have the note lef 
out? It falls», Would you have it exprefely faid you were not meant? Yt fhall, if 1 have any influence 
on the editers.”” . 

“ As to your oblique panegyric,” fays Hill,“ 1 am not ander fo:blind an attachment to the god» 
defs I was devoted to in the Dunciad, but that I knew it was a commendation, though a dirtier one 
than I withed for; ho am neither fond uf fome of the company in which I was lifted, the noble 
seward for which { was to become a diver, the allegorical muddinefs in which 1 was to try my tkill, 
mor the infticuter of the games you were fo kind to allow me a fhare in.” ra 
« © Your offer is very kind,” he adds, “ te prevail on the editor of the Dunciad to leave ont the 
note, or declare that wae not meant in it; but I am fatisfied :—It is over, and deferves no more 
your application.” . 

- ‘The controverfy ended in a perfe@ reconcifiation ; and Pope ever afterwards treated Hill with a 
egree of refpedt, that implied a fenfe of faperiority, bordering on reverence. : se 
sThe paffage in the Dunciad relating to Hill, ftands thus in the later editions + 


Then * effay’d; fearce vanith'd out of fight, &c, 


‘With this note under it. A gentleman of genius and fpirit, who was fecretly dipt in fome papers 
of this kind, on whom our poet beftows a panegyric inftead of a fatire, as deferving to be bettgr 
employed than in party quarrels, and perfonal invectives.” 
. Asa great aud general writer, Hill mutt be allowed to ftand in a very exalted’ rank of . merit. 
Tis tragedies, particularly Zere and Merope, are generally known and admired, ' His poems feens 
not to have hitherto obtained fo much notice as they deferve.. Dr. Warton has unjuitly reprefented 
fim as “an affeGted and fuftian writer,” who, ‘ by fome means or other, gained Pope's confidence 
qand friendfhip.” Although it may be allowed, that the rigid corre&nefs with which he conftantly 
~ ‘se-perafed his compofitions for alteration, the frequent ufe of compound epithets, fingularity of fen- 
timent, bold experiments in language, and an ordo verborum peculiar to himfclf, have juftly faid him 
open to the charge of being, in fome places rather too turgid, and in others fomewhat ftiff and 
obfcure; yet, the nervous power, force, and weight of fentiment, opulence of imagery, and intrinfie 
: fterling fenfe with which bis writings abound, amply atone for the harthnefs of the ftyle, and the pe~ 
woliarity of the didion, They are evidently the production of a genius truly poetical’; they have 
jan air of originality, which has no refemblance of any contemporary writer; and the verfification and 
fentiments have a caft peculiar to themftlves, which cannot be fuccefsfully imitated. The images 
are animated, though fomctimes indiftin&t; the defcriptions forcible, though fometimes quaifft ; 
the Janguage clevated, though fometimes forced; and the numbers majeftic and flowing, though 
Sometimes encumbered and Jluggifh. His faults are, not want of fire or enthufiafm, of which he has 
an ample fhare; but an elaborate exaQnefs of language, that rather obfcures than heightens the 
= ‘beauty and force of the thought, and a ftudied refinement of {entiment, fupported by the utmo® 
_ effort of language, which has more magnificence than fublimity, more digaity than grace, ge 
In extenuation of his faults, ic ought to be obferved, that the verfatility of his genius was unfa- 
pourable to the attainment of excellence; and thae he cultivated poetry only asa relaxation from 
fhe ftudy of hiftory, criticifm, geography, phyfic, commerce, agricglture, war, law, chemiftry, and. 
futural philofophy, to which he devoted the greateft part of histime. 
# 4s all events,” fays he, “ 1 will be caly, who ave na better reafon to with well to poctry, 
Tey. 
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than my love for a miftrefs 1 fhall never be married to; for, whenever T grow ambitious, I thalf. 
with to build higher, and owe my memory to fome-occafion of more importance than my writ< 
ings.” 

Of the poetical pieces which he at different times compofed, the prefent colleen exhibits but & 
fmall number. The epic pocm of Gideon, his greatest work, has been omitted, for a reafon whick 
he haa himfelf given, in-one of his letters to Clio, the poetical name of the celebrated Mrs. Sanfom 5 
“Te will require a good fliare of your patience, for it is a very Jong one.” I will have it writ fair, 
book by book, for your Perufal, if you have courage enough t refolve on going through with fo 
formidable a mortification, agto pick out the fine things of the {tory from the du/f ones of the avthor.* 
Yt has been praifed by Savage ; aud mutt be’allowed to have fome fine paflages ; but the meafure i is 
injudiciowfly chofen, and the flory tedious and uninterefting. All the riches of poetic diGion are ree 
quired to inveft epic poetry in fuiteble fplendor ; but it rejedts the variety of meafure which is appros 
priated te lyric compofition, The Fenciad is net liable to th: fame obje@ions; but a copy of it could 
not be procured, An epitode from Gideci:, is inverted among his Original Poems, (Pe. but the Faniady 
and many of his earlier pieces, are cmitted in the collection of his works. 

‘1 The litt of his pieces which have been felected for republic. fon, might perhaps have been auge 
mented without any injury-to his reputation; but, it ‘is hoped, the felection, imperfedt as it’ ia, 
when every dedugtion is made which criticifm requires; will make good his claini to more notied 
than he has hitherto obtained, and juftify the revival of his writings. *"** 

Tt confifts of picces in various kinds of compofition, Serious, fentimental, humorous, fatirical, 
deferiptive, and amatory, which have all wise * prighter paffages ; ‘bue require no sifting confideras 
tion, nor particular eriticifm. —” 

On the charaGter of Hill, it is unneselfery:t to enlarge, as the teftimonies to his merit, by Boling. 
broke, Pope, Chefterfield, Voltaire, Thomfon, Mailet, Savage, Richardfon, Sewell, Dyer, Field. 
ing, Victor, and Garrick, are fufficiently known to the general readers of Englith poetry. The 
following complimentary epigram by Richardfon does not appear extravagant; and it is hoped this 
article will not be thought too long, when it is remembered that Hill, however neglected in later 
, days, was celebrated by the molt eloquent of bis poetical contemporaries, and commended by the 
” excellent author of “ Clariffa,” and “ Sir Charles Grandifon.”* . 





When noble thoughts with language pure unite, 

to give to kindred excellence its right, 

Though uvencumber'd with the clogs of rhime, 
Where tinkling founds, fer want of meaning chime, 
Which fike the rocks in Shannon’s midway courfe, + 
Divide the fenfe and interrupt its force ; 

‘Well may we judge fo ftrong aud clear a rill, 

Flows higher from the Mufes’ facred Fun, . 
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- MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.” 


TO CLIO. 
Swar’p in entangling mazes of thy charms, 
‘Peach me to fhake thefe filky chains away = 
» Slow, thy fweet force, my ftubborn mind difarms, 
“Villew'n ambition bends beneath thy fway. 
What fhall | do to free my ftruggling foul, 
Bow'd to the foft’ning bias of thy Jong ?” 
As circling ftraws in whitlwinds driving roll, 
So are my hurry’d paffions {wept along. 
Fool as ¥ was!—t felt thy diftane fire, 
E’er from thofe eyes it flath’d undying flame; - 
Yet fure, faid I---for once---I may afpire, 


“and view that heav'n whence all this bright-) 


nefs came, 
So the light cork that on the Thames’ fmooth fide 
: Embay’d, glides buoyant, and juft ikims the 
__ fhore, i 
Edyes, ambitious, to the rapid tide, 
And rafiing down the ftrcam returns no more, 
Late my free thoughts, unbounded as the air,’ [ficy; 
Could, with an eye beam’s fwiftnels, feale the 
‘Wander in ftarry worlds, and buly’d there, 
From human cares and human paflions fly. 
Down to dark earth’s deep centre could I roam,, 
And through her chafmy lab’rinths wind my 
way; : . 
See gold unripen’d in its dufky home, ° 
And mark how {prings in veiny bendings ftray. 


Oft as th’ alarming trumpet ftruck my ear, [rofe, 
Or the big drum's dead beat hoarfe-thund’ring 
My fammon'd foul fprusg out to war's with’d 
{phere, 
And plang’d me in the ranks of fancy’d foes.” 
‘Wide as unmeafur’d nature’s tracklefs fpace, 
Untir’d imagination reitels flew ; 
Difdain'd to fix oa object, or oa place, 
And every moment fome frefh labour knew. 
Clio was then unfeen, unread, unknown je 
Now, lovely tyrant, the ufurps my mind; 
Devoted fancy vows itfelf her own: : : 
_éend my whole thought is to one theme confin’d. 
et, pow'rful as the is---fhe doubts her lays; | 
Bind, like the fun, to her owa blazing flame, 


| Millions shall lend the king the poet's fame; 


| Tranfports the li’nifig'foul---engrofies pratfe; 


Yet humbly wifhes--an immortal name, 
Oh: that 1 could but live, till that late day 

When Clio’s unremember’d name fhall die’ 
Then fhould I hope full leifure to difplay 

Thofe unborn deeds which in my bofom lie, 
Bat, as it is, our fleeting fands fo faft 

Ebb to their end, and tead us to decay, 
‘That ere we learn to fee, our daylight’s paft, 

And, like a melting mift, life fhrinks away, 


TO MR. POPE.” 


Tue glow-worm {eribblers, of a feeble age, 

Pale twinklers of an hour, provoke my rage ¢ 

In each dark hedge we ftart an infed fire, . 
Which lives by night and muft at dawn expire, 
Yet fuch their number, that their fpecks combine, 


And the unthinking vulgar {wear they fhine. 


Ports are prodigies, fo greatly rare, = 
‘They fcem the tafks of heaven, and buile with carez ~ 
Like funs unquench’d, unrivali'd, and fublime, 


| They roll immortal o’er the waftes of time: 


Ages in vain clofe round, and fnatch in fame, 
High over all fill dhifes the poet’s name + 
Lords of a life, that {corns the bounds of breath, 
They ftretch exiftence-—and awaken death, ‘ 
Pride of their envy’d climes! they plant renown, 
‘That fhades the monarch’s by the mufe’s crown ; 
‘To fay that Virgil with Auguflus fhin’d, e 
Does honour tu the lord of half mankind, 
So, when three thoufand years have wan’d away, 
And Pope is faid to’ve liv’d when George bore 
tway, 


And blefs, implicit, the fupported name. 

. STUNG BY A NETTLE. 
Revencr, you fee, is fure, though fometimes flows 
Vake this—'tis all the pain I'd have you knew ! 


There's odds enough yet left betwixt our fmart, 
| fting your fingers, and you fting my heart. 


THE SNUFFERS. 


Desets'p and worthlefs though I feem to he, 
Yon aew-top’d dames cwe their beit light to mes” * 
. Teil 
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‘Though fcom’d—you fee T eat do fervice ftill ! At Hrael’s call, th’ Almighty’s thunder hur?’ 
Some good lies hid in every feeming it, From Paran’s fummit hook the aftonifh'd world 
And hence let fortune’s fav’rites learn to know, The flaming heav’ns blaze dreadful through cha 
‘Phat virtue’s virtue though in rags it go, _ fy, z i 
And earth’s dark regions gleam heneath his eye. 
High, in his undetermin’d hands, he bore (fores 
Judgment’s heap’d horn, and mercy's ftruggling~ 
Meagre before hinx, death, pale horror, trod! 4 
And, grinning thadowy, watch’d the Aloiighty 
elke as ‘ 


TO A SATIRICAL YOUNG LADY. 


Forstan, loud thing! ta live in langh and jet, 
‘Wit is like love—the fofteft is the belt! 

If thou, by this, wouldft lively thought prockim, 
Hf empry praife is thy-wild fancy’s aim ; 

A while this falt may feafon fingle life, * 
But no man’s tafte approves a piquant wife. 

Be wifey and match, and charm by judgment’s aid, 
Or witty, and defpis’d, and die—a maid, * 

So the thin razors which young learners pleafe, , 
Grow notch’d and edgelefs, by unmark’d degrees, 
‘Till worn and blunted, by too frequent ufe, 
‘Th’ experienc’d hand detedts the fteel’s abufe ; 
‘Then cheaply thrown afide, they gather duft,. 
Like thee neglected, till confum’d by rut, 









ads 
Gath’ring beneath his feet flath'd light’nings broke,, 
And the aw’d mountain fiook, conceal’d in fmoke. 
He ftood; and, while the meafur’d earth he ey'd,. 
The ftarting nations dropp'd their confcious pride; 
High-boafting Cufhan ftruck her tents, in fhame, 
And Midian groan'd beacath repented fame, 
He mov'd; and, from their old foundations rent, 
The everlafting hills before him bent; 
He ftept; and all th” uprifing mountains ftray 
And roll in earthquakes, to efcape his way: 
From their enormous chafms, with roaring tide 
Earth-cleaving rivers fpout, and deluge wide : 
The fea, alarm’d, climb’d fat, its God to fpyy 
And im outrageous triumph fwept the fky, 
Confcious of wrath divine, the fan grew pale, 
, And o’er his radiance drew a gloomy veil. ‘ 

Thus.did my God (to fave th’ endanger’d land) 
| March forth, indignant, with vindictive hand ; 

This, when I bear, chill blafts my foul o’erfpreadgé* 
And my Jips quiver with the rifing dread : 
Trembling all o’er, my limbs I faintly draw, 

, And my bones crumble with ideal awe. [yields 
Now, though the’ fig-tree ne'er fhould bloffora 
Though fterile coldnefs curfe th’ unrip’ning field 3. 
‘Though vines and olives fail their Joady cheer 5+ 
y | Nor fainting herds ont-live the pining year; 

And’ change earth’s darknefs for eternal day’: F Yet fhalt my foul in God's fure aid rejoice, 3! 
From their blifs-circled feats, perhaps, they view | And earth’s High Sov'reign claim my heav'a~ 
Thefe humblex regions,. which themfelves once |. tun’d voice, 

; knew, {kind, 
And féll'd with thoughts, which make the angels 
Pity the pledges they have left behind. 

*Tis true, the lof’ you mourn is vaftly great, 
But in that lofé your country fhares your fate; 
The public gaod her withes would have done; 

Made ev'ry man in ev’ry land her fon : 

‘Titence, lovely mourners! give us leave to prové, 
‘We ought’ to fhare your grief, who fhar’d your 
motlier’s love. 

Yet may all parties make their forrow left, 
And yeu, and we, concern enough exprefs; - 
You niay: with comfort cafni your rvfled mind; 
‘Fo think your mother Jeft her cares behind ; 

And we, though lofers, fhould be thankful too,’ © 
Since we are {till left rich, poileffing you, 





TO THE EXCELLENT DAUGHTERS 
OF A DECEASED LADY. 
Wry thoutd ye thus, to prove but vainly kind, 
And a weak body to a fickly mind? 
Could but your pious grief recal her breathy 
Or tears of duty win her backfromdeath, 
‘We would not blame the pafiion you exprefs, 
But hare it with you, if *twould make it lefs! 
But oh! when certain death’s uncertain hour 
Exerts his known, his unrefited pow’r; 
When we are {ummon'd from our cares below, 
To joyr which living merit muft not know; 
When fouls, like your dear mother’s, quit thoir 
‘clay, 


Tur 
MUSE's EXPOSTULATION WITH ALADY, 


Who denied berfelf the freedom of Friendppip, from tow. 
delicate an apprebenfion of the World's miftakin Cenfires: 


O son to pity woes, yet form’d-to give; 

Shut from whofe prefence ’twere a pain to live? 
Who make:all converfe tedious bet your own ;: 
And, that withheld, leave the forfaken none. ; 
Urg’d by: what motives would you wifh to fhun 
"Phe fight and voice of him whofe foul you woa 
On what falfe fears does this cold flight depend 2~ 
What fancy'd foe does prudence apprehend ?* 


“When bodies only afe:to bodies dear,” 
‘Phe danger there confifts in being near ; 
And when the fair the foft contagion [py, 

* | Diferetion’ calls *em—and ’tis wife to fly. 
"| But where affociate fpirits catch the flame,- 
Plight is a cruel, and a fruielefs aim. “ 
Souls have no fexes; and if minds agree,- 
Barting is dying, to fet- fancy free. 2 
Nor let miftaken virtue wrong tle Breall, 
‘That opens kindly to fo weet a guch s. 


* PARAPHRASE 
‘GN THR THIRD CHAPTER OF HABAKKUKs 

top, of my fathers: ftretch thy oft-try’d hand,. 
And yet, once more, redeera thy chofen land: 
Once more, by wonders, make thy glories knowmy 
And, midi thy anger, be thy mercy fhown ! 
©, Ihave heard thy dreadful actions told, 
And wy foul burns thy tegrore to unfold! i 


MISCELLANEOUS. POEMS, 


ANS: fhints ‘in heav’s a purer warmth exprefs, 
Than reafon fcels, when touch'd by cendernela, 
Relenting wifdom dtgnifies defire, 

TAnd rais'd ideas fan the bright’ning fire; 
UGH the white fame, alcessting to the iky, 
Spreads its low fmoke in envy's darken’d eye, 





*, “Whence grew focigty, fo with'd an art, 
If the mind’s elegance betrays the heart ? 
Were it acrime in fla 
And ftrike each other throu, h the m 





ting eyes? 


"Thofe op’ning windows had not let in light, > 


Nor ftream’'d ideas out, to voice the fight, . 


. Why are you form’d fo pow’rfal in your charms, 
fbeausy eught to By the with i: warms? 
ainly did heav'’n imfpire that tuneful ToUgUes 
With notes morg fwect than ever feraph sung : 
f, juitly, all that harrauny you hide, 
Your mutic ulclefs, and its pow’ r antry’d, 
Have wit and eloquence. in vain confpir'd, - 
And giv'’n you brightnefs, but to fhine retir’d 2+ 
}tui you be lovelieit, yet be never thown? 
‘Than all be wifer, yet be heard by none} 
Oh, ’tis too delicate !—'tis falfcly nice, 
‘fo bar the heart againit the mind’s advice. - 


* Bot you will fay that honour’s call you hear} 
That fame ia tender—reputation dear ; 

* sThat from the world’s malignant blaft yeu fly, 
. Fear the fool's tongue, and the difcerner’s eye, 
The fpleen of difappoineed withes dread, 

; Or envy’s whilpers, by detraction fpread? 
" Alas! what bounds can limit your retreat? 
‘Where will fought fafety reft your flying feet ? .. 
Is there a corver in the globe fo new, 
‘That malice will not find as fare as you ? * 
‘The very flight that fhuns, attrads the wrong ? 
Z Wery cenfure fear’d, you force along. [Tay, 
There's caufe, no doubt, for her retreat, they'll 
© A fearlefs innocence had dar'd to ftay !"* 
' Seandal has, either way, an edge to flrike, 
And wounds diftinton every where alike : 
Superior excellence is doom'd tu bear a 
he ftings of fland’rous hate, and rafh defpair : % 
- “Tig the due tax your rated merit pays, . 
And ev'ry judging car will call it praife, 





-Think-~and be kind—convert this fruitlefs pain 
Te a fix'd firmnefs, and a calm difdain. A 
Since cautious abfence can no more be free 

From falfe reproach, than prefent files will be, 


Diffufe thofe gifts which heay’n defign’d fhould | 


ptefe, 
Nor let their greatnefs make their pity leds. 
Indulging freedom ev'ry fear difarm, | 
And, with a concious {corn of fiander, charni. 
Bold ii in your guarded ftrength your heart unbind, 
And to be fafe-.-fuppofe yourfelf all mind. 


Yee neediefs that! fince fuch refpedt you draw, 
hat ev'n your tendernefs isarm'd with awe; | 
Permitted love would filently admire, 
And a foft rev’rence tremble through "defire s 
The warmeft wifttes, when infpir'd by you, | 
Strike-—-but as heav’nly infpirations do. 
‘The op’ning heart makes room for joys, refin'ds: 
ed ov'l "ry grote idea Shrinks behind, 





$53 

You need not then the ‘gentle found reje8, 
Should love's fear’d name be given to foft refpe&s 
When ill-diftinguifh’d meanings are the fame, 
How poor the diff’rence which they draw from 
: name! | x ne 
There are, in love, th’ extremes of touch’d defire, 
The nobleft brightnels, or the coarfelt fire! * 
To vulgsr bofoms vulgar wifhes move ; 
Nature guides choicr, and, as men think, they loves 
But whea a pow’r like yours impels the wound, 
Like the clear capfe, the bright effect is founds! 
In the loofe pafliun, men profane the-name, 
Miftake the purpofe, and pollute the flame + 
In nobier bofoins, friendthip’s formoit takes, 
And fex alone, the lovely diff’reuce makes. 
Tove’s generous warmth docs reafon’s Pow *s difs 

lay, 

And alk defire; 2% tight embodies day. 

Love is to life what colour is to form? 
Plain drawings oft are juft, but never warm.: 
Love, in a blaze of tints, his light’ning throws $ 
‘Chen the form quickens, and the figure dows, 





AN EPIGRAM, « 


Cecio by fine Verfes on @ Monument in Wy - 
ae Abbey. 


How loft this pomp of verfe! how vain the hope; 
That thought can dwell on Craggs, in view of 
Pope! 
When upon Rubicon’s fam’d bank isfhowa . 
Czefar’s prefs’d foot, on the remember’d ftane ; .. 
No traveller once,afks the quarry’s name, : 
Whence the coarfe grit, by chance diftinguith’d 
came: 

But thinks, with reverence, here great Julius trod, 
And hails the foottep of a Roman gor ' 


TO MRS. L-——R, 


PLAYING ON A BASS VIO: 


Ware o'er the dancing chords your fingers fly;.~: 
And bid them live, till they have made us die; . > 
Trembling, in tranfport, at your touch they fprings 
As if there dwelt a heart in every firing.” 
Your voice, foft rifing, through the feoginea ‘a 
notes, . 
‘The marry’d harmony, united, floats ; 
Two charms, fo join’d, that they compofe but ones 
Like heat aud brightnefs from the felf-fame fun. 
The wifhful viol would its wealth retain, 
And, fweetiy confcious, hugs the pleafing pain, 
Envious, forbids the warbling j joys to roll, 
And, mutmring inward, fwells i its founding foul. 
Proud of its charming pow'r, your tuneful bow, 
Floats o’er the chords majeftically flow ; 
Carelefs and foft, calls out a tide of art, 
And, in a ftorm of mufic, drowns the heart. - 
Se when that god, who gave you all your dilly 








To angel forms (like yours) intrufts his will, 2 
Calm they defcend,-fome new-meant world tp 
found, 


And, fmiling, fee creation rifing round: tes 


Ke iiij 


the. THE ‘WORKS OF HILL. 


- THE CHANGE; —" 
TO THE LOVELY CAUSE OF IT, 


Sweet enflaver! can you tell, 

Ere I learnt to love fo well, 

How my hours had wings to move, 
All unbufied by my love ! 

*Yis amazement now to me, 

‘What could then a pleafure be ! 
But you, like God, new fenfe can give, 
And now, indeed, I feel 1 live, 

Oh! what pangs his breaft alarm, 
‘Whom foul and body join to charm! 
Endlefs tranfports dance along, 
Sweerly foft! or nobly ftrong ! 
Framing fancy ! cool refledtion ! 
Fierce defire! and aw’d fubjeRion ! 
Aching hope! and fear encreafing ! 
Struggling paffions, never ceafing ! 
Withing ! trembling ! foul adoring + 
Ever bleftyand ftill imploring, 

Let the dull, the cold, and tame, 
AN thofe dear diforders blame ; 

‘Tell em that in honour's race, _. 
Charm'd by fome fuch heav'aly face, 
Lovers always forémoft ran; “2 
Love’s a fecond foul to man, 

Eale is languid, low, and bales 

Love excites a generous chafe : 
Glory! wealth! ambition! wit! 
‘Thoughts for boundlefs empire fit! 
All at love’s approach are fir’d, 
Bent more ftruvg, and never tir'd, 
He who feels not love’s {weet pain 
Lives at eafe—but lives in vain !. 

Little dream you what is due, 
Angel form! to love and you: / 
*Tis from you I joy poflefs ; 

*Tis by you my grief grows lefs: 
Sadly peafive, when alone, 
J the fhades of life bemoan ; 
Jf fome voice your name impart, 
Care lies Jighten’d at my heare ; 
Ev'ry woc difarms its thing, 
nd 1 laok down on Britain’s king. 
= When my fancy brings to view 
‘Works which wealth and pow’r can do; 
All my fpurr’d excitements wake, 
And fortune charms me for your fake. 
Oh! J cry—'twere heaven poffer, 
To make her great who made me bleft. 
‘Jn the morning when 1 sife, 
If the fon-ihine {trikes my eyes, 
All thac pleafys in his view, 
_ Is my hope to look on you, 

When the fable fweep of night. 
Browns diftinion from my fight, 

1 no inward darknefs find; 
You are day-light to.my mind. 
° All my dreams are lives of joy,: 
| Which, in waking, I deftroy : 
: You, a flave to cuftom made, x 
Are of forms and rules afraid-: 
But your happier image, free- 
Brom fantahtictyranny 5 








Independent, kind, «0. wen, 

Scorus reftraint, and knows no ties, 

Oh! the dear, the racking pains. : 
Who that ileeps thus would wake agais.. 


A SONG, 


On! forbear to bid me flight her, 
Soul and fenfes take her part; 
Could my death itfelf delight her, 
Life fhould leap to leave my heart. © 
Strong, though foft, a lover’s chain, 
Charm’d with woe, and pleas’d with pain. 
Though the tender flame were dying, 
Love would light it at her eyes; 
Or, her tuneful voice applying, 
Through my ear my foul furprife. 
Deaf, I fee the fate lfhuny ~~ 
Blind, U hear I am undone, 


gi 
A SONG. 


Now ponder well, ye hufbands dear, 
The fate of wives, too bright; 

A woeful caufe you have to fear, 
‘Their day will turn to night. 


At firft all gay, and rais'd with joy, 
They charm the poor man’s heart; 

With {miling eyes they {port and toy, 
And gild the nuptial dart. 


But ah! too foon they quench their fires 
(Alas! good hearer, weep) : 
Then gape, and ftretch, and yawn, and tire, 

And hum their fouls to flecp, : 


HINT FROM SOME OLD VERSES, 
On a Stone in Stepney Churchwall. 


Two thoufand years, ere Stepney had a name, 
In Carthage wails I fhar’d the punic fame; 
There to the ftrongett, added {trength I lent; | ~ 
And proudly propp’d the world’s beft ornament. 
Now. to cold Britain a tern tranfport thrown, * 
I piece a church-yard pile unmark'd, unknown ¢ 
Stain’d, and half funk in dire, my feuipture lies, 
And moulders, like the graves which round me 
rife. [claim, 
Oh! think, blind mortals! what frail duft you 
And Jaugh at wealth, wit, beauty, pow’r, and 
fame; 7 : 
Short praife, can fleeting hopes like yours fupply, 
Since times, and tongucs, and tow'rs, and empires 


die.” 





ON CLIO’S BIRTH-DAY. 


O’rr the blue violet, while the amorous wind 
Bends and perfumes his wings, to fan this day$ 

Why has pale ficknefs winter’d o’et my mind, 
And, with chill agues, check’d the warmth of ' 

May? 

Is it not Ciio’s birth-day ?—Toil of thought! 
Height beyond all that e’er ambition trod. 

Sum of refin’d defire! by angels tanght, 

To look, and think, and act a female god? 

+ * = aaa 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


Gh: my rapt foul fits trembling in my eyes, 
Starting, impatient, at her pow’rful name : 

Dearer than life, to that {weet found it flies, 

; And health’ rides refy on the living fame. 

W2k'd into fadden ftrength, 1 blaze again, 

. Love, the reftorer, drefs'd in Clio’s {mile, 

‘Triumph’d o’er nature, gave delight to pain, 
Swecten’d affliction, and could death beguile.. 

May joys unnumber'd, as the charmer’s {weeta, 
Bicfa this revolving day's eternal round ; 

Till the proud world its dawn with rapture greeta, 
Confcious of her who made it firft renowa’d.. 

Long-—let *em fay—long ere our father’s days, 
Three thoufand years ago, on this {weet day, 

That Clio, whom contending nations praife, 
Embloom'd, by her fweet birth, the firft of May. 

Britain, illuftrious by the ftarry lot, 
Far ia the north, diftinguith’d ifland, lies, 

Now known by later names—oh, envy’d {pot ! 
Why did the not in our warm climates rife? 

Sure fhe was heav’nly grac’d ; for to this hour, 
After fuch length of ages roll’d away, 

Fame of her charms, augments her fexed pow’r, 
And her thought’s luftre gives our wits their 


Sway, F 
TO A LADY, 
“DESIRING WER LETTERS MIGHT NOT BE 
; EXPOSED. - ~ 


No!’ thou beft foul that e’er this body knew, 
Unhappy J may be, but not untrue. 

Bleft, or unblett, my love can ne'er decay, 

Nor could {, where [ could not love, betray. 
Cold, and unjuft, the fhocking caution kills, 
-And, in one meaning, {pots me o'er with ills, 
Silent, as facred lamps, in bury’d urns, 

‘The confcious flame of lovers inward burns: 

Life fhould be torn, and racks be ftretch’d in vain, 
And vary’d tortures tire their fruitlels pain, 

Ere but a thought of mine fhould do thee wrong, 
Or fpread thy beautics on the public tongue. 


Yet thou canft fear me—oh ! be loft the fhame, | 


Nor heap difhonour on my future name ! 

Have [heen never lov'd ?—yct, cruel, tell, 
‘Whom J betray’d to thee, though lov’d fo well? 
‘Take thy {weet mifchief back, their charms erafe, 
Oh! leave me poor, but never think me hafe, 
Not ¢’en when death fhall veil thy Marry eyes, 
Shall thy dear letters from my athes rife; 

Fix’d to my heart, the grave fhall give em room 
‘To charm my waking foul in worlds to come. 
While in my verfe, with far more faint effay, 
‘Thy wenders I to after times convey; : 
Tell thy vaft heav'a of fweets, and fing thy name, 
Till, fir’d by thee, whole kingdoms catch thy dame. 


EPITAPH ON SIR ISAAC NEWTON. 


More than his name were lels.—~'Fwould feem 
to fear, [here, 

He who increas’d heav’n’s fame could want it 

Yet when the funs he lighted up fhall fade, 

And all the worlds he found are firft decay'd ; 


oS 
Then void and wate eternity fhall lie, 
And time and Newton's name together die. 


TO MR. DYER, ON HIS ATTEMPTING 
CLIO’s PICTURE. 


Sout of your honour'd art ! what man can do 

In copying nature may be reach’d by you: 

Your peopling pencil a new world can give, 

And, like Deucalion, teach the ftones to live. 

From your creating hand a war may flow, 

And your warm ftrokes with breathing adtion . 
glow: Ave 

But, from that angel'form to catch the grace. 

And kindle up your ivory with her face ; 

All unconfum’d to fnatch the living fire, 

And limn th’ ideas which thofe cyes infpire s 

Strong to your burning circle to confine 

That awe-mix'd fweetnef, and that air divine; 

That fparkling foul, which lightens from withia, 

And breaks in ufpoke meanings through her ficim 

This, if you can—hard tafk, and yet unprd'd 

Then fhall you be adorn’d, as now belov'd. 

Then fhall your high-afpiring colours find 

The art to piQure thought and paint the wind: 

Then fhail you give air thape, imprifon fpace, 

And mount the painter to the maker's place, 


WHITEHALL STAIRS; 


Faom Whitehail Stairs, whence oft, with diftant-. 
‘view, - 

I've gaz’d whole moon.thine hours on hours awag, ° 

Bicit but to fee thofe roofs which cover'd you, 

And watch’d beneath what ftar you fleeping lay, 
Launch’d on the fmiling ftream, which felt my 
. hope 

And danc'd and quiver'd rourtd miy gliding boat, 

T came this day to give my tongue free fcope, 


| And vent the paifion which my looks denote. 


To tell my dear, my foul-difturbing mufe, ~ 
{But that’s a name can fpeak but halt her charms’ 
How my full heart does my pen’s aid refafe, 
And bids my voice defcrihe my foul’s alarms, 


‘To tell what tranfports your latt letter gave, 
What heav'ns were open’d in your foft complaint 
To tell :---what pride [ take, ta be your flave, 
And how-triumphant love difdains reftraint, ° 

But when I mifs’d you, and cook boat again; 
The fympathetic fun condol’d my woe; 

Drew in his beams, to mourn my pity'd pain 
And bid the thadow’d ftream benighted flow. 

Sudden, the weeping fkies unfluic’d their ftore 
And torrents of big tears unceafing thed :” : 
Sad I drove downward to a flooded fhore, 
And, difappointed, hung my dripping head. 

Landed at length, 1 fable coffer drink,: 

And ill furrounded by a noily tribe,” 
Scornful of what they do, or fay, or think, 
f, rapt in your dear heav'n, my lofs deferibe. 


TO YHE SAME, 


Yes---now ‘tis time to die---defpair come’ on; 
Who keeps the hody when the foul is gone? ~ 


ee . THE WORKS OF HILL 
She feteeefair light, that fhow’d me all my joy, .; Cley’d the fick reader from the work retiréty 


And, like the fun’s, her abfence myft dcttroy. And e’cr the writer dies his fame expires, 

She, who once wept my fancy'd lofs of breath, |. 

Now, crimelefs murd’rcr! gives me real death. * F TO MRS. T~——F- 
Yet have a care, touch’d heart, nor figh one | Wuere in this land (Alzira cry’d) 
“thought, Shall Indian virtues reit ? 

‘phat ftains fuch goodnefs with a purpos'd fault, | Who will be here the ftranger’s guhc, 

Soft as her tears, her gentle meanings move; And lead her to be bleft ? 


Her fou! theds fweetnets though her look is love.”. . Secs, 
Her voice is mufic, tun’d to heav'n's low nate; Bek, pee 
jes, Yoel bide ERI POr through cach Stt'tY, | Who does herfelf thofe virtues ‘hare 
Her ftep is dignity, by pity check’d ; Which moft Alzira grace. 

‘At once the fans'defire and plants refpeét. One who has talte as nobly ftrong; 

Uncontcious of her charms, the dreams of-none, And charms as foftly fweet, 

And doubling other’s praifes fhuns her own. * Will guard her fier foul from wrongy 
| Modeft in pow'r, as kneeling angels pray, While yraces graces meet. 

Noifclefs as night’s tole flmJe, thoush bright as | [ took the mutfe’s kind advice, 











day, ; Look’d round the fair and bright, 

Wife unaflumingly ; ferencly deep, And found Alzira, ina trice, . 

Eafy as gir, and innogent as ilcep ¢ Was matchtefa ‘I t's right. ° 

Blooming fixe beauty, whea adorn'd for fin; wt Tak : 

Yet like the bud unblowa all blufh within, F A SONG. 

O! ‘tis impoffible, to quit fuch blifs, -Q Cetra! be wary when Celadon fues, 

Vee live fupcrior to a lofs ike this! "Thefe wits are the bane of your charts’ 

Where will the next her thoufand conque’s make? "| Beauty play’d againft reafon will certainly Jofey + 
On what new climate will her dun-fbine break ? Warring naked with robbers in arms, * 
Where will the next ({weet tafker of my care!) Young D: defpis'd for his plainnefs of parts,” 
‘Teach our charm'd fex, to hope, to with, to dare ? it ah tk eipiee oor the ea ori 's of partdy 
Far front her fruitlels guardian's watchful cye, H "I beach tae bee } oe ese 

‘What may fhe hear! what anfwer: oh! Vil die. a ds dit . sted ae et a: robe A farts, 
~Blefe'd by her fight—time’s 1gce were one fhort nd diftance the fhort-winded wife, 

: ftages =a ‘The foal is a faint in the temple of love, 

She gone-.-one widow'd moment were an age. And kneels all his life there to pray: 
ae ° The wit but Jools in, and makes hafte to remove, 


“Pisa ftage he but takes in his way. 


THE RECONCILIATION, 


Siex of the worthlefs world, and conrting refts 
My fallen foul, with penfive weight oppreft, 
DiQurb’d and mournful fought the filent thadey’ 
And fed reflcQivn in the breezy glade ¢ 


“A SONG, 


Crro! fniling, foul-invader 
Soft amufer of my days, 
Be my filent pafliun’s aider, 
Teach my congue to fpeak thy praife. 





‘Thou, ike heroes, fcarr’d all over,” 3 : 

Wanting room to fuffer more 3 Sucteh a ene grafly margent of 2 brook, 
Pid with praife, can't hear no lover Fanay ile ies anny rnin partenky 

7 Aively id e pini . ; 

Fel thse ought, untold before. Gaz'd on the Rood and figh’d the ftream away, 
Truth, with modeft bounds contented, “A 1d. wh fe th ; 

Rightly praifihg thee, mult fay, - Who knows, I cry’d, what coarfe thou haf te 
Moré than falfehood e’er inveuteds 7 pais, ‘ ‘ h (galt 

When fhe widett went aftray. Sweet fircam, that thou creep'ft fofly through thi 

- ¥ How wilt thou flow !—Anon, perhaps, flid hence, 


f i i : -_ | Thy deep’ning channel fills fome anoated fence. 
WRIT ON A BLANK LEAF OF AN OB) Hems in fome farm, where homely rafties meet, 
SCENE POEM. ‘And their fweer bread, prize of hard labour, cat ; 
: te + wold ‘ Thence, through fome lord’s delightful garden, led, 
Tue facred nine; firfl (pread their golden wings, ] Toy meay’it thy vegetative influence reads” s 


tant w oe ihe in peat wings gard | Whereas though fragrant beds, thy purlings flide, 

‘To foften nature, aud exalt the mind The gratefal flow’rs fall kifs "em as they glide: 

Loofely the moderns live, and loofely writes - ‘There, chame and ling’fing, thou may’it with te , 
A i li Ray, i 

And woo their mufe, ae mifirefs, for delight. Add, hoarfely miurm’ring, toll difpleas’d away. 


‘phiék in their lays abfcenities abound, 

As weeds fpring plenteous in the ranket ground : 
All who write verfe, to taint a guiltlefs heart, 
Ave vile profancrs of the facred art. 


But while, with carelefs pace, chou journey’ 


:  _ flow, 
| Olt halting to look back at’this fair Show, 





"“ @ 
7 RONALD AND DORNA’?: 

BY A HIGHLANDER, To His MISTRESS. 
». Fret aliteral Tranflation of the Original, 


Come, let us climb Skorr-urran’s frowy top ; 
Cold as it feems, it is lefs cold than you: 
‘Thin through its {now thefe lambs its heath-twigs 
crop; : 
Your {aow, more hottile, larves and freezes too. 
‘What though I lov'd of late in Skie’s fair if 
And blufh’d—and bow’d—and fhrunk from 
Kenza’s eye; 
All.the had power to hurt with was her fmile;: 
But, “tis a frown of your’s for which I die. 
“Af why thefe herds bencath us ruth fo fae * 
On the brown fea-ware’s flranded heaps to feed? 
Winter, like you, with-holds their with'd repatt, 
And,robb’d of genial grafe, they broufe on weed. 
Mark with what tuneful hafte Sheleila flows, 
.To mix its wid’ping ftream in Donnan’s lake ;. 
Yet, fhould fome dum the cutrent’s courfe oppofe, 
it muft, per force, a lefs lov'd paffuge take. 


Born, like your body, for a fpirit’s claim, 
‘Trembling, | wait, unfoul’d, till you infpire’s 

God has prepar'd the lamp, and bids it flame ; 

» But you, fair Dorna, have with-held the fire. - 


High as yon pine; when you begin to fpeak, 

My light’ning heart leaps hopeful at the found; 
But fainting at the fenfe, falls, void and weak, 
* And finks and faddens like yon mofly ground, 


All that I tafte, of touch, or fee, or hear, 
Nature's whole breadth reminds me but of you; 
Ev'n heav'n itfelf would your fweet likcnefs wear, 
Hf, with its power, you had its mercy too. , 


ABSTRACT FROM PSALM CXIV, 


Wien from proud Egypt's hard and cruel hand, 
“High-tummon’d Ifrael fought the promis'd land;” 
‘The opening fea divides a. her call, 
‘And refluent Jordan roiz, a wat’ry wall: 
Light as met lambe the farting hills leap’d wide, 
And the flow nicantains roll’d themfelves afics, 
‘Why, O thou fea! did thy vatt depth divide? 
And why, O Jordan! fed thy back’ning tide? 
Why leapt your lines, ye frighted hills, aftray ? 
And what, O mountains! rent your rootsaway ? 
Hark! I will tell—proud earth confefs’d her God, 
And mark’d his wondrous footfteps as he trod. 
While bent to blefs, He cheer'd his thirfty flock, 
And inta floods of liquid length diffelv'’d the 
loofening rock. eee 





‘ 
THE SINGING BIRD, 


Porg, in abfence of his pain, 
Eafy, negligent, and gay, 

With the fair in am’rous vein, 
Lively as the fmiling day, 
‘Falk'd, and toy’d the hours away, 

‘Tuneful, o’er Belinda’s chair, 

Finely cag’d, a linnet hungs 

Breath’d its Little foul in ais, 


THE WORKS OF HILL 


Flutt’ring round its manfioa fprung, 
And its carols fweetly. fung. 
Winding, from the fair one’s eye, 
On her feather’d flave to gaze; - 
Meant, cry’d Pope, to wing the ty, 
Yet, a captive all thy days; 
How doft thou this'mufic raife! 
Since a prifoner thou can’t fing, * 
Sportive, airy, wanton, here, 
Hadit thon liberty of wing,- 
How thy melody would cheer ! 
How tranfport the lift’ning car ! 
No, reply’d the warbling fong. 
Rais'd—articulate, and clear!» 
Now, to with me free were wrong 3 
Loftier in my native fphere, 
But with fewer friends than here. 
Though with grief my fate you fee, 
Many a poet’s is the fames - 
Aw’d, fecluded, and unfree, 
Humble avarice of fame, + 
Keeps"em fetter’d, own’d, and tames 
To our feeders, they and I ‘ 
Lend our lives in narrow bound ; 
Perch’d within our owner's eye, 
Gay we hop the gilded round, . 
Changing neither note nor ground, 
For, fhould freedorh break our chain, 
Though the felf-dependent flight 
Would to heav’n exalt our ftrain, 
Yet unheard and out of fight, : 
All our praife were forfeit byt. 


A SONG, 


“Gente love, this hour befriend me, 


To my eyes refign thy dart; 
Notes of meting mufic lend me, 

To diffoive a frozen heart. 
Chill as mountain fnow her bofom, 

Though I tender language ufe, 
"Tis by cold indiff’rence frozen, 

Yo my arms, and to my mufe. . 
See: my dying eyes até pleiding; 

Where a breaking heart appears: 
For thy pity interceding, 

With the eloquence of tears,: * 
While the lamp of life is fading, 

And beneath thy coldnefs dies, 
Death my ebbing pulfe invading, 

Take my foul into thy eyes, 


MY SOUL'S LAST sicHs, 
FO THE DIVINE LOTHAREA, 


Ler plaintive thoughts in mournful numbers How, 
Profe is too dull for love, too caim for woe. 

Has the not bid thee quit thy faithful flame ¢. 

Sell her and truth for equipage and name? 4 
Nay, the has bid thee go— Whence this delay ? 
Whence this fond, fruitlefs, ling'ring with to flay? _ 
Lotharia hids thee go—the, who alone. | 
Makes all life's futuse blelings, means thee none! 


“And Dlefe’d in loving been belov’d again, - 


» fire poor in pow’r when. they would fouls below. 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS, ; ris} 


Begone then=~let thy ftruggling heart obey, 
‘And in long diftance Ggh fad life away. 
Brill, (ill, vajn flatt'ring hope mifleads defire, 
Fed by faint glimm'ring fhoots of glow-worm fire. 
What though the fweetly writes to eafe thy grief, | 
Oppoints kind comfort by the folded leaf: 
Wich pity muft thy grateful rev’rence move, 
But judge it right—nor thitik compaffion love. 
What though each word fhe marks, like {pring’s 
foft thow’rs, [flow'rs, 
Flows fweet as new-blown breath of op’ning 
Such berrow’d founds the need not have apply'd, 
Her own, more tuncful, thou too oft has try’d. 
"To {peak in mufic ever was her claim, 
And all grows harmony that bears that name. ” 
* Had'ft thou e’er touch’d her heart with one 
foft pain, 3 


He who ftoops fafe beneath a-patron’s thade, 
| Shines, like the moon, but hy a borrow'd aid s 
-Truth fhould, urbiafs'd, free and open'fteer, 
Strong as heav’n’s heat. and as its brightnefs clears 
Heedie(s of fortune, then. look down on ftate, 
Balanc'd within by merit’s confcious weight t 
| Divinely proud of independent will, 
4 Prince of your withes live a fov’reign, ftill ; 
Oh ! fwell not, then, the bofoms of the vain, 
With falfe conceit you their prote&tion gain, 
Poets, like you, their own proteciors ftend, 
Plac'd above aid from pride’s inferior hand. 
Time, that devonrs a lerd’s unlafting name, < 
Shall lend her foundnefs depth tu float your fame ¥ 
On verte like yours no fmii+s from pow'r expety 
Bérn with a worth that doom'd you'to negle&. ~ 
Yet, would your wit be prais'd—reficct no mores 
‘| Let the imocth veil of flatt’ry filk you o’er, 
Aprtly attach'd, the court's folt climate try; 
Learn your pen's duty from your. patron’s eyes, 
Duétile of fou! each pliant purpofe wind, P 
And, following int’ ret clofe, leave doubt behind + 
Then thal! your name ftrike loud the public ear, 
For through good fortune virtue’s felf fhines clear. 


Bur, in defiance of our tafte---to charm, 
And fancy’s force with judgment’s caution arm, 
Difturb with bufy thought fo lull'd an age, . 
And plant firong meanings o’er the peaceful pages. 
impregnate found with fenfs, teach nature art, 
And warin ev’n winter, ’till it thaws the heart.» 
How could you thus your country's rules cranfy 
grefs, 
Yet think of patroos, and prefame fuccels! 


A SONG. 


Vainty now ye ftrive to charm me, 
All ye fweets of blooming May; 
How can empty funfhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away ? - 
Go, ye warbling birds; go, leave me, 
Shade, ye clouds, the fmiling ficy + 
Sweeter notes her voice can give me, 
Softer funthine fills her eye. 






















Alther cold reafoning doubts had ceas'd to move, 
‘And her whole gen’rous breaft conceiv'd but love. 
Shc who believes not, loves not--- Feel thy fare: 
Friendship from her pains more than other's hate, 
‘All the kind paffions, wanting one, fhe’ll own ; 
But, that one wanting, all the reft are none. 
‘Would love and fhe difperfe the threat’ning ftorm, 
Let her believe, and truft, and break through form: 
Let her command thy ftay to know fuccefa, 
Nor fear the god-like attribute to blefs : 
Born to diftinguith her from’ womankind, 
'To court her converfe and to tawe her mind; 
‘Fram’d for her empire, with her image fill'd, 
Charm'd by her form, and in her temper fkill’d; 
Piercing her tim’rous heart’s moft fecect thought, 
And knowing, and adoring each dear faule, 
How art thou pain’d---to find her foft’ning will 
Held againft love by ev'ry guard of fill! 
How art thou doom'd to lengths of op'ning woe, 
Should the feel love---yét fear to tell thee fo? 

If fhe diftrus thy truth---all hope mult fall, 
Doubting her pow’r, the difbelieves thee all. 
And none who doubts her lover dares to love, 
Go, then.--to climes cold as her heart removes 
A diftant fate thy gloomy choice prefers, ‘ 
Prefent thou can’ft not live and not live hers. 
* Farewell, kind, cautious, unrefolving fair} 
‘To hear the blefe’d will charm amidit defpair. 
*Tis death to go---'tis more than death to ftay, 
Reft will be fooneft reach’d the firft dark way, 
Ne'er may’ft thuu know a pain; ftill cheerful be, 
Nor check life's comforts, with one thought of me. 


; VERSES, 

Writ for and fent to a Widiw Gentlewoman, on occa 
of ber Son's melancholy, upon their loffes and difap- 
pointments inlife. : 

Wetcome, ah! welcome, life’s laft friend, decay 

Faint on tir'd foul, and lapfe, unmourn’d, away 5 

Now I look back, afham’d at hope’s falfe blaze, 

“Fhat fhone, delightful, on- my happier days; 

In their true colours now, too late, I fee 

‘What youth, and pride, and mirth, and praifey 

‘mutt be! i Sari 
Bring, then, great curet, death, thy dark relief, 
And fave me from vain fenfe of hepelefs grief, 
Shut me for ever from the fuffering fcene, 5 
And leave long voids for filent reft becween s 
‘Thy hand can fnatch me fiom a weeping fon, 
Heir to my woes, and bern to be undene ! 
Place me where | no more his wrongs fhall hear, 


Nor his told forrows reach my thelter'd cars 


" TO MR. JAMES THOMSON, 


Qn bit ofting my advice to what Patron be fould ad- 
; + Ldrefe bis Porm, called Winter, "°° 
Some peers have noble skill to judge, "tis true, 
Yet, no more profpect bounds the mufe’s view: 
Firm, in your native itrength, thus greatly fhewn, 
Slight {uch delufive props, and fland alone : 
Kruitlels dependance oft has prov'd too late, * 
That greatnefs dwells not always with the great. 
Patrons are nature's nobles, not the flate’s, 

And wit’s a title no broad feal creates: [flow, 
Fen kings, from whofe high fource all honours 


‘Sie THE WORKS OF HILG: 


‘Thus while I mourn’d, retit'd from hated light,. 
Sleep came, and hid affliction in the night; ' 
‘The night, inftru@ive to my bold complaint, 

Yn a long dream did that fad march repaint, 
"That pomp of tears which did for She field flow, 
‘Who lately blacken’d half our ftrects with woe. 
‘There, cry’da pointing feraph, look!” compare! 
And bluth, forgetful of your light defpair ! 
What has this mother Joft, as far diftreis’d 
Beyond her fex, as date beyond em bleft. 

» Son of her foul{ her child, by mind and birth, 
Bright by her fires, end guardian of her worth; 
Promile of virtues to the rifing age. 

Vet, ah! how blafted is the lov'd prefage! 

‘Think of her lofa, her weight of woe bemoan, 
And, humbly confcious, figh not for your owa,’ 


8ST, MATTHEW, CHAP: VI. 
Part of the Sermon on the Mount, - 


Ler hhining charity adorn your zeal, - 
*The nobleft impulle gen'rous minds can feel : 
But have a care you take this virtue right, 
And fhun the glare of the proud hypocrite. 
Mifaken men! who, fond of public fame, 
Dilgrace the a&, while they affea the name! 
On earth, vain-glorious zeal may meet regard, 
But heav'n nor owns it, nor vouchfafes reward, 
"Thou, on the contrary, whofe pitying breatt 
Wou'd, as it ought, give cafe to the diftreft; 
Scarce tell thy right hand, what thy left will do, 
But be at once refolv'd and filent too, 
Secret, as night, thy pious alms convey ; 
For God, who fees by night, tewards by day. 
So, when thy foul approaches God in pray’r, 
Be noe deceiv’d, as thofe falfe zealors are, 
Who daily into crowded temples prefs, 
And there, with feign'd devotiou, heav’n addrefs; 
But, when thou pray’ft, all public notice than, 
~. And, private, to thy inmoft clofet run : - 
"rhere, clofe and earneft, to thy duty fall, 
And God will fhow thee that he hears thy call. 
Swell not thy forms of pray’r with wild dgfires, 
Excefs of fuel chokes the brightett fires ; 
"The erring heathen fo miftake their way, 
And think they bet are heard who moft can fay. 
But fhun thou this, and know God’s piercing eye 
Sees all thy wants before thy words come nigh. 
From rifing malice guard thy yielding will, - 
Nor proudly dare to take revenge for ill : 

‘Thou mutt forgive, that God may pardon thee ; 
For none who plties not fhall pitied be. s 
Milled by av’rice, feck not wealth to gain, - 

By hoarding treafures which are got in vain: 
Deccitful riches, which the moth deftroys, 
hich ruft confumes, or the bold thief enjoys! 
In beav'n’s high ftorehoufe, let your heaps be laid, 
A wealth which no deftroyer can invade; - 
No moth there enters, ruft corrupts not there, 
Nor plund’ring thief alarms the owner's care: 
Safe, therefore, in that place, your treafures lay ; 
For where your riches are, your heart will ttay. 
Secure of heav’n’s regard, live free from care, 


Plonctaily Jife's.gogpmon comforts to prepare t 








f 


Banifh vain forecaft for thy needful gain,” > 
Nor let meat, drink, and clothing, give thee pai, 
Obferve the fowls—they neither reap, nor fowy.¢ 
Yet find their wants fupply'd, where’er they gow 
Look on the lilies of the ripening field + 4 
No toil of theirs does thofe fweet colours yield= 
¥ct was not Sciomon, when dreft to pleafe, . 
So glorioufly adorn’d as one of thefe. 

if, therefore, God fo feeds the feather’d train, 

So clothes the grafs, which withers on the plai 
How much more careful will he be of you, 

O, faithlefs man! who yet diftrufts him too? 


TO THE LOVELY MRS. H———E, ° 
On ber Defcent from the firft Saxon Kings of our Ifland 
H 


z, {weet name! whofe princely meaning 
fhows, [flows 
From what high {pring your blood’s rich current 
With needlefs awe, reminds us of your race, 
Since heav’n has ftampt dominion on your face. 
Stillin your fov’reign form, diftingly live 
All royal rights your father kings could give. 
In your commanding air, we mark their ftate, 
Aad, in your words, their wildom and_ thei 
weight, BSS t er 
Warm in your noble breaft, their courage lies, 
Andall their pow'es and mercy.in your eyes 





THE GARDEN WINDOW. 


Here, Amanda, gently bending, 
Sweetly penfive, loves to Jean 
Over the groves, her fight extending _ 
Through the walks that thoot betweem, . 
Plac’d, fays the, within this window 
Serecn’d, I diftant charms furvey, _- 
Taught by poor deceiv’d Olindo, 
Nothing’s fafe that looks too gay. ~ 
Here, I view, in foften’d fhadings, 
Am’rous flow’r to flow’r incline, 
Too remote to mourn their fadings, 
‘When with hanging heads they pine, 
Here I fmell the fragrant breezes, 7 
Safe from ev'ning’s chilly blaft; 
Here the noonday funfhine pleafes, 
Fearlefs when "twill overcaft. 
Hence Ihear the tempeft rifling, 
See the grovy greatnefs thake, 
Ev'ry diftant ill defpifing, 
While I every good partake, 
So commanding life’s gay garden, 
Let me thorniefs wear the rofe; 
Choice like mine let fafhion pardon, 
‘Fafting charms but fhunning woes, 


‘AT SETTING DAY.—A SON@, 
Srvce founding drums, and rifing wary | 
Invite my love to danger, Be at 
Til afk of every fmiling ar . 
To thield my roving ranger. Vet 
While o'er the field, unfearing woundg 
You prefs the foe retreating, 


MISCELUANEQUS-POEMS, 


UN trace the dear remember’d bounds 
“Of our more gentle meeting, 


Yl pafs whole days in yon fweet grove, ~ 
“. Where firft thy tongue decciv’d me, 
Wen, lining dumb, [ blush’d my love; 
_-And no fear’d abfence griev’d me, 
Qhewry bank thy fide hath preft, | 

"1 Beepyand dream I'm near thee; < 
Age each fwect bird, that flrains its brealt, 

Shall wake my hopes to hear thee. 


'To all our haunts I will repair, 

- And cpld on yon bleak mountain, 
‘Trace all thy once-trod foorfteps there, 
And weep o'er each fad fountain. 

"There wiil (teach the trees ta wear 
Thy name, in {oft imprefiion, | 
And borrow fighs from ev'ring air, 
"Fo fwell my foul’s confeiiion, 


EPILOGUE, 


For a Lady who afted Eudvcia,in the Singe of Damaf- 
” cus, reprefented at (he Duke of Bedford's at Wookurn. 


T've heard of maids, whe firft refolve to faft, 
And then weigh arguments, when fads are patt; 
Young, though my reafon ie not fo, it fray'd ; 
Byt firft found pleadings for the part | play’d. 
Play’d, faid 1—fecond thought that word re- 
. tratis; 
Fancies and follies play, but paffion acts: 
Poffion! the fpring that all life's wheeis employs, 
Winds up the working thought-—and heightens 
joys. , [Dleme ; 
Paffion! the great man’s guide, the poor man’s 
"the foldicr’s lanre], and the figher’s lame. 
Paffion! that leads the grave, impels the gay, | 
Bids the wife tremble, and the foolbetray. — 
Ev'n at this hour, what's here our pattime made, 
Gives the court bufinefs, and the kingdom trade ; 
‘When factions quarrel, or when flatefmen fail, 
Each does but ad his part at paflion’s call. 
pk our’s, to night, Lord Paffion fers their tafe; 
heir fears, hopes, flatt’ries, all are pailion’s 
mafque. ‘ i 
‘The world’s wide flage, for this one pradice, fill'd, 
Sees forné a nobly, others play untkill’d. ; 
‘Triflers and fmarts, who toy timie’s Cream away, 
Gots, beaux, and hounds of party. thefe but play. 
Sons of their covntry’s hope, fublimely rack’ 
For other's reft.—Thefe do not play, but ack. 
~" Who play the pocrett parts ?—the bought, the 
* vain, . 
The light believer, and the perjur’d fwain 3° 
the dull dry joker, the coarfe ill-bred hear, 
the friends of folly, atid the fors of care. [Juf, 
Who a@ their parts with praife—the firn:, the 
‘Who fell no tentiments, and break no trutt ; 
‘The learn’d, the folt, the fogial, and the Kind. 
The faithful Jover, and the plain good mind. 
Such the beft adtors—form’d for honour’s ftage: 
Who play no farces, and difgrace no age. 
But copying nature, with true tafte, like ours, 





Pisete, and are pleayd, and wing the guildeé 


house, 





$2 
* APOLOGY FOR DEATH. 


Wuence this reluctance, when we ceafe to rum 
Life’s flow fad race, and leaves its toy unwon? 
Death's but our tide of ebb, to that dark fea, 
‘Vime’s fhorelefs fwallewer, void eternity! 
*Tis re? from lahour—'tis efcape from cares 
*Yis fhunn’d oppreffion, and reliev'd defpair. . 
Ls but to rediffulve to formicts flow, 
And join the mingled mafa, that fecls no woe. 
Fluid to fade, as ali things round us do, 
Or from old being launch, to find out new, 

Emerging, or emerg'd, life rolls away, 
Foams inte note, or flattens to decay. 
Round, with unceafing wheel, diltinction glides; ~ 
Ajid throtgh tine’s maze, in fort fucceflion flidess 
Flames its bot hoar, like humbler houfehold fires, - 
Shines but to leave us, and in ufe expires. 

*Tis the fiath’d fpark of thought, that burfts te 

fight, a 

Strains foon, and big, and raihes into night: ae 
So the proud ftorm, that {rights us with its roar,~ 
Breathes ivfelf weary, and is heard no more, 
See that foft fow'r, whofe fighs perfume the gales, 
Biooms into duft, and its fanff'd life exhales! 
AH nature heaves, and fets, like hunsan breath, 
And fife's loofe links bue ftretch the shain of death 

Why then does erring fancy fright the mind? 
Why call that cruel, paiure meant for kind? 

Who knows but fates we trembie at may blefs, 
And length of happiest life be fouad dittrefs? 
Murder! that blatt of thought, that bane of law, 
“Vie good man’s horror, aud ev'n villain’s awe ! 
Murder! that nature dreads, and conftience fliesy 
Perhaps but fpurs us to fome waiting prize! 

Elfe, why fhould creature ftill with creature jard 
And clafh’d exiftence wage eternal war? o 
Bealt bleeds by beaft; filhes on fihes prey 5 . 
And birds a@ murder with more watte than they 5- 
Ev’n the {weet thruth, that brides us with her fongy 
To guard her dread of death from beaks more 

firong, 
Sav'd fron: the kite, ftrait bloodier grows than he, 
And foaps the fhiv’ring infe& from the tree. 
Life ftarts but up, to anfwer death's due call, 
Aud one myfterious darknels wraps us alll 





‘PASSING A LADY,” 
IN THE PARK, WITHOUT SEEING HERS 


So flide our comforts by, unmark’d, unknown, 
While our ill-fate comes felt, and ail our own! 
Too crael world! where things we wou'd refuley 
We ftart upon—and, what we with we lofe $ 

And yet Lotharia would be hid in vain, . 

She cannot be conceal’d whom thoughts retains 
Air, and Latharia, every where are found ; 

Heid by our breath, and to our being bound! 
Darknefs itfelf wants pow’s to cover friends, 
Whom the foui dwells with, and the fenfe artenda,_ 


TO THE LaDy. THAT LAUGHS, 
AT DYING IN METATHOR. 


Axp why, fair trifler, does that meaning eye 
Sniile in contempt, when levers {wear they die 


r 


"Twist death and love, but one 
i Ties, - 

The foul, in both, from its left body flies: 
Yn death “tis gone, like fmoke diflolv’d in air, 
Loft in expanfe, the lofer knows not where + 
3n love we trace it with fuch wilting pain, 
*"Twere to die twice to take it back again. 


malt diff *rence 


MODESTY, 


As lamps burn filent, with unconfcions light, 
So modett eafe, in beauty, thines moft bright: 
Unaiming charms, with edge relittlets fall, 
And fhe who means no mifchief does it all. 


TO A LADY, 


*pito fent back heap of a Suet briar Braneb, and re- 
. tained the worfl end of it. 


‘Warte the way. of the world is, to keep all the 
beft 
“And then in due form oblige friends with the rett, 
You, Madam, who would lend ev’n trifles a grace, 
“Teach your meanings to borrow a {mile from your 
face; 
And polite to your pain, when a prefent you fend, 
Give the thorn to yourfelf, and rhe rofe to your 
friend. : % 


TO THE LADY, 
Who fends me all ber geod W foes. 
Borrose that the fun had a tongue, and fhou'd 


ays 
May gourjourney be blefs'd with a very fine day : 
Then, withdrawing his face, flip afide with his 
light, [night: 
And furrougd me, at once, with the coldneis of 
What would Florimel fay to this trick of the fun? 
4 would fay, ery’d the charmer, ‘twas cruelly done. 
Would you fo, anfwer'd { |——have a care what you 
: +> [none. 


own, ig 
‘Who have wifh'd me all bieflings, yet granted me 


Writ spon a Pane of Glofs in Wefirinfler Houfe, wader 
the names of bis four Children, ‘ 

Asx happy, then while o'er their fmiling air, 

‘A living mother breath’d her guardian care ; 

But, joylefs, fince their fweet fupporter dy'd, 

"They wander now through life with half a guide. 


Augufl 25-1731 ied . 
ze BELLARIA AT HER SPINET. 


‘sweeTiy confus'd, with farce confenting will, 
‘Thoughtlefs of charms, and diffident of {kill ; 
See | with what blufhful bend, the doubting fair 
“Props the rais'd lid—then fits with {parkling air, 
"Tries the touch’d notes—and, hait’ning light 
_ | along, ‘ ‘wreng. 
Calls out a hort complaint, that {peaks their 
Now back'ning, awful, nerv'd, erect, ferene, 
“Afferted mufic {wells her heighten'd mein. 
Fearlefs, with face oblique, her formful hand 
Flies o'er che ivory plain, with fretch’d command; 








{WHE WORKS OF HILL, 


Plunges, with bold neglect, amidft the keys, 

And {weeps the founding range with magic cafe, 
Now, two contending fenfes—ear and eye, 

In pride of feaited tafte, for tranfport vie; 

But what avails two deftin'd flaves debate, 

When both are fure to fall, and fhare one fate - 

‘Whether the gid within, evolving round, - 

Strikes in her notes, aad flows diflolv'd in found ; 

Or filent in her eyes, enthron’d in light, 

Blazes, confefs’d to view, and wounds our fight. 

This way, or that, alike his pow’r we try, . 

Yo fee, but kills as---and to hear, we die. 

Oh! far-felt influence of the {peaking ftring, 
Prompt at thy cali the mounting foul takes wings 
Waves ix the gale, fore-rune th’ harmonious 

breeze, 
And finks and rifes to the changeful keys. ° 

But, hark ! what length’ning fofinefs, thrilling 

a new, i 
Steals, *twixt the folemn 
through : 
’Tis her tranfporting voice !~--fhe fings---be ftill, 
Sweet firings, forbear !-—ye hurt her fweeter fkitl, 
Yet, no---found on-—the ftrong and fweet fhould 
join ; : , 
With double pow’r, mix’d oppofites combine, 
*Tis plain! my captive fenfes fee) it true 5 
Ah, what dire mifchief may not union do! 
Cou’d the not fave delight from half this ftrain: 
Heard and heheld at once !---’ris hopelefs pair 
Fiy and efcape--let one prefe’d fenfe retire; 
The rais’d hat thades it from the darted fire. 
Alas, vain fcreen !---the foul’s unclouded ray 
Sees from within by anew blaze of day: 
Sces the fpread roof, with op’ning glories crown’d, 
And radiant deities defcending round! 
Throng’d in bright lines, or wing’d in ambient air, 
Spirits, in fairy forms, enclofe the fair. 
Some, on the keys, in am’xpus ambuth lie, 
And kifs the tune.tipt fingers dancing by. 
Some hov'ring wide, expiring Shakes protong, 
And pour "em back to fwell the rifing fong. 
Gods, in abridgment, crowd their needlefs aid, 
And pow’rs, and virtues, guard th’ uncon{cious 
maid. 
Pity, with tears of joy, ftands weeping near ¢ 
Kneeling devotion hangs ber lining ear; 
Candour and truth firm fix’d on cither hand, 
Propping her chair, two fure fupporters ftand! 
Round her, while wrong’d belief imbibes new 
ftrength, {length, 
And hugs th’ inftruétive notes, and aids their , 
Love, and his train of Cupids craftier cares... 
Scatter, with plumy fans, the dreaded airs. 
Pride, from a diftant corner, glooms a leer, 
And longs, yet hopes not, to be cali’d more pear: 
But charity fits clofe---a well known guetft, 
Bold, and domeftic---and demands her breaft. 
High o’er her cheeks, to fhade their,cempting glow, 
Shame and foft modefty their mantles throw. 
While, from her brow, majeftic wifdom feen, 
Tempers her glory, and infpires her mein. * 
Such, and perhaps more fweet, thofe founds fhalk 


fwells, and threads "em 


rife, 
Which wake rewarded faints, when nature digs 3 *, 


)MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


feos diac i 
‘When heaven's heard blaft thal hake the ftubborn 
: mind, ae 
And one mix’d melody unite mankind! 
When time’s lat wreck fhall fink in feas of flame, 
And void eternity relumes its name. 
CELIA IN THE GARDEN, 


Come, walk, and roufe the languid year 
All nature blooms when you appear; 
Each leaflefs oak would bud a-new, 
And puth out thade,to thelter you. 
Your fight would fummer’s wane fupply$ 
You gone.--'tis winter---and we die. 

Yon warbling nightingale complains, 
Your praife, too feldom, tempts her ftrains 
‘The tow'ring lark but hears you fing,, 
And foars to heav’n with filent wing. = 
Come, angels come (he cries )---and fee 
Yourfelves as much outdone as me. 

Each violet fighs itfelf to death, | 
To {cent the gales that faos your breath 
Stop but, and {ce th’ unfolding rofe, 
‘With emulative blufhes glows + 
While hood-wink'd lilies profttate lie, ; 

, Afham'd to fee your brealt fo nigh a 

__ Look round, and fmile---and ev'ry flow’r 
Stailes too—-and charms, with ten-fold pow'h 
Depart, and lo‘ they bend and fall, 
And seeping dew-drops wafte ’em all, 
“Tis thus your love inflames my joy, 
And thus your coldnefs might deftroy. 





THE RECOLLECTED COMPLAINER, 


Ave nother as I am, and loth to part 
‘With this poor playful gladd’ner of my heart, 
A know too well, gid i confels my crime, 
"Tis not my right, but heav'n's, to limit ime t 
Parent at once, of progeny and pain, ' 
Of what would my regardlefs grief complain ? 
1 gave him birth, but ah, difcern’d not why! 
Children are born, poor fuff'rers, but to die! 
Pity, ‘tis true, revolves their leapful fprings, 
Smii'd thanks, atoning pray’rs, embracing clings, 
Sallies of guiltlets joy, gay gleams of fenfe, 
Boft ftroking flate’ries—active impotence ; 

* ‘Tricks of dumb love, which gratefut wills exprefs, 
And all their mamelefs pow’rs of prettinefs! 
‘Thefe the fond mother’s feeling mem’ry feize, 
And then the tear of nature flows for eafe 

But rcafon’s voice correéts the beld complaint, 
Enjoins fubmiffion, and inftrus reftraint. 
"Thus wipes the plaintive parent’s weeping eye, 
‘And bids the unpermitted drop—be dry, 
‘What is it, thou thyfelf, miftaking mind! 
Hatt found in this bad world, or hop’ft to find? 
‘That thy prefumptuous wifh would dare retain, 
Whom heaven's kind cali exempts from furare 
ain 
Grant dat the worft thou fear'ft, fhould end this 
blow, 
And death's dak fcreen defends thy child from 
woe: $ 


* Vow. VL > 


7 
Are not thy fad forebodings, too,no more? _- 
Are not thy fears for all his perils o’er? [way £ 
Of what proud wrongs might clog:his life’s long 
What crimes might blaft him, or what wiles bee 

tray! 

What follies draw down fcorn, what vice difgrace? 
What lof of honour might befpor thy race! 
What want of duty might negieet rhy tears! 4 
What want of prudence grind his waning years! 
What bloody dangers myrht cut fhort his fame, 
Or hooting wfamy prolong his thame ! : 

- Look up, fond torrower ! fee the morning's ray 3 
Now, if you cantt, fore-judge the rifing day : 
Shall its afcencing thine continue bright ? 

Or thall o’ercafting tempetts call down night? 
Cénft thou not tell ?—Why then doit thy bold guefe 
Prefume to call an infane’sdeath diilrefs? 
Blind to the future, thank a warchful God, [rods 
That fnatch'd the child from ichool, to fpare the 





: THE RESIGNASION. - 


Wext, be it fo !—Sorrow; that ftreamis not o'er,” 
Spares but the eye, to wound the heart the more ¥ 
Dumb, infelt pangs, too weil fupply the woe, 
That gricf, in Tul rine filence, thuns to fhow. 
Yet let my wills reluctant pride fubmit, . 
And Icern to fove chy Jot that buav'u forum Gite 
All [can lofe, God gave---and, whin "tis flown, 
Whom dors he wrong, who but refumes hiv own 
Should Uin fruitlefs agony complain, 
Fretting my wound but muitiplies my pain :~ 
While they, who patiently embrace diftrefs, * 
Teach fhame to fati-fy, and grief to blefs. 
‘Whate’er has been, ’tis maducts to regret ; 
Whate’er mutt be, fhocks leat when bravelieft met, 
Learn then, my foul, thy courfe refign’d to run, 
And never pray thy wills-but God’s be done, 


COPIES 
FOR CHILDREN TO LEARN TO WRITE. 


THt body's beauty dwells in fha;e and face, 

The foul’s in mildnefs, modefty,-and grace; 

The firft but charms an earthly lover's eye, 

The Jaf draws angels from beyon.t the ky ; 

One, for a motnent, man’s frail hear procures,” -. 
Vhe other makes your God for ever yours. 


ADVICE 


‘TO THE VIRGINE, TO CUAKD AGAINST FLAT. 
TERY. 


FaracsT, forgive the too officious lay, 

That fend the mufe you charm to fmooth 

1, though admiting, a@ no lover's part, 

Nor bid foft founds feduce your titning heart: 

Candidly touch'd my pen’s obtrulive fear, 

Nor dares to fhock, no: aims to foothe your ear 

Neediefs, "tis true, to bid fuch nymphs beware, - 

Who ev’ry grace and virtue make their care 3, 

Yet medeft excellence will oft defeend °° * 

‘fo thank unwanted caution in a friend, 

A faithful pilot, fervent in his fears, 

Aad, yembling, cae for the worth he Reersy - 
in: eat OR aad =“ 


your ways 


oe 


644" ty WSRRs ‘OF WILE 


*"[Twere mortal pain, €6 Tet Tach beauty mourn, 
By bold diftrefs, or impious falfehood, torn. 


Love’s gay delufion tempts a thoufand ways; 
Now wounds with foftnefs, now deftroys with 


praife. 
Thy veil, O flattery ! hides a traitor’s heart, 
And gives up confidence-.-a prey to art: 

_ Unbridled youth, to confequences blind, 
Indulging body, hears no call of mind. i 
Peeble difcretion, fo by warmth o’er-run, 
Does, with a peacock’s feather, fan che fun, 
Beauty, that trufts too faft, is beauty’s bane, 
A {elf-betrayer, that embraces pain. 

Oh, hear fufpicions, when the lover fues! 
She moft attragts, who longeft ean refufe. 





Poife the try'd terms on which bis hope depends, 
Prop'd on the parent's counfel, and the friend's: 


8o, leaning fafe, and wanting fpace to fray, 


Love's guardian angels crown your nuptial day. 


Or fhould the gilded hypocrite at laft 


$how, that he meant your fpotlefs fame to blaft, 


Fly the found cenipter, each tow lure defpife, 


‘And lift your heart’s wrong'd with above furprife. 
Nature, that form'd you lovelieft, doubly kind, 
To like perfection rais’d your conquering mind. 
Fram'd you to truth, to virtue tara’d your tatte, 
For honour drefs’d you, and for rev’rence grac’d. 


_ Freedom re ain’d, purfue the fhining track, 
‘And leave the bafe repenter to his rack. 

‘Then blefs the verfe, that from fuch ruin. fav’d 
An artlefe conqu’ror, by fuccefe enflav'd: 

Now happy, painlefs hours fha}l unperples 
‘The bett-lov’d pattern of the lovelict fex. 


‘“LESBIA’S LAMENTATION 


ON THE DEATH OF HER SPARROW.—-ALTERED 


FROM MR. CARTWRIGHT, 


Terr. me not of joy—there’s none, 
Now my little {parrow’s gone + 
“ He, jut like yon, 

‘Would toy and woo: 

He would chirp, and flatter me: 

‘And, till he faw me look, apd fmile, 
Lord, how fullen he would be! 

_ He would catch a crumb, and them, 
Sporting, Jet it go again; 
. ie from my ip , 

‘Would fit and fip; 

From my plate he lov'd to feeds 
Here would hop, and there would ran, 
And ev'ry look and motion beed, 

‘Till my very heart he won. 

“©, how cager he would fight, 

And never hort, though often bite! ~~ 
He perch'd, alas! 
Upon my glals, 

And ev'ry thing E did would do: 

- Ruffling now his feathers all, 

Now as fudden let them falf, 

And then grew proud, and fleck'é ’em too, 

Would'ft thou, Cupid, reach a heart F 

‘With his feathers wing thy dart? 

“TE” Love might that way = -< 
Sure wounds convey. 














But my faithful bird is gone" 
Mournful turtles murmur ons 
Hop, ye red-breatts, o’er his flare z 
Ceafe to fing, and learn to mourn 
THE MESSENGER, 
Go, happy paper, gently fteal, 

And foft beneath her pillow lie: 
There, in a dream, my love reveal, © 
A love that awe mutt elfe conceal, 

In filent doubt to die. 

Should fe to flames thy hope confign, 

Thy fuff’ring moment foon expiresy 
A longer pain, alas is mine, mia 
Condemn'd in endlefs woe to pirtey 

And feel unflack’ning fires. ‘ 
But if inclin’d to hear and blefs, 

While in her heart foft pity ftirs; 
Tell her-wher beauties might eompef 
A hermit to forfuke his cell, 

And change his heav'n for her's. 
Oh, tel! Her—-were her treafures mine, 

Nature and art would court my aid; 
The painter's colours want her fhine; > 
‘The rainbow’s brow not half fo fine 

As her fweet eye-lids fhade! 

By day the fun might {pare his raysy 

No ftar make ev'ning bright; 

Her op'ning cyes, with fweeter blaze, 
Should meafure all my fmiling days, 
And, if the Mept, twere night. 


THE GNAT. . 


Wart in the Mall my Celia thone, 
And drew th' adoring world to gaz¢y 

A wanton gnat came buzzing ony 
‘To gambol in her blaze. 

Enliven’d by her lucid beams, oe: 
And urging blifs too nigh, 

Th’ attractive beauty’s pow’rful ftreare 
O’erwhelai’d him in her eye. 

The glowing orb fwift catching fire, 
Now heat was mix'd with light; 

The wing, that durft fo high afpire, 
She rubb’d to duft in fpite. 


‘| Mean while the clouded fight fhone diay; 


Her fan through mifts appears ; 


+] Moift anguifh rofe above the brimy- 


And flow’d away in tears, 


‘1 © Gnat! too happy thus to die* 


My Celia weeps thy fate; 
She kills me ev'ry day—yet I 
No pity can create. 


‘| Myfterious fex’ by cuftom ledy | 


Mere trifles, moft to prize! 
O, truth, to turn a lover’s head ! 3 
‘They murder men, and weep for flies. 


THE Kiss THROUGH A WINDOW. 
av’ on a fhoal the fhipwreck'd failor ftands, 
And views with wat'ry eyes, and wringing hands 


ee cheering ete the neighb’ring landey 


_MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


Bue if hé tempts the waves, he toils in vain, .. .: 


_ Big, buoyant billows rife between, and float him 


- _ back again. & g 
* (Oh! thameful lofsof an invited kifa! 
Can brittle glafs impede fo near a blifs? 
Erail is our am’rous hope; if love mutt be 
Subfervient to a thing fo weak asthee: * 
We knew before, nor fought thy aid to prove; 
hat fight’s a nat’ral eriertty to love! a 
But now, thy malice does new arts employ; 
Firft, give the hope, then dath the proffer'd joy. 
Thus abfent fanciers dream they miect the gholt _ 
Of forme dead partne+, whom they value mot : 
Bat when, with op'ning artns, they ruth to greet, 
And, mix’din mutual grafp, would warmly meet, 
Cold blafts of wind divide the flarting pair; 
And the thin phastom ows away in air. 


EpiTaPH, 
ON THE TOMM OF WENRY FERNEGAN, BQ 





Aut that accomplith’d body lends mtiankind, 
From eartii receiving, he to earth refigo'd ¢ 
All that e’er grac’d a foul from heav'n he drew, 
And took back with him as an angél’s due. 
tos THE HAPPY MANi 

Hidir oer the winding of a cliffy thore, [roars 
From whofe worn fteep the black'ning furges 

ceman—fweet lot! in quiet plenty lives; 

ich it the unbsiight wealth which nature gives; 
Unplanted groves rife round his fkelrer’d feat; 
And felf-fown flow'ré attract his wand’ring feet ; 
Lengtlis of wild garden his near views adorn, 
And Tar feen ficlds wave with domeftic corn. 

The grateful herds, which his own paftures feed; 
Pay their afk'd lives, atid, in due tribute bleed, 
Here, in learn'd leifure he relaxes life, ~ 
*Twixt prattling children, and a fmilinig wife..° 
Hlefe, on dependent want he theds his care, 
Moves amid frniles, and all he hearsis pray’r, 
The world lies round him like a fubje& foil; 
Stor'd for his fervice, but beneath his toil. 

Hence, in a morning walk, his piercing eye’ 
Skims the green occan to the circling fky. > 2. 
And marke at diftance fome returning fril, 
Wing’d by the courthhip of a flate’ring gale: 

‘The fearlels crew concluditig danger o'er ; 

With gladd'ning thours falute the op’ning fhore ; 
They think liow beft they may their gains employ, 
And antedate thin {cenes of promis'd joy. 
‘TiN a near quick-fand checks their fhorten’d way, 
And the funk mafts point through the rifing fpray, 
Freeman ftarts, fad! revolves the changeful fight, 
Where mis’ry can fo foon fucceed delight ;" "°° 
Then fhakes his head in pity of their fate, ~ 
And fweetly confcious, hugs his happier ftate. 


THE POWER OF RO¥AL PITY. 
Pirfis mate for a Young Gentleman in Defpatr, and 
fist 10 Queei Caroline, by N. Compr. 

From a moift bank, beneath a filent fhade, 


Whole dark'ning arch depending willows made; ‘~ 








os 
A death-devoted youth, in day’s cool dawn, 

Weary of infults, and from woes withdrawa,’ 
Long on the fullen furface fix'd his view, 

And figh’d—refolv’d to bid loath'd life adlei: 

’ Tis but to plunge, he ery’d, one moment there 
Saves me from forrow, and outleapsdefpdir; 
Cover’d with calmnefs in this Iulling hed, °° 
No fear fhall reach my heaft, no pain my head: 
Terror, and fhame, and want, thal! with me die, 
And anguifh be no more alive than I. 

Yet, one dear mourner will my death diftrefs, ~ 
Whom I would live for, could I live to blefs! 

Her teats ate tortures which 1 cannot bear; . 
Her charms give madnefs, and her wants defpair. 

Juft at this word the deur diftrufter came, 
Piere'd the deep gloom, and catch’d the fatal aims 
Trembling with horror, yet by love impell’d, 
Timely the grafp’d him; and, eonvulfive held t 
Ah: let me keep thee, though we beg, the cry’d§ 
Life has no want, but what’s by love fupply’d: 
Wretched with thee, there’s recompence in pai, ~~ 
And blefs'd without thee, I were blefs'd in vain. “« 
Hope, fuffer, think, refolve, fubmit, contend,“ 
Move every foe—folicit every friend ! es 
Die not thus young—c’er half our days are paft, 
Love has long years to come: death pulls too fafte 
I will not feel diftrefe while you are kind; | 
Nor bear a joylefs world you leave behind, 

Sce! be advis'd: turn there your hopelefs eye, _ 

jew thofe {weet rifing fhades that fpread fo nigh. 
Think, did their royal planter hear my pray ry, 
How would fhe pity my poor heart's defpair ! * 
She the heft wife, beft mother, daughter, queen’ 
Ah! that fhe, now, beheld this dreadful feene! 
Think on her fmiles—and do but live to try ! 
And, if that hope proves vain.—I, too, will die. .; 





THE WEDDING Day. 


‘Twas one May moroing when the ciouus. una 
drawn, potent ey 1 UC Se 
Expos'd, in naked charnis, the waking dawn; 
When night-fall’a dews, by day’s warm coarthip 
‘won, . : = : 
Froin reeking rofes, climb’d to kifs the fun. 
Naturt, new-bloffom’d, fied her adours round; 
The dew-bent primrofe kife'd the breeze-fwept 
ground.” oe, a 
The watchful cock had thrice proclaiin’d the day, 
And glimmering {yn-beams faintly forc’d their 
_ was ace {wenr, 
When, join’d in hand and heart, to church we 
Mutual in vows, and pris’ners by confent. 
Aurelia’s heart beat high with mix'd alarms, 
But trembling beauty glow'd with double charm 
In her foft breaft a modeft ftruggle rofe, 7 
How the fhould feem to like the lot the chofe, 
A fmile the thought would drefs her looks too gays 
A frown might feem too fad, and blaft the day ¢ 
But, while, nor this, nor that, her will could bow, 
She walk’d, and look’d, and charm’d---and knew 
- Bothow. 2 
Our hands, at length, th’ uncharfging fiat bound 
And.gur glag foulsiprung out to meet the found.» 
Wuij ; : 


? 


a8) THE WORKS OF HILL. 


.. Joya meeting Joys unite, ind fronger fhine ; 
” For paffion pucify’d grows half divine. 
> durelia, thou art mine, I cry’d--and the 
Sigh’d foft---now, Damon, thou art lord of me. 
But wile thou, whifper’d fhe, the knot now ty’d, 
Which only death’s keen weapon can divide, 
Wilt thou, till mindful of thy raptures paft, 
Permit the funimer of love’s hope to latt ? 
Shall not cold wiut’ry frofts come on too foon ? 
Ah, fay | what means the world by honeymoon ? 
If we fo Short a {pace our blifs enjoy, 
"What tvils does love for one poor month employ ? 
Women thus us’d like bubbles blown with air, | 
Owe to their outward charms a fun-gilt glare. 
Like them we glitter to the diftant eye; 
But, grafp’d like them, we do but weep and die. 
Left more, faid 1, thou thould’ft profane the blife, 
Vl feal thy dang’rous lips with this clofe kifs; 
‘Not thus the heav’n of marriage hepes blafpheme, 
But learn from me to fpeak on thie lov’d theme. 1 
There have been wedlock joys of fwift decay, 
“Like lightning, {een at once, and fhot away : 
But theirs were hopes, which, all unfit to pair, 
Like fire and powder, kifs’d and flafh'd to air. 
Thy foul and mine, by mutual courtfhip won, 
Meer, like two mingling flames,and make but one. 
Union of hearts, not hands, does marriage make ; 
*Tis fympathy of mind keeps love awake. 
Our growing days increafe of joy fhalt know, 
‘And thick-fown comforts leave no room for woe, 
‘Thon, the foft fwelling vine, fhall fruitful latt; 
1, the ftrong elm, will prop thy beauties faft; * 
~ Thou fhalt row fweets to foften life’s rough 


OS way, : 
And, when hot paffions my proud wishes {way, 
"Thou, like fome breeze, fhall in my bofom play. 
"Thou for protection fhalt on me depend," 
And I, on thee, for a foft faithful friend, 
J, in Aurelia fhall for ever view, 
ia once my case, my fear, my comfort too! . 
‘hou fhalt firft partner in my pleafures be, ° 
~ But ali my pains fhall Jatt be known to thee. 
Aurelia heard, and view’d me with a fmile, 
“Which feem’d at once to cherith and revile! 
©, God of Love ! the cry’d, what joys were thine, 
‘Hi all life’s race were wedding days like mine ! 
ea 5 24 
THE DREAM. , 
weg teats 5 ‘ 7 
Scow-nsxwo night had her black flag unfurl'd, 
And {pread her footy mantle o'er the world; 
"The waining moon fhed pale, a fickly light, 
dnd ftars icarce twinkled to th’ inquiring fight, 
yyalf the leit earth by darknefs over-ron, 
Wept in cold dews the abfence of the fun, 
“The waves were huth'd; the winds forgot to roar, 
_ And ftorms detach'd in breezes cours’d the fhore. 
"The mix’d creation was invoiv’d in ileep ; 
“Fithes roil’d flumb’ring through the ftagnate deep, 
Beatts, birds, and ferpénts, various beds poffet, — 
Some in thick woods, fome in dark caverns ref. 
Antipathies in common fleep took parts 
_Care curs'd not thought, and woe forgot to fmart. 
i Jmmerg’d in reft my drowfy fenfes lay, 
‘und death’s proud image practis’d on my clays 








































But while, difdainful of sKe mean controul;~ 

No dull defires invade my wakeful foul 5 

Adtive the infpirer, fkilful to purfue 

Through the wild tracks of mazy mem’ry few$ 

‘There fcatter’d images to union brought, ~ 

And forn’d this wond’rous vifion to my thougkt 
1 found myfelf at dead of deepett night, 

Cheer’d, by no glimni’ring fpark of remnant light, 

Lock’d in that ancient venerable pile, | 

Which pe her facred duit, who, lately bleft our 

ifle 3 
Afcending damps the gloomy concave fought, 
And hung imprifon’d to th’ impervious vaule ¢ 


| While my fhod feet trac’d fwift the dufky roundy © 


Hoarfe echoes multiply’d the trampling found, 
The fweating ftones diftill’d a noifome dew, 
And earthy fcents my death-fed noftrils drew.“ 


Could frofts of fear pierc’d keen through ev'ry 


part, | ee ay 
And fhiv’ring’agues fhook my ice-botihd hearg. 
A hollow wind from whiftling murmurs bore 
As gath’ring din more high, and ftrove to roar! 
‘The tatter’d trophies fann’d the prifon'd air, ». 
And chill amazement ftiffen’d up my hair, * 

White fix’d { ftood, intent on rumblings near, 
And diftant groans alarm’d my aching ear; 
Sudden, the temple shone, with rufhing Tigh: 
And new-born terrors overwhelm'd my fight. 
Ghotts from the loos’ning pavement rais’d theit 

head, 
And yawning graves difclofe their fhrouded dead. 
Shot up in ftreams, a mitt of fpirits rife, 7 
As morning exhalations ftreak the tkies. 
Soul-freezing horror tingled through my blood, 
And curdling fear bound hard the vital flood! 
Unbending nerves their dying vigour loft, 
And drooping life fearce held her dang’rous poft $ 
Large drops of (weat, from every finger fhed, 
And the whole frame of nature thook with dread? 
From the eaft end, where mould’tiag nionarchs 
lie, 
And worms, luxuriant, feaft on royalty ; 
Where each proud tomb fome duft of princes boatts, 
There marches out a troop of fov’reign ghofts : 
Each in his fhadowy hand a {ceptre brings, .  _ 
Th’ acknowledg’d mark of pow’r in living kings. 
A glittering diadem each forchead wore, 
Their robes trail’d loofe, and {wept the honour’d: 
floor, eee 
With flow and ftately ftride, the monarchs tread, 
And ev'ry meaner fpirit bows its head. 
In foremoft rank, as lateft known to fame; ~ 
The grave-brow’d ghoft of awful Anna came; 
Calm and ferene the filent walks they trace; - 
And halt, regardful, at each folemn place : * 
Vifit each tomb, and in myftefious ftate;  ~ 
Hail the dry remnants of the wafted great. 

‘This pomp of death, thus, wore half night away, 
And came, at length, where Denmanrx’s body lay : 
There Anna ftaid, and Jooking careful round, 
With thadowy {ceptre,touch'd the confciousground, 
"Tis flrange, fhe figh’d, that he whom moft 1 bleft, 
Has never thank’d me, fince 1 came to reit.© 
The willing ghoft his marbly fetters broke, 
And rofe up, Lowly, at the pow’sful ftroke ¢ 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS, 
LLAN 
“On flatter’d ftate! 


An air of forrow bent his ferious head, e 

“His eyes fome feeming tears, reluctant, fhed 
With folded arms, and difcontented loak, 

Thrice bow’d he, gently, and thus faintly {poke : 
“Hail, happy thade! reit here, unforc’d to reign, 
lor toil, to fave a ftubborn land in vain: | : 

How did juft pity fweeten thy controul ? 

. How did't thou ftrain thy virtue-propping foul ? 
How did’ thou with th’ unfinift’d courfe to run? 
And ad in will, what pow’r has lefr undone! 
For this, fince death, detraction wounds thy fame, 
And infolent reproach corredes thy name. ‘ 
Ungrateful people! unrepenting ftate ! . 
Flat chou, O queen! deferv’d th’ ungentle fate? 

He ceas’d :—Each lif?ning monarch fhook his 

head, 

While the to whom he fpoke, thus aufw’ring faid : 
O Denmark! wonder-not at ills like thofe; , 
Angela, if crown’d in England, would have foes! 
Defert like mine, with living glories paid, 
Can fear no fcandal, when become a fhade, 
If aught's Jeft wanting to my people’s pray’r, 
Mourn not ch’ unfinith'd progrefs of my care : 
‘When princes fome with'd good in vain purfue, . 
By them not done, ‘tis left for heav’n to do. 
Let us in peace enjoy our filent bed, 
‘Truth always triumphs when the ferves the dead, 
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oan in an age, when virtue veils her face, 
And bold corruption turns the blufh on grace ; ” 
Where reptile genius winds, at pow’rs controul, 
And fortune’s whelmy tides ingulf the foul: 
Where fenfe by flatt’ry; fhame by want is 
-weigh’d, er ak. 
” And fervile poets make their art a trade, 
Rife, gen’rous mofe ! out-foar the venal view ¢ 
For praife is infult where ’tis giv’n undue. 
Though penfion’d fame can fawn, till fools are 
taught 
ze, boaft th’ imputed wit their brib'ry bought ; 

et man.to man’s refpect is rais’d, not born, 
and dullnefs dignifi'd, but doubles fcorn. 

Ah! narrow hearts; that know not wildom’s 
weight, s 
But impudently call the proud the great. 

Spread the broad wings of truth, impartial mufe! 
Dare 2 new theme-—nor, new, let fancy choofe; 
‘Berious, and fad, the faults of cuftom-mend, 

“To friendlefs genius fame’s due fuccour lend—— 

¥, in fome duiky corner, thon fhale find 

A ragged fortune hide a nobler mind, : 

Difperfe the cloud; and be the Jabour thine, 

‘Yo,teach the fhame-fac’d virtue, bow to thine. 
Or, fhould fome wealth-encumher'd churl with- 

hold yee a4 

‘Th’ enlivening ufe of unpartaken geld, 

If meanly proud, the wretch difdaius to weigh, - . 

‘The wife man’s wants, againft the treafur’d clap 

With ceafclefs fatire, goad his fucaking foul, 

‘Till his pride, {ull’ring, gives his taite controul. 

Then, mufe: from life’s low wrongs, indignant, 

turn, ¢ a 


With loties dame, for fuf'sing nations, buoy 


Boe 
en, {cowl a patriot eye ; 

Strip their badg’d poets, when they write, to lie. 
¥f, rais’d by chance, fome tarnifher of fway, 
Blund’ring through shifts, miftakes th” unwinding 


way, “ we 
If; lumb'ring clogg'd, he drags, be-niir’d, along, 
Cow’rs, to be fafe---yet, injures, to he ftrong, 
Tell him,-—that hair-breadth “feapes, and life-long 
fear, a 
Bay pow’r, and pomp, and infamy, too dear, 
Pafs, pafs, thefe fulph’ry meteors, of a days, 
Their blaze too dang’rous! apd too loft, their 
way! 7 
On funs, not comets, fix thy eagly ken, =: 
Touch the proud hearts of menarchs, into men. « 
Thence, flows contagion: light mut generat, 
light, : 
Or mimic millions catch the royal blite : 
Kings, who are kings, fhed luftre o’er mankind ; 
But dim-ey’d princes make whole nations blind, 
---So, godlike Caefar rul’d ungrateful Rome, ~ 
And fhort-liv'd victue thot a biafted bloom :. - 
But, when lewd Nero ftain’d invperial {way, * 
Vice, with.a rapid flream, fwept thame away. 
Let the low mufe, that ftrikes the venal ftrings 
Tune her tame lyre, and fwell the pomp of kings 
Undreading, thou, where’er the cen{ure falls, 
Enter proud palaces imperious walls. « : 
‘There,---good, or evil---feize th’ unthadow'd fad 
And call truth, truth, however princes act. 
Sublimely fir’d, { {natch the glorious aim t 
‘Twere great, indeed, to give the royal, fame! ~ 
But,---where, O fpotlefs light, of reafon's eye! 
Where, among princes, wilt thou greatnefs {py 2 
Shall Britain’s boaft o’erload my Iab'ring lines ? 
No---with known force, domettic glory things ¢ 
Fiatt’ry were bafe : aud needlefs the defign, 
To fay (to angels), heav’n is all divine. 5 
Northward, departing mufe, extend thy flight; 
There, a new fun inflames the land of night 5 
There, arts and arms, the worlds fifth empire 
raife; 
There datelefs times fhall hail my prophet praife 
Thy line, great Czar! hall Aretch that thorten'c 
name, ‘ : 
To more than Cefar’s pow'r, and alt his fame. 
Taught, by thy plans, to reign victorious fii}, 
And lengch’sing down, through time, thy death 
lefs kill, wee nee 
Legions of kings, fhall wait their doomful nod, 
As hofts, from Mofes, watch’d th’ infpiring God 
Q! pride, celeftial, of my mufe’s praife! 
Thou ! beft invok’d !---inipire my rifing lays, 
Kindle my glowing foul, with fires, like thine, 
And lend me light, to make my off'ring thine ! 
Though right to mark, how tow’ring eagles fy, 
Afks the try’d fharpnefs of an eagle’s eye ; i 
Though high-rais'd view, can beft,a profpect fhow 
Which he bur ill defcribes, who ftands too low 
Yet, if, afpiring to the theme,---I feel 
Thy glory’s love propel my trémbling zeal, 
O, prince} the grateful arrogance forgive ; 
No genuine mufe, fo charm’d, can filent live, 
Perith the pride, in poor diftin¢tion fhown, 


‘That makes.saan blind, Tee gt hin. owe 
See ie 








67% 
Briton abd Ruffian Aer, but if pame: - 

In nature's fenfe, al] nations are the fame, 

One world, divided, diftant brothers fhare, 
And man is reafon's fubjedt---every where. 

So, does dark Nile’s myfterious torrent ftray, 
And cozy wealth, in annual flood, convey. 
Memphia’s rich plains, imbibe th’ 

* flow, yh . 
And pleastd Egyptians fee proud harvefts grow. 
Yet while'on Egypt partial harvetts (mile, | 
Egypt's glad fons etigrofs not all their Nile. 
Egy), and all the world, the river claim 3 
Egypt in influence, and the world in fame. 
So, Ruflia feels her Czar’s intenfeft heat : : 
But the warm’d world his diftant brightnels greet 

Ages, obicurcly loft to flighted fame, 
Rob’d the dim empire of its bury'd names > 
One city’s bounds ufurp’d her monarch’s tights, 
And fhrunk his thoufand fates to Mufcovites. = 
Vameafur'd reatms lay hid in noifelefs reign, ° 
And Ruflia cover'd half the world in vain?” 
Till rip'ning time this giant-genius fent ; * 
Divinely fiz"d --to fuit his crown’s extent!” 
He breath'd prolific’ foul, infpir'd the land, 
And call'd forth order, wich dire@ive hand, 
‘Then pow'r's whole energy, at once fpread wide, 
And old obftrugtion funk beneath its tide. “ 
Then, thad’wing all, the dread dominion rofe, 
‘Which late no hope, and now no danger knows ! 

Did not, O prince ! thy love of art’s foft charms 
Sufpend the keener influence of thy arms, * 
Aftonith’d Europe, envious of thy fway, 

Muft wink mulignant, in thy ftream of day? 
But “tis chy generous tafk, to fteer thy reign, | 
*Twixe the two wide extremes of mean and.vain. 
‘To teach fierce conqu’rors all that arts beflow, 
Yet hold back aris till juftice names the foe. ° 
"Not fo, of old, when, ftern in horrid arms, *! 
‘The needy north pour'd forth her Gothic fwarms ; ' 
Roughly they warr’d, on arts they could not tatte. 
And, blindly laid the tracks of learning wafte. ° 
Thisheav’n remember'd, and, with kind command, 
Call’d for atonement from the barb’rous land. 
‘The prince, difgainful of his country’s crime, °* 
Guiltlefs, fprinys forward, to uncurfe the clime 
And, nobly juit, has taught the nations more, 
‘Than the world’s empire ruini—ioft before! 

How aft the engine!.—and the force how 

: reat! - {weight! 
That could, fo fwiftly, move fuch- pond'rous 
Enormous boaft of kings! who,.--though his reign 
Stretch’d empire’s endiefs line, from main to main, 
Counts not his greatnefs by his country's length, 
Nor from dependent millions ftea]s his firength. 
But, to himfelf (like heaw’n) his effluence owes, 
And gives---not takes-—-what pow’r from number 

flows. B [fchemes, 

Born, for ‘eternal growth:-and ftor’d with 
For whit’ning time, with ever-blooming themes, * 
Wonders on wonders gild a glowing land, 7 
That almoft ow’d diftinction to his hand ! 

From frozen climes, where nature, ftiff with cold, 

Nourith’d no hope ; and time in tears gtew olds” 

Warm’d by the monarch’s worth, we tiling faw 
Springs of gay virtue-.-and ripe fruits of law ! 
roe 


“ 















impregnate | 


-For teaching Rome to rob with fafer fills, 
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Doubly fopreme ! thy yareftrain'd controul 


| Direéts the body, and empow’rs the foul ! 


While vulgar kings their views fupinely fear, 
And lirait what they would by what they cam; 
Thy nobler pow’r, with more than martial fway. 
Commands--<and makes men able to chey ! < 
Tranfporting thought !—let me indulge it long, - 
Hence realnts grow mighty and their influence, 
ftrong. 7 


| Ah! why hy civil broils fhould patriots blecd, 


Por parts in pow'r, they nor enjoy nce need? 

Lefs factions fubjeéts happier freedom thare; » 

Mif-reckon'd flaves in fuch a fovereign’s care. 

Slaves are blind buft'lers, who, deceiv’d by name: 

Promote, unknowingly, their fpoiler’s aime; § 

Who (told fedition fets a nation free) 

Hug the new chain—and call it liberty. 

Then—walking gall’d, beneath th” incumbent 

‘weighe, 

Grind s curb’d curfe, and bear th’ impos'd detelfl: 

If juft Athenians, by a Thefens led, . 


‘| Their fcatter’d country’s ftrength-uniting head t- . 


To lafting praife confign’d his cherifh'd fame, 
And, confcious of his bounty, blefs’d his name 3.’ 
Uf hard Lycurgus, now immortal grown, 
Sheds deathlefs glory round a realmlefs throne; 
If, Romulus! thy mem’ry triumphs ill, 








For reining rapine in from private harms, | 
To mightier mifchief in confed’rate arms: 
‘What praife, prodigious Czar ! thall dare to tread, 
In awful cirelea, near thy facred head? © 
To whom, not one fmall portion fingly kneels, - 
In thanks for fep'rate benefits it fecis > 
But nations, numberlefs as Lybian fands,, 
Share the long bounties of thy reaching hands 
Thy hands: to whom delighted with thy. prailey 
God gave not thrones to reign on-—but to raife. 

Thy catching luftre fires the norch’s wide foul, 
And thaws the icy influence of the pole. ia .y' 
The thaggy Samoid, fhaking off the fuow, 
Warms his cold breaft with new defire to koow, 
The rugged Tartar, fram whofe fwarthy band, 
A gloom of horror us’d to fhade thy lands, - 
Charm'd by thy gen’rous daring, checks his owpy 
Affumes new nature, and adorns thy thrane, 
Beams of young learning, active as the wind, 4 
Radiant, flame out, and light up half mankind : 
Stern fuperftition’s mifty cloud ‘difpell'd, (held z 
Quits her chief throne, through feng dark ages 
And Ruffian arms a glitt’ring terror caft, {paft! 
O'er realms, where fcarce the Ruffian name had 

Bluth, ye bought bards! of, our degen'rate days, 
Whom penfion proftitutes to high-way praife : 
Who fear it fruitiefs for a mufe.to ream, .- 
Thence, poorly, pin your venal hearts at home ! 
The world’s my country : born, no matter where, 
Man is a denizen of earth and air; 
Native to truth, ’tis his alk worth to fhow, 
And love the hoftile virtues of a foe. 

Ah! how too weak my willing verfe purfues, 
And flags beneath new heights of op’ning viewat. 
Touch my charm’d heart, thou God! that didf, 


infpire 





| His force} and keg me Sel tb’ impulfive fires i 
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|, Zembla’s cial sane sir hoards of frofty ” 


Bonk amid fens, in For :ofte’s ftagnate tract, * 
And curs’d myfelf, wich want of power to act: 
Let meat leaft deferihe, with covfciaus blaze, 
And, from another’s triumph, force fome praife. 
0! great Eternal Pow’r, that bounds our minds, 
What circling darknefs human forefight blinds? 
"here are the loft effects of ftatefmen's dreams ? 
-Whofe erring envy fpun fuch cobweb fchemes ! 
JLong—each vain terror béat one devious road ; 
‘And figh'd at growing France with falfe forebode ; 
While, unobferv'd, th’ exulting northern bear 
Grin'd over gen’ral empire, rifing there, 
Fienceforth, jet none the ftrength of ftates com- 
pare : 
~ Nor what they may be, judge from what they are. 

- Lew the lord's genius, all his realms the fame : 
The king’s breaft wid’ning, {wells his throne to 

oS fame. 

Then, pow’r effulging, diftanc’d equals find, 
That man’s whole boundleis diffrence dwells in 
mind, 

* ‘This truch,—dread dark’ner of each rival throne! 
‘Well hag thy life’s long tract of wonders shown 5 
What fudden fleets have thadow'd diftant feas, 
‘With flags that fart to pow'r, gad {corn degrees; 
Glooming at pleafure, ev'ry hoftile thore, 7 
Far-trembling nations hear new thunders roar ; 


Th’ intrepid Swede does fortune’s shange npbraid, 


And (ces th’ affaulted enemy invade ! 
‘The Dane finds gratitude too weak for fear, 
And hates his helper’s ftrength, difplay’d too pear. 
"The furrow’d Baltic a new lord obeys, = 
And to ftrange keels reluétant homage pays. 

' ‘The virgin Cafpian, he, bold lover ! woes, 
Nor vainly, for her envy'd favour fues + 
Gralp'd to bis wifh, fhe has her love confefi'd, 
And giv’n him leave to wander o'er her breaft. 
Perfia’s heap’d wealth fhall her huge portion be, 
And India’s fovereign’s give her lord the knee, 

From namelefs outlets, endlefs naval hofts, 

Black’ning, ftill more, the fable Euxine’s coafts, 
hall teach the Porte's imperial walls to fhake, 
‘Aad the fell fulean’s iron feeptre break. : 
Grecia’s loft foul fhall be reflor’d by thee t 
Great faver ! fetting empire's genius free! 
Then, Hellespont, whofe ftream indignant glides, 
And a fubjeded world’s two bounds divides; 
Shall feel, while reaching both, thy thunder roars, 
Europe and Afia, trembling to her fhores. 
"Then, may thy floating empire's conq'ring {weep 
New gicet valt Ruffia round th’ Ailantic deep. 

. Sa fpring the feed« of pow’r, when wifely fown ! 
$o pregnant genius plans the future throne! ~ 
Mean while, great founder! gath’ring firength 

from blows, 
They {pread thy glory who thy arms oppofe. 
The felf-pria’d lords of China’s boaftful land, 
Feel their pride fhrink beneath thy bord’ring hand: 


The tracklefs wilds, which both vait ftates diyjoin, 
Are cv’n, when arm’d with thiv’ring winter, 


thine! 
O'er realms of fnow thy furry {quadrons fly, 
And bring, at cafe, the dreadful diftance nigh! 
Ip vain oppos’d, th’ enormous wall they fee; ~ 
Proclaim’d defiance can but quicken thes. . 









‘Where proud difcow’ry has fo oft been loft; 
Through every period of the world rill now, 
Have check’d all keeles that would thofe ceeans 
low. 
Nature's laft barrier: they all fearch withftood, 
And bound ambition up in freezing blood 
Referv’d by heav'n, and for thy reign defign’d, 
Thy piercing eye fhall that dark paffage find. 
Or, eaft’s and weft’s embracing confines fhown,: 
‘oin two emerging world’s; and both thy own, 
" Stop, headlong mufe!—Ah* whither would’ 
thou yo? 
Louk dow: with caution on the depths below ¢ 
Profpects too vaft the rafh prefumer fright ; 
And, dazzling, wound an uncollected fight. ° 
Congratulate a while our church’s gain, oo 
And mingling joy, relax thy wondcr's ftrain, 
Shall then, at aft, beneath propitious fkies, 
‘The crofs triumphant o’er the crefcent rife ? 
Shall we behold earth's long.fuftain’d difgrace 
Reveng’d in arms on Ofman’s haughty race? 
Shall Chriftian Greece fhake off a captive fhame, ° 
And look unblufhing at her Pagan fame? * 
"Twill be. - Prophetic Delphos claims her own $ 
Hails her new Cxfars on a Ruffian throne. 
‘Athens fhail teach once more ! once more afpire ! 
And Spartan breafts reglow with martial fire : 
Stil, fill, Bizantium’s bright'ning domes Shall 
fhine, 
And rear the ruin’d name of Conftantine, {bet 
Tranfcendent prince! bow happy muft thow 
What can’ft thon look upon, unblefs'd by thee ? 
Wharinwasd peace mutt that calm bofom know, 
Whence tonfcious virtue does fo ftrongly flow! 
Each fame, of ages paft, in ruin lies: 
How timely, therefore, does thy greatnefs rife, 
To fire forgetfut thrones, with thirft of praife; 
And build example for thefe feeble days ! [thine, 
Such, are the kings, who make God’s image 
Nor biuth to dare affert their right divine! 
No earth-bora bias warps they climbing will; 
No pride their power—noav'rice whets their skill. 
They poife each hope which bids the wife obey, 
And thed broad bleffings from their wid’ning fway- 
To raife th’ affli@ed, ftretch the healing hand, 
Drive crafh’d oppreffion from each refcu’d Jand, 
Bold in alternate ri¢tht, or fheath or draw 
The fword of conggelt, or the fword of law. ~* 
Spare what refiits pot ; wIat oppofes, bend; * 
And govern cool, Phat the cvith warmth defend, 
How biefe’'d wdc man |; would heav’n hereaf- 
ter pleafe, 
‘That all carth’s princes fhould be form’d like thefet 
With it, O mute! howe’er the with be vain; 
If gives fome joy to hope th’ unlikeiieft gain. [thine 
‘Adieu—dread flame! that bids the pole out~ 
The torrid brightnefs of the burning line! 
Drawn by thy beamy force, I till would gazes 
Bat my eyes ake bencath th’ oppreffive blaze, 
Defcend, raih mufe !—'tis decent to retire ; 
Thy fall were dang'rous, if thy flight were higher. 
‘Thou, too, great priuce! forbear th’ ador’d 
excefs! . 


‘| Retefor thy life, and make thy glory lela 
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Heav'n mutt reclaim thee—nor thy abfence bear, 
When earth yields no new wonder worth thy care. 
Moorn’d, the near profpedt' yet not mourn'’d 
by all! eae 
There are, whofe humbler glory waits thy fall 
‘When thou, great (un of royalty! dhalt fet, ” 
And pay fad nature's laft and furett debt : : 
‘Then earth’s low lords may boatt their poordefigns, 
And ev'ry upftart twinkler think—he hines. 
then, when nomorethy wonders wakemankind, 
But dying euivy ieaves delight behind, a 
Here, while thy tteps admiring ages trace, 
‘Where thall amazement firft encomium place ? 
Arduous decifion ! which moft honour won ? 
Thy actions, of the fpeed with which they're done. 

When Rome,’ that glitt'ring, that immosjal 
ae mame: . | - bore 
Afpir’d to rule, and panted after fame; 

Age copying age, fpun length of patient will, 

And ek’d th’ oft-breaking thread, with jab'ring 
* fkill, : : i RE 

Nor till {cv'n hundred hard-prefs*d years were paft, 

The late propitious forgune f{mil'd at laft. 

Not fuch flow rife, O prince! thy Roflia fears: 

‘Thou dragg’ft not glory frem fuch depth of years. 

At once refolv’d, at once the columns rife, ; »° 

‘Which lift thy dreadful fabric to the ikies.. 

Form and degrees, iet bounded {pirits need : 

‘Thy foul, eccentric, moves with in-bred fpeed: : 

Makes nature thake, and raifes ina day, , 

What with le(s eafe in ages thall decay: 

So, when young time its firft great birth-day kept, 
And huddled nature yet in-chaos Depts ss eg 
‘Th’ cternat Word, to fet diktinion free, 

But {poke th’ almighty fiat—Let there be. , 
Millious of ways the farting atoms flew ; 

Like clung to like--aod fucden order grew ¢ 
Struggling in clouds, a while confufion lay, ¢ 
‘Then died at once and Joft itfelf in day. <, 


' THE PICTURE OF LOVE. 
‘Love isa paffion by no rules confin’d, 

‘The great firtt mover of the human mind : 
Spring of our fate! it lifts the climbing will, 

Or finks the foften’d foul inyfeas of ill: , 
Science, truth, virtue. tweet glory, grace, 
All are love's influence, and hdorn his race; 
Love, 100 yives fear, defpair,s grief, atiger, ftrife, 
And all th, unnumber’d woe} which tempetft life, 

Fir'd with a daring with, to paint him right,. , 
‘What mute fhall Linveke to lend me Jight ? 
Something divine there livis in Jove’s foft flame, 
Beyond our fpirit’s pow’r to give it name! % 
How Miall I paint it then? of why reveal * 

A pleafure aud a pain which all muft feel? 

Soul of thy fex's fweetnefs ! aid: my hope, 
Pride of my reafon, and my paffion’s {cope ! 
‘Thou, whofe leaft’ motion: can delight infpire ! 
And whofe fweet eye-beams fhed' celeftial fire! 
Thou, at whofe: heav’n-tun’d voice the dead might 
. wake! = tae Res 
And from whofe face we fatal learning tal 
‘Teach nre thy godlike pow’r the heart to move, 
Smile on my verfe and look the world to love ?, 
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Far, ye profane, from my ehatte fabje@ Ay, * 
Nor ftain its brightnefs ‘ith a tainted eye's 
What if a thoufand ills the wanton prove, 
Whofe earth.born heat ufurps the naine of love . 
Lovers, indeed, are caft in no coarfe mould, | *:" 
How few have yet been form’d, thoogh tim?a 
“* * grown old ! i oa 
No wild defire. can this prond blifs beftow, “ ed 
Souls muft be match’d, in heav’n, though mix’ 
-below, : ca 
As fire, by nature, climbs dire& and bright, 
And beams in fpotlefs rays, a thining lights, °° 
But if fome grofs obftrudtion ftop its way, 
Smokes in low curls and fcents the fullied day :. 
So Juve itfelf, untainted and refin'’d, ies 
Borrows a tinéture from the colour’d minds 
‘The great grow greater while its force they Proves, 
But little hearts want room and cripple love. 
Cautious, ye fated, who frequent the fair! 
Your breafts examine, nor too rafhly dare, > 
Curb your untrufted hearts while yet they’re free, 
Love is refiftlefs when you feel "tis he. {date, 
Small isthe foul’s fir! wound, from beauty’s 
And fearce th’ unheeded fever warms the heart. ' 


‘Long we miftake it, under liking’s name; 


A foft indulgence that’ deferves no blames 
A pleafure we but take todo her right, [lights 
Whofe ‘preferice charms ‘us, and whofe words de~ 


- Whofe {weet reniembrance broods upon our breaft, | 


And whofe dear friendthip is with pride poffeftixn. 
“ Excited thus the fmother’d fire at length, : 
Burits into blaze, and burtis with open ftrength: . 
‘That image which before but footh’d the mind, J 
Now lords it there, and rages unconfin’d. 
Mixing with all our thoughts it waftes the day, 
Atd when night comes, it dreams the foul away, . 
Pungent impatient tingles in each vein, a 
And the fick bofom throbs with aching pain, 
* Abfene from her, in whom alone we live, 
Life grows a bankrupt and no blifs can give; 
Friends are importunate, and pleafure’s loft, 
What once moft charm’d us now difgufts us moft : 
Frerful to filent folitude we run, - 
And men, and light, and noify converfe fhun; 
Penfive in woods, on river’s fides we walk, 
And to th’ unlif’ring winds and’ waters talk; 
How next we fhall approach her pleas’ we weigh 
And think in tranfport all we mean to fay: * 
Tenderly bowing, thus will we complain, : 
Thus court her pity, and thus plead our pain ;* 
Thus figh at fancy’d frowns, if frowns fhould rife, 
And thus meet favours in her foft’ning eyes. 
Reftlefs on paper we our vows repeat, 
And pur our fouls out on the miflive theet ; 
Write, blot, reftore—and, in loft pieces rend 
The mute entreaters, yet too faint to fend ; - 
Unblefs’d if no admifiron we procure, 
‘Tis heav'n at diflance to behold her door! 
Or to her window we by night repair, 
And let loofe fancy to be feafted there; - + 
Watch her-lov’d thadow as it glances by, 
And te imagin'd motions chain our eye; i 
Has the fome field, or grove, or garden blefs’d? 
Pleas’d we retread the paths her feet have prefs’ 
Near her, by chance, at vifits orat plays, aie 
Our ruthing fpirits crowd in {peaking gazez 
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Light on her varied airsigur eye-balls ride, 
Blind ae the dead to the full world befide. 

I blefs’d by fome kind letter from her hand, 
"THe chérith’d flame ic into madnefs fann’d ; 
‘Treinbling we half devour the facred prize, - 
And ‘end our thoughts and lips to aid our eyes; 
1X0 wild extravagance of joy’s too much, 

For aught omce warm’d by her enlivenirig touch. 

Thefe are the {weet effufions of defire, 

‘When abfence wounds us, or when withes firs ; 
But when in prefence we our vows addrefs, 
‘Who can the tumults of the foul exprefs? 
Boundlcfs defire, aw’d hope, and doubtful joy, 
Stormy by turns the veering heart employ ; 
BSick’ning in fancy’s funthine, now we faint, 
‘And licence wounds us deeper than reftraint : 
Fix'd in her opening door furpris’d we ftay ; 
Dumb and depriv'd of all we meant to fay : ~ 
Our-eyes Nah meanings but our rooted feet 
Panfe till due rev’rence faints the hallow’d heat 
Soft tremblings feize us asiha gentle dread, 
Specchlefs our thought, and all our courage fled. 

Slowly reviving, we from love's fhort trance, 
Softly with bluthful tendernefs advance ; 
Bowing we kneel, and her giv’n hand is preft, 
With {weet compulfion"to our bounding breatt ; 

O'er it in ectacy our lips bend low, 

‘And tides of fighs ’twixt her gralp'd fingers flow: 
Bigh beats the hurried pulfe at each forc'd kifs, 
And ev’ry burning finew aches with blifs : 

Life in a fouly deluge rutheso’er, * * : 
And the charm’d heart fprings out at ev’ry pore. 
+ The firft fierce rapture of amazement patt, °” 
Confufion quits us, and defire grows faft ; 

‘We fit, and while her gaz'd-at beautics rife, 

A humid brightnefs fparklcs from our eyes? 
Modeft difquict ev'ry action wears, 

And each long look the mark of paffion bears! 
Diforder’d nature no coid medium keeps, 
Tranfport now’ reigris, and dull reflection fleeps: 
All that we feel, or wifh, or a@, or fay, : 
Is above thought and out of reafon’s way ; 

Joy murmurs, anger laughs, and hope looks fad; 
Rafhnefs grows prudent and difcretion mad : 
Reftlefs we fee) our am’rous bofom burn, - 
Now this way look we, and now that way turn, 
Now in {weet {well of thought our lifted eyes, 
Lofe their low langour and. attempt to rife, 

Now finking fuppliant feek the charmer’s feet, 
And court with’d pity in their glanc’d retreat, 
Ofe, in fix'd gaze, they dwell upon her face, 
‘Then ftart attonith’d from fome dazzling grace ; 
Now in boid liberty fly out unbid, 

Now aw’d, ’tcape inward ’twixt the clofing lid. 

* Uf we dare (peak, and would our with purfue, 
"The words fall feath’ry like defcending dew; i 
‘The fott’ning accents ¢v'n in utt’rance die, 

And the tonguc’s fweetnefa here out-charms the 
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*Till mingled fighs the fainting voice confound, 

But lover's meanings {peak though rebb’d of found. 
- Is there no more? oh! -yet the laft remains! 

Crown of our conqueft : fweet'ner of our pains! 

‘There is a time when love no with denies, 


And finiliog nature throws off all difguile; 


EOUS POEMS. 68s: 

But who can words to {peak thofe raptures find 2 

Vatt fea of ecftacy that drowns the mind! 

That fierce transfufion of exchanging hearts { 

That gliding glimpfe of heav'n in pulfive flarts { 

That veiny rufh! that warm tumultuous roll! 

‘That fire which kindles body into foul! 

And on life's margin ftrains delight fo high, 

That fenfe breaks fhort, and while we tafle wa 
die. 

By love's feft force, all nature is refin’d, 
The dull made fprightly and the cruel kinds 
Gently the ftubborn paffions learn to move, - 

And favage hearts are humaniz’d by lave $ 

Love in a chain of converfe bound mankind, 

‘And polih’d and awak'd the rugged mind: 

Jaitice, truth, pity, opennets of heart, 

Courage, politenefs, eloquence and art, 

That gen’rons fire with which ambition flames, 

And all th’ unfleeping foul’s divineft aims, 

Touch'd by the warmth of ‘love burn up more 
. bright, ¥ s ' 

Prond of the godlike pow’r to give delight. 

Thus have } vainly ftrove, with ftrokes too faint, 
Love in his known and outward marks to paint ; 
Unmindful that of old they veil’d his face, 

And wilely cover'd what they could not traces - 
Lovely creator of my foul’s foft pain, 

Pity the pencil that afpir'd in vain : 
Vers'd in love’s pangs and taught 















his ‘pow'r by 


you, 
+ Skill'd, I prefum'd that what I felt I drew 3 
But i have err’d; and with delirous aim, 
Would pi@ure motion and imprifon flame. 
He who can lightning’s flath to colours bind, 
May paint love's influence on the burning mind, 
Then when we mafter him and give him law, 
Then may we chain him and his image draw = 
But who would bind this god muft captive take 
A power which all mankind can captive make: 
T am too weak of heart, yet J can tell 
Thofe who dare fcize him, where he loves to dwell, 
I fee him now; in his own heaven he lies, 
Clofe at {weet ambuth in Miranda’s eyes. 
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Too long provok'd, immortal mufe, fargive ; 
Roufe a dead world, and teach my verfe to live. 
Not the low mufe, who lends her feeble fire, 
‘Lo fluth pale fpicen, or light up loofe defire; 
But that bright influence, that expanfive glow, 
Which firf in angel’s numbers learn’d to flow; 
Ere time had ftruck eternity with fhade, 
Or day, or night, or fpace, or form, was made: 
Tun’d thé rais’d notes at which creation grew, 
And worlds, and ftars, and fans, and heav’ns, hot 
pew, 
She, fhe, the mufe-—Oh, ne’er to be defin’d ; 
Thou flame of purpofe ! and thou flow of mind! 
‘Thou path of praife, by heav’n’s firkt fav’rites trad 
Thou voice of prophets! and thou breath of Gad! 
i feel her now---th’ invader fires my breatt ; 
And my fou! fweils, to fuit th’ heav’nly gueft : 
Hear her, O Pope! fhe founds th’ infpir'd degree, 
Thou great archangel of wit’s heav’a ! for thee, 
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~ Let vulgar genii, four’d by fharpdifdain, | | _Seorn, then, the Yery, le imitator’s name, 
Piqu’d and malignant words, low war maintain, | Nor humbly fpienstid/“were caft coats of fame: 
While ew’ry meaner arc exert her aim, Lean not fuftain’d-~a weight no mufe allows 
O’er rival arts, to lift her queftion’d fame ; Pilf ‘ring the faded bays from claffic brows; ~ 
Let half-foul’d poets ftill on poets fall, Nor creep contented in the modern way; +, 
And teach the willing world to fcorn them all. A dry, duil, foft, lew, languid, tirefeme lay! 
But let no mule, pre-eminent as thine, _ But, ftrongly facred, and fublimely warm, *' 
Of voice melodious, and of force divine, .. Strike the aw’d foul, and the touch'd paffioy 
Stung by wit’s wafpy, all rights of rank forego, charm ; ‘ 
And rurn, and fnarl, and bite, at every foe. Till the ftern cynic, foft’ning at your ftrain, ; ° 
No; like thy own Ulyffes, make no flay; Feels himfelf mov'd, and hugs the pleafing pain. 
Shun montters, and purfue thy ftreamy way. While lazy lovers from their langour ftart, * 

Wing’'d by the mule’s god to rite fublime, Aad gain a conqueft, though they loft a heart, 
"Whar has thy fame to fear from peevifh rhyme? Such wond'rous change can harmony command 
Bhalt thow, decreed till time’s own death to live,» | Por heav'n lent nature to the poet’s hand; : 
Yet want the noble courage-.-to forgive ? Gave him the paffion’s boundlefs pow'r ta know 

Slunder’d in vain, enjoy the {picen of foas ; And, like a god. diftribute joy and woe: [fpring 
Let thefe from envy hate; from int'reft thofe! Taught the tun’d neryes at cach known found 
Guilt. like che firft, your gratitude requires, © And bound obedient to the warbling ftriag : 
Bince nene can envy, til. he firlt admiges : And the blood’s current in compliance rol ; 
‘And nature tells the laft his crime is none, And the charm’d {pyits ruth in tides of foul. [lent 

. ‘Who to your int’reft but.prefers his own, Ye who feel ftrong this power that heav'n ha 

Difgrac'd by viory where we ftrike too law, | Be your rais’d hearts with equal ardour bent : 
And meanly furious fretch the ftooping blow, Dare to praife virtue, though unprais’d befor 
Pride, that provokes revenge, mifleads it too; Lance your keen fatires at oppreflive pow'r s 
Return of ander is the weak man’s view: Be worth obfcure by your bright genius fought, 
"The wife expe it with a cold difdain , And gild its palenefs in your fun of thought; . 

* And, while they not receive, retort the pain. Lift it to notice; give it ftrength to move, me 

Should ev'n hot rathnefs exting javelins throw, | And teach duil greatnefs hew to know and lovey 
And firike onr friendly brea, fuppos’d a foe? With nerves of thought invig’rate manly themes, 
How nobler Rill to undeceive than blame! * 4 Nor idly fport in fancy’s empty beams ; 

And chaften infult with the bluth of thame? Let no bale flatt’ry tempt your verfe aftrayy 
Never, ah, never fhall that worth be found, Nor a fight laughter a low talte difplay. 

‘Which neither malice nor miftake can wound! Tn wit's cold thallows wade, for fhame ! no mane, 

Thns far might ev'ry ftrength of heart extend; | Her foundlefs ocean tempts you from the fhore ¢ 
"Thos far can ethic feringe our tempers bend ; Up her vait fteeps Leach with intrepid climb, 
"Thus far the thoughts of faints or kings nay rife, | And fwim through ages down the ftream of time. 
‘And each known greatnefs of earth’s ufual fize : Though faint, through modifh mitts religion 
But far more tow'ring {till the poct’s fires! thines, : 5 
Whole breatt a ray from God’sown heart infpires. | Oft let her facred foariogs lift your tines: 

Heroes and faints rife rarew-yet ftill they fe; | Ole let your thoughts take fire at that firft flame, 
And time’s.full ftream each common art fupplies. | From whofe bright efluence infpiration came. 
Philofophy’s proud heights are hourly gain’d, Th’ Almighty God, who gave the fun to blaze, 
And painting's charms, and mufic’s force attain’d; | Voic'd the great poct for his Maker's praife: 
But when the deatblefs p-et is to thine, Firlt, for his glory, form’d the world’s extent 5, 
Long-lab’ring ages fwell the flow defiyn. Then form’d a language for that glory meant. 

- At length he comes: the birth of time appeare! Henge have all tow’ry mitds, fublimely fir’d, 
‘And heav'n fmiles fatisfy’d a thoufaud years. With in-born ftrength to their own beav'n afpir’ 

Btrange greatnefs this! with' which compar’d, | While confcious pertoefs, for fuch heights unfit, 

pricft, faint, . Safe to flight fubjects pins its puny wit. {glows ? 

Ring,-hero, and philofopher, found faint ! Lives there a man, whofe brcalt with honour 
He's none of thefe, whom time fhall poet call, Who, wrong’d by friends, forgives and pities foes; 
Bur more than either, and creates them all. Who, ftill deferving, never gains fuccels, 

Learn, poets, learn, th’. importance of your | But lives opprefs'd, by shunning to opprefs 

name; Who can ail grief for his own woes reftrain, 
And, confcious of your pow’s, exalt your aim. / Yet melts in gencrous tears at other’s pain ? 

. Soul fhaking fov'reigns of the paflions, you Trach him, O mufe! to with no monarch’s fways 
Hold wider empire than the Cefars knew. — Greater in want, than in dominion they! _[mind, 
‘While clam’roua rhet’ric but fufpends the mind, For, oh !-what diff’rence! ‘rwixt th’ effulgent 

“And whilp’ring morals figh, unheard, behind ; ‘That Tongs for light, Jet others fhould be blind, 
‘While frail philofophy but farts defigns, And him, who, wanting nothing, grafping all, - 
And revelation’s light to diftant thines, . Seems great himfelf, becaule all round look Small! 
‘Ardent and clofe the mule maintains her {way, Or docsa fofter fubject {uit your mind ?*° 
And the confenting wifhes make her way: Fond of the fair, and to their int’reft kind 5 
Rvn pride’s rafh plunge, the poet’s curb endares; | Pity fome maid, whom modeft withes moves 
Agdev'ry patlage to the heart is yours Unblefs’'d by fortune, yet infpir’d by loves 
AGES 4 say ie I = . 
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Fair without followers, w.thout art fincere, 
Prais’d without hope, and wihout conqueft dears 
‘Phere let the mule the rights ef beanty prave, 
For aj] are equal by the laws of love. e 
There let the mufe perfuade on virtue’s fide, ~ 
Aug teach lame love to leap the bars of pride: 
Whe pains of paflion let the mufe impart, Z 
And to foft yieldings mould the fubborn heart. 
Are there, whole rais’d diftinétion fweetly 
fhines, 
And whom high fortune fills with high defigns? 
Who greatly blefling ali o'er whom they rife, 
Smilé on th’ inferior world with friendly cyes? 
Or whom the Jove of ufeful arts infpires? 
Or whom faith, gratitude, or friendthip fires? 
Or whom by charity's (oft glowings warm'd ? 
All vice has fled from, and all virtue charm'd ¢ 
Thefe, and all thefe, deferve the mufe’s ftrain; 
At once adorn, and are adorn’d again, 
Shines there a captain, form'd for war's controul, 
Born with the feeds of congieft in his faul 2 
By envy driv'n to truft his in-bred ftore, 
And ftill the lefs fupply’d renown’d thé more? 
'Gainft foes and friends, at once compell’d to guard, 
But hardeft prefe'd by thofe for whom he warr’d; 
Vidor alike, fupported or betray’d, : 
And obftinate in his eppreffor’s aid; 
Pointing fupericr from the heights he won, 
‘To tcach his rath fupplanters what to fhun. 
Difclaiming vengeance, while fecure of fame, 
And griev'd, not angry, at his country’s fhame 
Fearlefe of flattery here, confels the great, 
And to wrong'd glory lend the mufe's weight, 
To crowns and fenates hold a daring light, 
And, “fpite of M——~'s, do a M—— right. 
Should wit’s high guardians e’er their charge 
neglect, 
Nor watch her waning, nor her growth proved, 
, Cold and unmov'd fee tragic warmth decay, 
And epic fplendour fade, unfelt, away ; 
While in their place low taftes the land defame, 
Jcfts without words, and laughter without fhame ! 
Poets expell’d the ftage, fupreniely theirs, 
And the bays with’ring round the heads of play*rs; 
Then thould the mufe indignant wake the throne, 
And the whole thunder of her voice be fhown, 
O that all verfe would fenfelefs found expel, 
An@the big fubject bid the numbers {well ! 
But, ah, far thort th’ unfolid tinklers tife, 
Nor foar, bur flutter, in the mufe’s fkies! 
Shame on your jingling, ye foft fons of thyme | 
‘Tuneful confumers of your reader’s time ! 
Fancy’s light dwarfs! whofe feather-footed ftraing 
Dance in wild windings through a watte of brains! 
Your's ia the guile ofall, who, judging wrong, 
Miftake tun’d ponfenfe for the poct’s fong. 
Provoking dulnefs! what a foul has he, 
Who fancies rhyme and meafure poetry ! 
He thinks profanely, that this gen’rous art 
Stops at the ear, with power to thake the heart. 
For twice nine cent’ries, why has partial fame, 
O'cr worthier Romans, fwell'd th’ aAuguftan name? 
O'er Julius, nobler, and of mightier mind? 
O'er cv'n Vefpafian, darling of mankind ? 
- What bat the mule this lafling diff’ rence made? 
Pleas'd ports Jeng the world’s great lord their ai 








ay 


And from their grateful praife confent firft grew, 

That he, who rais’d the arts, furpafs’d them too.. 
Think, ye vain fatefmien! whofe felf-pointed 

aims 

Die with your duft, nor fave your bury’d names, 

Think on the crowds of bufy cyphers Inft, 

Whe once, like you, their fov'reign’s fmiles em. 

ofe'd | 

Cloudily buftling fili'd a realm alone, [thrones - 

And, with fate curtains, fereen’d the darken’g 

*Twixt crowd and fubje&, ftood an envy'd wall 


| Bought, built, clear’d, clouded, and decided all s 
| Yet, dead for ever, in dumb graves are laid, 


And refi, forgotten, with the noife they made. . 

NoRichelieu’s they--nor knew the poet's pow'r, 
Nor; fkill'd to plant, iavok'd the genial fhow'rs - 
Hence their dry names in happy hatte decay,. 
And ev'ry barren glory fades away. 

In peace, fuch themes demand the poet’s fire, 
Such fubjects raife th? exalted art ftill higher ; 
But, if provok'd too far, fome wav'ring tate, 
Puth’d and infulted in perplex'd debate, 
Feels her flow patience blash—and, tir’d at lengthy 
Weighs her mean wrongs again ker mighty 

ftrength; 
If then with war th’exerted genius warms, 
And glowing verfe would roufe a reaim to arma, 
‘Then the joint mufes animate the fong, z 
And the whole godhead pours the found along = 
Then the big notes in tun’d excitement roll, 
Bid the blood boil, and wing the wafted fouls, 
Courage impatient burns in ev'ry breath; 3 
And a taught brav’ry leaps the lines of death. 

‘Thefe are the fcafons, O, ye mufe-infpir'd 
When ftates unwarlike may to war be fir'd; 

Then pow'rful yerfe thould long-loft heroes raife, 
And kindle glory at the catching blaze: 
Arthur's great ghoft unrefting and afham’d, 

That William's brav'ry {aw the brave defam’d, 
Shining, redeem'd in honour of our land, 

Would fmile to *feape the knighted tort’rer’s hand, 
Then might our great third Edward’sawful thade, 
Hem’d with ris’n ftandards dreadfully difplay'd, 
Pale from his tomb in epic ftrides advance, E 
And fhoot cold horror through the heart of France 
Wide o'er the reading world extend alarms, 

And warn proud ftates to fhun Britannia's arms. 
Or, fince the mufes fons in courts are known, 
And pleas'd pay homage round a reigning throne, , 

Why are they flow to fing the Saxon fame? 

From whofe long lineage fov’reign Bruntwick came: 

When their white courfer, by brave Hengift born, 

Did firft in Albion war’s wav'd pomp adorn: 

While German aids thy ciiffs, © Britain, feal’d 

TYotriumph, where ev'n Rome's great help had 
fail'd! 

To fave, and give forgetful England name; 

To plant a race, that know not whence they came: 

To lend us language to expre(s our fires, 

Jn grateful railings at our German fires. 

‘Thus, O ye happy few! for glory horn, 

Whofe ftarry wreathes your country’s fanie adorn, 
Watte not, on vulgar themes, your breathing fire, 
But tune, for gen’rous ends, your living lyre: * 
Teach the miftaken world a jufter rate, 


To court yous praifes, ane to dread your hate... 









6% ; 
‘Then, when kind heav’n infpires the vaft fablime, 
And your verfe lives, and claims the ftamp of time, 
Hitt'ry thall die, and {carce preferve a name; 
‘While poets flourith in immortal fame 
How have endanger'd balancers of {tate 

Liv'd in light ign’rance of the mufe’s weight? 
How might a guided flage men’s wills prepare, 
'To brook tame peace, or with relu@ant war !° 
How might the fubtle {cene our paflions wind! 
And the watch'd arms of young fedition bind! - 
How timely might this pow’rful art perfuade! 
How mike light lovelier, and illuminé thade ! 
Eafe ftarefinen’s labours, animate their aims, 

. Adorn their adions, and embalm their names, 
<” Should W——’s felf, unconfcious of the, mufe, 
Provoke her vengeance, or her rev’rence lofe; : 
In vain were votes! fhe could his pow’r defy, 
And bid his blacken’d mem'ry never die ; > 
Bhade his beit virtues, widen each miftake, 

* And his hop’d fame from unborn ages take. 
Or the could force unwilling praife ro climb, 

_ And float him, topmoft, on the tide of time 5 

‘Bid millions blefs him ages after death, 

\And give new life in a charm’d people’s breath 
When no fkill’d antiquary finds his buft, 
‘nd his proud buildings thall be loft in duft. 

» Pardon, ye living lights! where’er you shines 

‘Ve bleft ele&! ye prophets of the nine‘ 

- Pardon that I, whom fainter flames infpire, 
Hiave thus prefum'd to point your heav'nly fire : 
‘To make the great more great, requires your {kill ; 
A want the pow’r, nor ev’n poffefs the will. 
While to myfelf I live obfcurely bleis'd, 
Look round the bufy world, and hug my reft; 
Plac'd below greatnefs, and above diftrefs, ® 
i pity pow’r, and hold faft happiness; 
Purfue no int’reft, no mean profpec raife, 
Reje no cenfare, and invice no praife, 
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Ane thefe the marks then of our pramis'd fhame ? 
Or did detra@ion fteal the patriot’s name? , 
‘Weak if we were, how role we now fo ftrong ?. 
Or whence, if pow’rful, were we fcorn’d fo long ? 
Burn, footy flander, burn thy blotted feroll : 
Greatnefs is greatnels, 'fpite of faction’s foul. 
f gaze, aftonifh’d kingdom, o'et thy face, 
And each weigh’d wonder to its fountain trace. 
Glory flows in where infamy was {pread : 
And long loft triumph lifes her tow’ring head. - 
: Warm o’er the icy north thyinfluent awe 
Bids hottile leagues diffolve in friendly thaw. — 
Up Rhine's trong ftream Britannic thunders wind, 
- And Alpine mountains thake, and ftates, behind. 
‘Auftria’s plum'd cagle beak’d,and wing’duncezaore, 
Secs baffled Bourbon driv’n from fhore to hore. 
Ser-fhook Aufonia red with warring hots, 
: Starts from her Adrian to her Cyrrhewe coafts, 
~ Ev’n Rome’s imperious mitre learns to bow, 
And Spain's Thaleftris is but woman now ! [fear : 
Whence this amazing change ?—'twas late ail 
.aNo warring god invok'd, inclis:’d his ear, 





‘Tyrants combin’d, found freedom’s rights betray’d ¢. 


. Faith fatt expiring, faw the falfe invade, 
* Commerce cajo!'d, relu@ance brib'd, rage tame: 
Evin- empire trod on—yet uncosch’d by thame! 
AR aes 
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Then was the crifis; thm fate’s hand appear'd = 
Then might the word be deaf, for Britain heard 
Waye-worfhipp'd Brirain : one ro all oppos’d! 
By friends deferted, and by foes iticlos ds 

Filts the world’s eye—difpels the doubter’s Care. 
Bids the bold tremble, and the backward dare =, 
High to the nations puints their guardian’é thron 
And aéts, and arbirrates, and thines alone. 

And have fuch fires inflam’d a patient reign ¥ 
immortal heav'n! and muft we ftill complain? 
Still muft we rail, and blacken, and fufpect? | ° 
At once curb vigilance and goad negle&? 

Deep Ist my foul deteft th adchefive pride, 

‘That changing fentiment unchanges fide: 

Trué to contempr of truth repents within, 

Yet fereens conviction, and ftrains hard to fin. , 

Shame on this craft to {care !—this toil to feem 
© heart indignant, fly th’ unmaniy fcheme!- 
Bluth for chy palt injuftice—fhrink no mores 
But wake, and worder, thou wert dark before! 
Learn from whofe hand th’ unlook'd-for ¢fluenm 

came; ©" 2 F 
And, in the teeth of infult, found his name. 

What though fome friend thou lov’ hed ma 

rower fight? 7 
Truth knows no parties, and involves like lights 
Shadows and names fright cowards—out the ftron 
Ne‘er call that lightnels, which is {corn of wro. 
Dare to be juft, ‘tis all that brav ry means; -;s" 
He ftoops ton bafely, who to flatt'ry leans: 1 
But whom pale prejudice has taught his part, 
Born fora flave, wears fetters on his heart 5, 
Secs undifcerning ; feels without his touch 5 
Judges too little, and decides too much. 

Poets have nobler fouls: fame’s paths they fhow 

They glow themielvee, and teach the world ( 
glow. 
Satire’s whole pow'r their own—yet praife the ; 
choofe, 
Ev'n of unconfcious ‘kings, who flight the mufe, 
Proud of neglected, force, each heav’n, touch’ 
mind 7 5 i 
Open to reafon is, to int’reft blind. x4 
Self, all unthought of, can for others think 
Swim till the ftate rides fafe, then {mile, and fink 
Lift ev'n the worth that hates him—love is shown 
And, for his country’s joys, exclude hisown; , 
This is to think like mufes. aét like man: @ 
This princes ought to feel—and poets can. © ! 

Ye, once mifguided ! is retraction vain? 
Trutt the brave injur'd; nor perfif to ftainw 
Why fhouid fufpicion penitence outlive? |. 
None doubt forgivenels, but who ne’er forgive. 
Heav'n has been wrong’d, yet ftill goes on to blefi 
For fins of blindnefs err beneath dittrefs, 

So wrong ‘d, fo pard’ning, Cart'ret heeds no foe; 
But faves—uuangry at the tage below. 

Oft with thele fhackly quoi!s of twin'd intrign 

Thefe nets for liberty, thele links of league. 
Trite, venal cant! which envy’s arts can teach, - 
To.cenfure ev'ry pow r we fail to reach. 
No gen’rous heart; mifgrawn to devious beat, = 
When trath’s new juftre fhines, difclaims its hea! 
Charm d and furpris’d, { hug my country’s fame 
Compar'd, O heav'n} with years of length’ois 
Soames 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS, 


Ye fons, who love her,.weigh the threat’ning 
Swell + 
‘Of Spain, France, faGtion, calumny, and hell! 
‘Weigh with what fpeed, repell’d from mound to 
- "mound. Bee 
Subfiding danger fought her bidden bound! 
Hail the white cliffs of Albion held ferene, 
While round her redd’cintg rells the bloody feene, 
J hail ic all ;---and hail th’ acknowledg’d caufe; 
Bail the mind's reach, that gives carth’s uproar 
laws! 
-Safe mid {urrounding menace, guards mankind ; 
Guides ev'ry council, bufiesev’ry wind, — [main, 
Shakes the world’s fhakers, hears for land and 
And binds fell tyrants, while they bite their chain. 
Ye mufe-made Mentors! rais'd on fancy’s 
wings, 
To think for heroes, and to reign for kings ; 
‘When cou’d your fons of time’s feign’d births do 
more? 

For ne'er true ftory reach’d thefe heights before. 
Fav’rites have oft, in many a troubled ftate, 
Poiz'd the king’s love aguinft the people’s hate s 

Oft the firm leader, in fome patriot fcheme, 

Has, with bold fteerage, ftemm'd the royal ftream: 
And fometimes too---yet rare, too rare, that praife! 
‘The fafe at home, abroad, have gather’d bays; 
But wone, till Cart’ret rofe, e’er hop’d to fee 

One maft’ring genius grafp th’ unwilling three! 
Prince half confiding---people all unjuft-.- 
Abroad all difcord, and at home diftruft-- 





Propp’d on himfelf, like the world’s weight he lay, 


And through contention’s impulfe fhap’d his way ; 
Heard the clafh’d elements, defpis’d their brawl, 
Roll’d on felf-centred---and inorb'd "em all. 


THE LOVER’S COMPLAINT. 


Yr on the tow’ring Alps’ amazing height, 

Whofe cliffy tops our climbling eyes affright, i 
And with chill horror ftrike the ftartled fight; 

If there, Celinda, thou had'it chanc’d to.be 

The piny product of fome teeming tree ; 

‘Taftelefs of human pity might’ft thou grow, 
And fore’d to bend, when ruffling tempefts 

blow, 

Nod angry at the plains that {pread below. 

Ev'n pines and oaks can bend to flones, and be 
More flexible, than thy ftrong hate to me! 

‘The greedy ocean, whofe infatiate waves ~ 

Blow to devour; Whofe fmootheft {miles are 

graves; 

Of all its monftrous forms, has none fo cold, 
Nor does one rock, in its vaft bofom, hold, 
“Yhat, had it fenfe, fuch cruelty would fhow, 
‘To triumph in the fhipwreck’d failor’s woe: 
Nothing.in ature doce fo fix'd remain, ~ 
But love’s foft fire can gradual entrance gain, 
wad all but thee, once lov'd, will love again. 


. THE STATESMAN. 


Serer thou yon mountain, fo immenfely high, 
Around whofe fky-crown’d head raw tempetts fly! 
How low’ring darkly o'er the thadow'd plain, 
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Its craggy fides hold thin 2 fterile foil, . _, 

Which, promifing no harvett, tempts no foil! 

No grazing cattle crop fubfiftence there, 

Nor flow'r-fed breezes feaft the hungry air! 

No foft meand’ring current glides along, 

To court the meadows with its murm’ring fong ¢ 
No lofty {pires a wand’ring glance invite, 

Nor wind-fhook woods arreft the ravith’d fight t 
All rough and wild, it rears its rocky head, 
Severcly awful, and unlovely fpread ; 

From its cold top, foil-fweeping torrents flow, 
Form’d by unfruitful floods of native fnow ! 
Sorrow fits brooding on its furrow’d face, 

And defolation covers all the place. {tate # 
See’ft thou all this, fond youth! fo charm’d with 
Such is the envy’d blifs that gilds the great. i 
Such are the barren honours they enjoy ; 
For fuch diftinétion, they their cares employ. 
They move our pity, while they tempt our fight 3 
High above all indced, but fruitlefs in their heighty 


” SOLITUDE, 


Wetcome cool breeze, to fan my glowing mind, 
Cinder’d with feverith cares and conftant woe ! 
Welcome foft blifs, by gracious heav’n defign’d, ‘ 
The out-worn paths of ancient peace to show, 
The road which wifdom loves to go, * ; 
And teach afpiring man true happinefs to know, 
In thy fweet thades uninterrupted reigns, 
Free from care-toil’d nature’s ftrains, 
The downy god of eafe ! 
Tn the innocent and life-blifs’d fwains, 
Unfway’d, by low defire of worldly gains, 
Their uncorrupted fenfes juftly pleafe, 
Nor know the penetrating curfe of pains, 
But travel imoothly up to death, by mild and flow: 
degrees. | . 


On thy calm coafts no whirlwind doubts we find, 
No terrifying blaits to break foft flecp, 
No {elf-rais’d tempefts fhake man’s hurry’d mind, | 
For queftion’d riches which the wild winds fweepy 
Along the furrow'd bofom of the deep ; ; 
And which, ev’n e’er we gain, we fear to lofe. 
No watchful guards in thee we need to keep, ~ 
But reft in peaceful flumbers duly find, 
Nor feel the killing cares, which great men madly 
choofe, 
Smoothly revolving years, : 
Unloaded with a needlefs weight of fears, 
Slide unperceiv’d and fteadily away ; wu 
Safe in the humble fhelter of content, ..’- 
Our apprehenfion, eafy and unbent, 
Sometimes but feldom looks abroad to know, 
How things about ns go, 
Sometimes we upward deign to caft our eye, + 
And view, with curious feorn, the gath’ring clou 
Which warring princes, plac’d for mifchief high, 
Supinely fit and bid againft each other fly; | 
From coverts, where our choice our fortuna 
fhrouds. <  ~ ‘ ren tes 
We fee all this, and hear the noife it makes; 
As one well hous'd, fees the blue light’ning fy, 
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While he, regardlefa where the tempeft breaks, 
Without the danger, the delight partakes; _ 

| Thus, while on earth, our bodies happy (tay, - 
While here our joy-fin’d moments fwim away. 

Our elevated minds, above the fpheres, ~ 

Forget their weak-built tenement of clay$ 
And by the trying fire of reafon, grow 
So pure, fo free, from thoaght-diford’ring fin, 
That when frcm life on their laft call they go, 
Ih large expanfe of foul, they upwards flow, 
And rather mix with heav'n, than dwell therein. 


ON MR. COWLEY’s INTRODUCING PIN- 
DARIC VERSE, 


Sacnep foul, harmonious fwan ! 
‘Whole fweeteft notes long before death began; 
And the long tuneful race unwearied ran, 
Jong before death began the fong; and fil! the 
” ” fong improv'd, mov'd! 
And ftill new firings, dnd fill new pleafare 
Flow, mighty mufe! didi thou, and thou alone, 
(For the gigantic tafe was all thy own) 
Find means to draw fuch unexhaufted ftoré, 
_ From fprings which were fo poor ? 
From fountains chok'd with blogd, and made by 
is duft impure. 
* ‘How, ’midit an iron age, 
‘The dreadful and the over-adted ftage; 
Of undiftinguifh'd fcenes of rage, 
Where ftriving merit, ftruck by mis'ry, fell: 
And all that Jeatning then could teach, was how 
to fuffer well. 
.,. How, in this toilfome age, 
Bid'ft thou, immortal man! when arts were over- 
thrown, é . 
. When all the mufes gatden was o’etgtown; 
* And whole Parnaffus tumbled'down, —” 
Stand on ite ruins, and etect a new one of thy owh. 


Yet, as within the all-enlight’ning fun, 
Some {pots our glaffes find, amidft the blaze; 
‘Too fall, tho’ vifible, to look on lang, 

Becavfe encircled with eye-dazzling rays; 
So thou, great king of fancy! led aftray 
By thy high melted mufe, uncurb’d and gay, 
And prancing proudly on, in wit’s unmeafur'd 
way! 
Hatt err'd in judgment, where thou did'ft defign 
Thy judgment moft fhould fhine! [vine, 
But all that’s human in thy verfe, is loft in the di- 
Immortal man! thou doft too rafhly blame 
The watteful fpirit of thy gloomy times, 
Ev'‘n of that age of crimes, 
Which gave the fate of fuff’ring Charles to fame! 
> Short-fighted man, {caree ever aiming right, 
Though eagle-ey’d, in mortal fight, 
‘Olt thus miftakes, for chance, heav'n’s well-re+ 
folv'd decree, 
~ And does againft ic fight f 
That which lights to faadows are; 
Or peace to war; 
Such was that age to thee! 
Such contraries Almighty wifdom finds, 
And ftamps on buman minds ; 
‘That virtue’s vilage, made thereby more bright, 
May, wher fct oppofite to fin’sblack night, 
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To ftrike ail yes that fb ul her latire fees. -% 


Shine out wit 


double’ force, and doubly charm. 
ing be. 


é 


» Bo fell the royal martyr, to convines: 


.. The wond'ring ages fince, ‘ 
How bleft their fathers were, in fuch a-princes, 
Oh, wond’rous myftic, undifeover’d maze ! 
What man can fearch his God’s untrodden ways ? 
Hence our flow learners late are taught, oR wort 
to idolize! Z 
And hence our long pofterity fhall know, 
{What heav’n thence meant to thow) 
. How many carfes threetorn nations owé 
To zeal’s hot fons, who really had no eyes, . 
And pride, who faw truth plain, and fecing dur 
Uelpife:! An OS nn PE 
So, too immortal fubjeét of my mitife, 
The fav’rite theme fhe loves to choafe ! 
80, too, the fable ignorance of that age, - - 
Like foils, which luftre can to diamonds give, 
Infpir’d thy facred mofe with that jult rage, 
Which greatly handing up to fame, 
Thine and thy fov’reign’s refcu’d name, 
Shall ev'n thy Pitidar’s praife; but in thy wWorky 
outlive, 


THE MIRACLE AT CANA. 
Tranfated from Crafbara, 


. am 
‘| Warn Chrift, at Cana’s feaft, by pow’r divine, 


Infpir’d cold water with the warmth of wine, ~ 
See! cty’d they, while in redd’ning tide it gufh'd,, . 
The bafhful ftream hath feen its God and blufh’d. 


ARRIA AND PATUS, FROM MARTIAL. 


Wuen, from her breaft, chaQe’ Arria dragg’d thé 
fword, ies 
And faintly reach’d it her éxpedting lord ; . 
My wound, faid fhe, but waftes unvalu’d breathy 
’Tis thine; dear Patus, gives the fling to death, 


‘OM THE DEATH OF | 


PRINCE GEORGE GF DENMARK. 


Sswcz the by whom her people Hi live’ blefts 

To forrow’s reign, has giv'n her ruling breaft; 

Grief fhould be loudly heard as well as feen, 

To noife his death, and mourn our widow’d queetig 

The friends of Anna mnuft nos filent weep; - 

OF ftreams, ’tis faid, the gentleft are moft deep { 

But grief is paffion; and where paflion reigns, 

Nature fcorns decency, and breaks her chains: 

Like fome fierce wind-driv’n fhow’r true griof 
appears 3 cc aa 

*Tis but a breeze that is allay'd by tears, 

She does, indeed, with fighs and tears complain, 

Like {pring-born zephyrs, mix’d with fprinkling 
rain! [fpread, 

But we, the cloud with thunder charg'd, fhould 

And gen’rai woe fpeak big, to fait the virtue dead. 

Great as his mercy should our pity be: 

Ah! who unmov’d, can yon fair forrow fee 2 

The royal Dane that treafure long pofleft, 

Dear to her foul, and faithful to her breaft™ 


MISCELLANEGUS POEMS, 


Free from ambition, inttocently great, - 
Twit faction’s fhoals he pis ced the ftate! 


Ard temp’ring.pow'r, though lord of fow’reign 


fway, 


_Bhone bright, yet feorch’d not like the fun in 


- May. 
THE DISCOVERY. 


Tuts comes to let Liberia know, 

"Vhat beauty is fo much heav'n’s cafe; 
‘That all fine women fay or do, 
_ Is matk'd and treafur’d in the air, 


Hence f, a ftranger to your fight, 

Whofe hand perhaps you do not know, ° 
Learn all you do by day or nighe, 
” As by thefe prefents f thall fhow. 


Your memory cannot but retain 

Some hint of litrle Pope’s hold mufe, 
Who, made by Jady’s fecrets vain, 

Did once a celletale fubject choofes 


Have you not read him where he prates, 
Of Arabella’s ravifh'd hair ; 

And ftories of thofe fylphs relates, 
Whofe {weet taik is to guard the fair. 


Yam that happy fylph affign’d, 
*'To fereen Tiheris's breaft from harnre; 
To flutter round her in che wind, 
And feat my fancy with her charms. 
fhave you alwaysin my view; ’ 
And, other day employ’d my wit, 
With namelefs lines to puzzle you, 
On the grief-wither'd fun-flow'r, writ 
J, at that tinve, in ambuth plac'd, 
Snug, under Mopfy’s left ear lay, 
And laugh’d to hear how wrong you guefy'd, 
Who thought they came another way, 


*Twas I, your faithful fytph, "twas fj 
That, ever ftudivus of your cafe, 

My {kill in verfe, refolv’d to try, 
in verfe which moft the fair cam pleafe. 


Perhaps, twill ftartle you to hear, 
How T your actions hourly watch: 

hat though you fee me not, I’m near; 
And fly each ftraggling figh to-catch! 


Sometimes in this fhape, fometimes that, 
My various duties | perform ; 
Sometimes aftride your rambling ¢at, 
[ hide in fur, and fhade my form. 


But, when your ftroking hand 1 feel, 

From the foft back I leap with joy; 
My fairy fabric fill conceal, 

But Pufs's aGtive paws employ, 
And fportful, with your milky fingers toy. 
Ofc as you fit to fip your tea, 7 

In a fiy’s shape, your charms to fearch, 
Seeking fome place, where, beft to ice, 

I, on the lumps of fugar perch, 


"There, while-one.day divinely pleas’d, _ 
I gazed in raptuces on your face, 


oer, 


4 Your fugar tongs the Captain feiz'd,. 25°. , 
And me between two Inmps he fqueez'd, 
Half dead upon the place, 


But I was even with him foon, 
For catching him all gay, 
At the Park door one afternoon, 
"With hands too full of play : 
T took the figure of a gnat, 
And, midft his am’rous ftraing, 
Whitk’d from your bofom where T fat, 
And ftung his fingers for his pains. 


But, oh! I tremble to relate, 

How, by your fiile-bleft looks, bewitch’d, 
I lately ‘feap’d a far worfe fate; © 
- While you, with red and yellow mix"d, 
At work, on yonder threfhold fix'd, 
Your fitky mazes ftitch’d. 


There'l again, a lucklefs fly, 
Not dreaming any danger near, 
Lay hafking in your funny eye, 
My little aching heart to cheer. 


When, on a fudden, through and througt> 
Your piercing needle carelefs pafs'd, 

‘And the dragg’d filk, fwift-following, too, : ©. 
Bound down my tiny body faft. 


There, had I ftay’d, transfix’d till now, 

Nor mifs’d, not mourn’d, perhaps by you! 
But that the fitch, the Lord knows how, 

You Jik’d not, and, thank heav'n, withdrew. 


When once with you your fifter Celia flood, 
Celia! that fweet and lovely maid ! [rede, 
Two thoughtlefs bold park-wond’ring fops were ° 
And you two charmers both afraid, 
Rufh'd in, and fled difmay'd, 


I, then, fair charge! unknowm to you, 
By love, and vow'd revenge, infpir'd, 

Did, like a wafp, the fools purfue, 
And fiily down their throats retir’d. 


Then to their tongue’s prefumpruous root { flee, 
And both with tingling venom fir’d; 

Now learn, faid 1, when next you fee 
Yon tempting pair adorn their gate, 

How facred modeft lovelinefs fhould be, 
And what the infolent profanes’s fate! 







a 


Thus, all day long, is Seraphil. ~ 
‘iberia’s wakeful fylph employ’d ; 
So rich a charge claims ten-fold fkill, 
And care, fo charm’d, can ne'er be cloy’d, * 


But; when at night the happy bed 

” Receives her {nowy limbs to ret, - 

Tfleep’s foft mift about her fpread; 
Then ftretch me, blifsful; on her breaft, ~ 


There, till the full grown morning fmiles, 
In downy heavings, loft, I lie, 

Or wander o’er thofe charnis twixt whiles, 
For which a thoufand lovers die, 


| At laft, unwillingly I rife, 

4 And feizing fat her rubied Hp, 
In a tharp-biting fica’s difguife, 

I; from her-breath the nectar Gps 
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And then, Liberia flarting cries, 
. Deuce take this ugly tharp-mouth’d flea! 
But, now !'m wak’d, I think Pll rife : 

So drefles—and ne’er dreams of me! 


Thus have I honeftly at aft confefe’d, 
What fort of little feribbling thing } be; = 
heft, growing curious, you might wrong have 
guefs’d, 
And thought fome other fent what came from mé. 


“'TO LIBERIA} : 
WITH A SQUIRREL; . 


‘Tursx, my laft lines, I write with bleeding heart, 
For, oh! Liberia and her fylph muft part! 

I muft no more engrofs that envy'd care, 

‘Which angels now in crowds have begg’d to fhare. 
Now, I no more mutt Autter in your fight, 

And, from your eyc-beams, gild my wings with 

light; ~ 

No morc in fields of air when {ylphs rejoices 
Dance to the Toft tun’d mufic of your voice ! 
Liften no more while in the Mall you walk, 
‘What the admiring crowds that meet you talk. 
On your right thoulder’s tip no more fhall blaze, 
Bright with the flafh of eyes, which pafling gaze ! 
And when fometinies you’re fad, no more fhall I 
See myfelf weep, by peeping in your eye! 

Thefe comforts paft, and mention’d now in vain, 
Serve but to make remembrance ache with pain! 
Little, alas! J thought, when laft I writ, 

That I, fo foon my boafted charge muft quit! 

But our great king, whom all we fylphs obey, 
‘Wretch that Iam: commanded me away : 

Far off, to eaftern fhores I was to go; 
‘Where the proud Turk keeps love, and woman 

“low: 

Where full twelve hundred rival beauties ftrive, 
To keep one lover’s lazy flame alive: 

‘Where female charms are taught the humble fkill; 
To court the fancy, and not bow the will: 

‘To this new poft preferred, 1 was to fly; 

And paft before the haughty fultan’s eye; 
‘There, in his glitt’ring palace, gay with ftate, 
On his new fav’rite fulranefs to wait: 

But, ah, Liberia! by thy fweetnefs won, 

Thy doating fylph was doom'd to be undone; 
‘Thefe proffer’d honours had no charm for me 

I cou'd not tafte a joy, remote from thee | 

Thou art my pride, and, where thou art not feen, 
Sorrow would catch me, though f ferv’d a queen! 
‘This; when I told our prince, he never weigh’d 
My grief’s juft caufe, but thought I difobey’d, 
wilt he o'ertook me, with an angry vow, 

And chang’d me to the fhape I come in now, 
Scarce had | time to write my wretched fate, 
‘And begy’d a friend to bring me to your gates 
Helplefs and dumb, ah! whither fhould 1 go, 
But to her breaft, whofe pitying foul 1 know ? 
She who to Pufe and Mopfy kind can be, 

Will fure, thought 1, have fon:e concern for me. 
‘Weak though i am, feme gratitude is due 5 
claim your care, for my paft care of you. 
‘Ellewhere I will noc my new wants {upply, 

Aad when you Barve mg "twill be time te dice 
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I may hereafter fome fmall fervice dojs.:= =.- 

For yet my hody’s w ak and form but new, 

If you fhall pleafe to help me through my youth, 

And with milk-fotten’d bitket fave my tooth; 

Grateful when I grow up, V'll keep your’s ftrong, 

And crack nuts for you, all the glad day longs 

If kindly, you fhall blefs me with your care, 

And thicld me from the pinching wine’ry air, 

Clofe round your neck, like fome wann tippe 
roll’d, é . 

In frofty nights, 'H guard you froin the caldg 

And while in your foft hand you Jet me play, 

Vil growl the Captain's rivals all away, 

Refufe not then, though chang’d, to keep me ftill 

And ob! remember, Pug was Scraphil. 








Tb my dear and ever bonovired Mother, in anfrcer'4 
fome Verfer which foe fent me abmst Spirits, fron 
Malmfoury Abbey. ; 

Mapa, your lovely mufe’s late employ... « 


Was read with wonder, and a pride-mix'd joy + 
Fortune, in vain, her batt'ring engines bends, 


Gain fouls, which fuch a wit-rais’d ftrength de 


fende! 
Secure within, you outward ftorms defy, 
And look ferenely on a ruflled fky : 
So Philomel, by night, difdaining ref: tee 
Sings o’er the pointed thorn which galls her breaft. 
The bufy ghofts your fancy feems to hear, 
Have no defign to fright your lil’ning ear 


{ Nor fprings their reftleffncfs, from Rome’s old 


pride, : = 

Nor vain regret, that fo long fince they dy'd 5 

A purer race thefe builing fpirits are, 

And a more noble aim infpires their care ! 

Some beauteous band of nuns they feem to bet 

Stript to the naked foul, and fo fet free. 

Through death’s dark fhade your fhining form they 
Spy, e 

And trace your virtues, with a ravifh’d eye t-* 

Henee ev'ry night allur’d by freth defire, 

They prefs to view the charms they fo admire, 


A DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN DAMON AND PRILEMON, 


Concerning the Preference of 0 Town Life to a Contry 


Life. 


Philemon, 
War does not Damon, unafpiring fwain ! 
Choofe rathet not to live, than live in vain? 
From bright examples thy ambition fire, 
Let others honours whet thy dull defire ; 
Let ruftic {ports engage the lab’ring hind, 
And cultivated acres plough his mind ; 
Let him to unfrequented woods repair, 
And fouff, unenvy’d, his lean mountain air ; 
*Till death, unfought, o’ertakes his heavy pace, 
And unfam’d duft confumes his mould’ring racey”. 
Do thou to warmer joys thy wifhes raife, 





| And tafte the pleafure of deferving praife 1 


If tparkling genius does thy fancy fill, 
In pufe-led tages, try thy journeying fill, 
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Or, if thy foul more roughly is poffett, 
And fruggling valour fwel'sthy glowing breaft ; 
‘Yo war's red-toils let glory call thee hence, 
And draw thy uotry’d fword, in Britain's juft de- 
fence. 
7 Daron, c 
And why, Philéinon, to the vicious towh, 
Not that way lies the ‘road to juft renown ; 
“No virtue profpers #9 that barren foil, 
That nurfery of untegarded toil: 
There fools, and knaves, by purchas’d favour rife, 
And fhine beyond the valiant and the wife. 
Shall hope allure me to the wretched ftate, 
Of cringing at the levees of the great ; 
With fervile awe to court a ftately nod, 
And treat fome glorious folly like a god ? 
No! fooner fll the clown’s free Jabour’s thare, 
And with their brutes a nobler burden bear ! 
The wars, I muft allow, a gen’rous thought, 
A glory by fame-thirfty fpirits fought ; 
‘Who fcorch'd within, by hot ambition’s flood; 
‘Quench paffion’s fever in a Jake of blood ! 
"Lis great to fee ’em march through canvon’s roar, 
While {weat-wath’d wounds all-gild their faces 
o'er: 
‘To brave the northern blafts, and with fwoln veins, 
Bear fcorchings when the fultry dog-ftar reigns, 
But will your unnerv’d youth encounter thefe? * 
Ah no! effeminateythey rut in cafe! 
And fhould our finewy hinds forfake the field, 
France will ftand high when Britain learns to 
: yield, | 
: Philemon 7 ' 
Can Damon whofe bright genius Strongly thines, 
‘Through the foft beauties of his tuneful lines; 
Can he defend, or mules blefs the ftrifc, 
‘Th’ unglorious preference of a country life ? 
*Tis not alone for honour or renown, , 
“Ihe feat of wit and pleafure is thetownt — + 
'To her, ungrateful, all thofe darts you owe, 
Which, now, againit her battlements you throw, 
For fure, no rural didtates could infpire, 
‘The rapt’rous cnergy of Damon's fire ! 
‘The cot-bred foul with ignorance content, 
1s meanly miferable by confent : 5 
Proud in hie native floth he feorns to think, © 
_And has no end in life, but meat and drink ; 
“While the brave learn’d, whofe knowledge bids 
him try, . 
‘The myftic gulf of deep philofophy, : 
‘Wades *crofs the narrow houtds to reafon giv’s, 
Spurae back the meafus’d carth, and fathoms 
. heav’n? 
Had glory’s props in ages long fince pait, 
In the rough mould of country life been caft; 
A blind ftupidity the world had fway’d, 
And mother ignorance been ftill obey’d : 
No deathlefs wit had crown'd the Grecian ftage, 
Nor ikill-mix'd courage grac’d the Julian age ! 
No fun of thought had fhin’d, with glorious 
beams, - . 
No feas of knowledge fpread their filver flreams; 
‘Then Damon come, to courtly pleafures fly, 
Nor chus th’ attractive charma ef wealth and 
- pow'r denys > 7 
Vou. VIL 
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i _Damm, 
Oh! would this tuneful youth whofe numbers 
flow, . S ah 
Soft as the love-infpiring zephyrs blows 
Sweet as maids look, when firit they. own their 
- loves, oe . 
Smooth as the down which feathers Venus’ doves. 
Sweet as the dulcid ftreams, from Hybla rua, 
Or as the bloom, difplaying to the fan !- 
Oh would he to our fylvan fhades repair, 
To tafte our wholefome, our infpiring air 
Would he but leave that fable-clouded fuil, - 
On which Aurora never feems to [mile; 
What bright, what glorious images would rife, 
From all his thoughts to emulate the fkies! 
For if fuch charms, there, in his numbers thine, 
Here, they would preve ecftatic and divine. 
But why is Damon fo ungrateful thought; > 
As if the town his humble fallies taught ! 
‘What mufe could e’er endure your fmoke and noife; 
Your night alarms and your tumultuous joys? 
No! "tis the murm’ring brook, the fhad’wy grove, 
And flow’r-drefs'd valley, that invite their love! 
Then hafte, Philemon, to our biifsful ftate, 
And Iearn to live, before it grows too late. 
Philemon. . 
MYruth, dear fwain! with freedom might ad. 
vile, an 
Thou may’it be happy, for I know thee wife; 
Quit for a trial once, this meagre air, 
And all impartial to thy friend repair. 
Vhen wilt thou ever fix’d with me remain, 
And envious ruftics tempt thee back in vain. 
Thus fame raw youth, on a domeftic fhore, 
With terror hears th’ encircling furges roar; 
Trembling, he fees the threat’ning tempeft roll, 
And ev'ry rifing billow lifts his foul : 
But when a riper age has call’d him o'er, - 
To try the pleafures of fome foreign thore, 
Sad he returns, nor will at home remain, 
But pants to tafte abandon'd joys again. 
Your mufe, in vain, of boatted prolpedt fings 
Your flow’ry meadows, and your murm 
fprings: 
Poor fhore-liv’d feeries of fhadow-fkimmiing joy, 
Whofe pride a change of feafon can deftroy !, 
The rifing floods your valleys over-flow, Ae 
And winter fpreads your hills, with theets of fnows 
Autumnal winds ftrip bare your gawdy trees, 
And cold December nights your purling. currengs 
freeze. . 
But we, more happy, corfftant bleffings fhare, 
Nor hang our comforts iz the chanzeful air: * 
Our diff'ring feafons have their different fport, 
The park, the play, the tavern, and the court! 
Our rolling hours can fweetly wear away, 
The utmoft moments of the longett day 
When tir'd with bufinefs, we would care declina, 
We drown the weight of thought in gen’rous wine: 
By that made fprightly, to the park repair, 
And eloquently filept, court the fair : : 
Thence, to the theatre, infpir’d we move, 
And feaft at once, on mingled wit and love! 
Thefe and a thoufand namelefs new delights, 
Make our days fruitful, and enrich our nights; 
Xx * 








50 
While you, "midft few repeated paftimes live, 
Nor ever taite the joy which changing pleafures 
give, : 
"Damon, 

*Tjs true, Philemon, our autumnal ftorms 
Difrcbe our trees, and trip their guiv'ring forms: 
Tis true, our livelie(t beauties are but fhort, r 
Short as the joys which recommend your court: 
But thefe new charms, in following fprings obtain, 
While thofe, once fet, fhall never rife again, 

In vain your playsallure ; all there, that’s fing, 
Does faintly to our artlefs beauties fhine, . 
“Yheir fcenes as grafsly imitate our groves, 
As their lewd actors our foft paft’ral loves. 
Frequent their comedies to pleafe the town, ve, 
* Delcend to borrow, hence, fome wit-grac’d clown. 
The park, their folly’s larger flage charms lels3 
An ill-mix’d f{eene of noife, grimace, and drefa! 
"The court, 'tis true, thines out with tempting). 
. flare; . ‘ 
For ruin, angling there, to catch the great, - 
Hides the hook, wifely, with attragtive bait ! 
"The joy which wine can give, like fmoky fires, 
Obfeure their fight whofe fancy it infpires, 
"Thus, like old Sodom’s fruit, that feat of fin, 
Your pleafures, fair without, are worms and duft 
* within. = *: tad : yp 
” Philemon, 
__ Affift me, facred fitters! aid my voice, 
And guide lof Lamon to a nobler choice! 
"The crowds of ruftics; who to town repair, 
And quit, for vulgar hopes, their native air, 
Are grofseform’d vapours heavily exhal’d, 
‘Where profit’s funny influence has prevail’ds 
Put thofe alone, my friend, are beams for me 
‘Which draw fuch limpid innocerice as thee!” 
‘What pleafures reap you from the unprun’d field, 
Which cities cannot more completely yield 2 
Jf, to fome peace-bleft cot we would retire, 
‘An hour's fhort journey crowns the foft defire : 
There, ftrait we tafte the fweets fo prais’d by you, 
‘And then return to thofe you never knew! . 
‘Ev'n heav'n approved not folitude, elfe why 
Did his great will ditect fociety ? - 
‘Why did the ancients elfe to towns repair, 
And quit, for houfes, tentsand open air? 
‘Would the great Hebrew favourite of Heav’n, 
‘To whom both pow’r and wifdom’s cbarms were 


- giv’n, “ . 
Would he on Sion's hills have fix'd his feat, 
Had rural pleafures beep, in truth, moft fweet 2 
‘Damon. * 
While here the rofy-fronted morning’s light r 
Shines o’er the hills, and charms the diftant fight; 
While heav’n’s gay chorifters in clouds arife, © 
And, with harmonious warblings, hake the flies; 
While we ourmirth with moderation crown, ~~ 
_. éind fhun th’ exceffes of the dangerous town. 
Why would Philemon, unadvis’d, obtrude © 
Cn us the unfelt woes of folitude? 
What though’ the Hebrew, whom you well call 
great, . 
Made Sion, for her temple’s fake, his feat ? 
What knowledge did his city life impart? 
_ But that ‘twas empty all, aud vanity of heart! 
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Cowley, that shining bytd, had try’d and known 
The whole heap’d-pXafure of your boa® ed towg § 
And, finding all its beauties falfe and bafe, : 
Retir’d, and ever after Joath’d the place. 
Great Dioclefian, when he reach'd the height . 
Of human glory, shook off cumb’rous ftate, * t 
Wak'd into man, andefthun'd th’ alluring bait. 
To rural peace, his fearch he next addrefs'd, | i 
And there his crown defpifivg choice was bleft. 
Philemon, . 
Immortal Cowley’s tuneful verfe I own, 
Spoke pow’rful arguments againft the town 3°“ 
So JE(ép’s-fox in vain exerts his pow’r, X 
And then, like Cowley, cries—the grapes are fow’s, 
Had court indulgence {mil'd as he defir’d, 
He never had to rural thades retir’d. 
Your Dioclefian, from plebeian birth, 
Rais’d to the rule of a dependant earth, 
Stagger'd, with giddy fleps, beneath the weight, 
And, trembling at his danger, caft his flac: ” 
Bat, if cxamrples can thy genius fire, Sheed 
‘And move the rufty iprings of dead defire ; 
Behold great Plato, whofe acknowledg’d fame, 
Has, from his worth, immortaliz’d his name: © 
Big with town hopes to Dionyfius fly, . 
And to ambition tune philofophy. 
Far-fam’d Charibdis threaten’d him in vain, 
Nor Scylia’s terrors fright him back again. 
Sicilian grandeur, like the golden fleece, 
Drew all the men of excellence {roni Greece, 
Pythagoras to town invites his friénds, 
And Socrates our city life defends. © 
But, lef you fhould the pow’r of truth deny, 
And, in a caufe fo bad, unmov’d reply 5 
Know, theugh affembled nature’s fweets combin’¢ 
‘And ast the country’s honour had defign’d, 
Their joint endeavours would allure in vain, 
While heav’n-fought Anna docs with us remain ¢ 
For as thofe parts where Phebus fulleft thine’, ; 
Though rough and wild, are ftor’d with filver 
“mines, . : “ {lands 
Whofe wealth, attractive, draws from lovelier 
Advent'rous thoufands to thofe barren frands : 
So, though the city no delights poffett, 
Did Anna choofe it for a place of reft, 


+1 Millions would hurry thither and be ble&. 


Damon. 
Farewell, ye once belov’d, retir’d abodes! 
Ye murm’ring fprings! and unfrequented woods! 
Farewell, ye winged choirs that warble there, 
And fil} with melody. the fuid air! 
Ye foft amufements which indulge and pleafe, = 
And life’s bent Springs relax with blifeful cafes . 


} Farewell, ye rural fports, the eager chafe, 


"phe mountain falcon, and the nimble race! 
Philemon calls, the charming fwain invites, 
And wakes my drowfy foul to new delights.” 
Impregnated with fire, from his bright lines, 
My mind unfreezes, and my bofom fhines, 


| We not to all our country pleafures owe 


Such fofe delights as in thy numbers flow. 


L Tefs bright the rofy bluthes of the morn 


Than thofe ideas which thy thoughts adorn. 


| Not tuneful Philomel, fo mufical, : 


Nor murm’ring fprings, with fweeter accents, Qlltg 
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‘The pod of oracles infpires:thy fongs, 

And all is truth which to thavgod belongs. - 

Let others then th’ unequal ftrife maintain, 

And, with Philemon’s mufe contend in vain: 

T yield; and in his conqueft take more pride, 

‘Thaw if I'd conquer’d all the fwains befide. « 

Farewell, ye once belov'd, retir’d abodes, 

Pl to Augufta now, the darling of the gods! 
Philemon. 

” ‘Welcome, dear Damon! in a high dagrees: 
Welcome, fweet fwain! to Londen and to me, 
To love the late fhun’d field 1 now begin, 

* For, yielding thus, you more than conqueft win, 
‘Such tender warmth in thy foft foul f fee, 
"That [could dwell in woods, to dwell with thee, 
Secure of thee, | may with eafe defy _ 
‘Th’ attempt of any future enemy. 


Abandon’d nymphs will now forfake the plains, 


And dew-drench'd valleys weep departed fwains : 
Envy hall leave the lonefome cottage free, 
For wit and virtue both muft follow thee. 


A DIALOGUE _ 
BETWEEN DAMOM AND PHILEMON, 
Concerning the preference of Riches to Poverty. - 
Damon. 
afccursen gold! till thou hegot’tt offence, 
All nature fmil'd with artlefs innocence. 
Meus days flid fmoothly on in foft delights, 
Nor fear’d they villains to difturb their nights = 
No blooming virgine then were bafely fold, 
Blaves to the fordid tyranny of gold! [prefi'd, 
Bat fwains, with honeft hearts, kind truths ex. 
And nymphs, unbluthing, their felt flames confefs’d: 
Aftraa then, with unftain’d glory reign'd; 
The judge’ sear, by brib’ry yet ungain ‘d. 
No avarice, with her foul train, was known, °° 
But his was theirs, and ours was no man’s own. 
‘War had not yet, with ftains of blood and rage, 
Her mangled offspring brought upon the ftage 5 
But all beneath the peaceful olive fat, 
Fill'd and delighted with their blifsful fate. 
But when thy birth, O gold! difturb'd the world, 
Nature was into fwift confufion hurl’d: 
Her charms were lott, and her all-pleafing forme 
G'erwhelm’d by tempefts, or difguie’d by ftorms + 
Noife and deftrudtion, with gigantic ftrides, 
And all their horrid children at their fides, 
‘March’d round the frighted globe in {earch of thee, 
And plow’d up murder, fhame, and perjury.! 
Philemon then th’ inglorious chafe refrain, 
ee wafte thy life in fearch of fordid gain, 
soe Philemon. 
Gold! thou gay quinteffence of earth refin’d; 
Which heav'n, to palance ftruggling pow’r, de- 
fign'd. 
‘Till thy decifive weight deprefi'd the feale, 
Contenders did alternately prevail. 
Now, reign'’d as lord, fome chance-afcending 
fwain ; 
Another conquers him, yet wins in vain; 
A third dethrones ’em both, nor can bis pow'r 
Fn Ten, 


4g. 

Gold firft the famith'd movth of learning fed, 

And drew the curtain which dark ign’rance fpread. 

No lab’ring induftry alarmr'd the day, * 

For there was no reward fuch toil to pay. 

None to the fearch of knowledge would afpire, 

Since wit’s increafe could raife their wealth no 

> higher. fuer 

Supine ftupidity forbade all ‘ftrife, 

And fleep refrefh’d not, but imprifon’d life . 

But, fince thy worth, O gold! was greatly known, 

Arts have fprung thick, and hope i is wider grown, 

Men, ble with thee, the murm’riag world come 
mand, 

And tread down difcord in each rebel fand + 

To hopes of thee, the ftupid ait to think, 

And fin's broad eye, for profit, learns to wink, 

The fea’s vaft depth, for thee, we boldly found, 

And flcep, undreading, upon hottile ground, 

For thee, the hind with plenty-tpreading hand, 

Lifes lazy nature from his fluggifh land : 

Thou, gold! can’ft melt the frofty-breafted fair, 

And dry damp forrows, and foul-drenching care 

In fhort, by gold alone we happy live ‘ 

O Damon! joys are goods+which only gold can 
give. 


‘Damon. 
Thus does the giite’ ring fiend debauch our wills, 
And {miles to fee us ftroke his fting-hid ills: is 
Bafe dire! the fools who are emflav’d by thee, * 
Slaves tu a flave confefs themfelves to be. ex), 
’Tis true thou art the origin and fource, 7 
Whence pow'r firft rofe, yad which maintains hee 
courfe : 
But, what is power, which wealth, not juftice gives? 
How ill-diftinguith’d fuch a fov’rcign lives, 
Could men but read the Gallic monarch’s breaft, 
And trace fwift tumults through his broken reft,, 
How would they curfe his fhadew-circled flate,, 
And laugh at envy, which maligns the great, 
Sometimes, O fhame! the fair thy pow’r adore, 
And feign to love, where they difdain’d before. 
But, ah! the tempters who this charm have try'd, 
Gain’d not the woman, but the woman’s pride. 
Can then Philemon, whofe alluring ftrains, 
Lov’d by the nymphs, and envy’d by the {wains, 
Might reconcile antipathies, and move 
The cruel hearts of favages to love. 
Can he efteem that baneful ore divine? | 
Or kneel difhohour’d at blind fortune’s fhrine ? ” 
No--rather in her lewdeft form, defcribe 
That ftain affixing foe to Virtue’ 8 fhow-wath'd 
tribe. 
Philemon, 
Damon, I love thee, and thy welfare feek; 
Thence Jend my truth the liberty to {peak : - 
Juft as I with, my friendfhip would advife, 
And have thee rich and mighty, as thou’rt wife: 
Thy keen-wrought edge of fatire cuts too deep, 
Not always ills we from wealth’s harveft reap. 
Gold is the gift of heav’n ; and heav’n is wife, 
And knows the worth of virtue’s far-with’d prize, 
The ftarts which fhake the Gallic monarch’s breaft, 
Phofe nicht-born tumults which diftrad his reit_ 
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That God, by-whom alone man lives, 


How naked now dacs royalty appear! 
‘That very God, this day, by man met death. 


* | Alas, how vaft, how fada change is here f 
| Teil me, dumb duff, wide was thy command? 
Where's now the ethat once fill’d this hand? 
Where are thofe brawny guards which aw’d thy 
ftate? (wait? 
Where the gay crowds which once were proud to 
y Can narrow limits, dark like thefe, contain = 
‘The chang’d extent of thy contraGed reign?” * 
Canft thou, at whofe leaft frown a nation. fhook, 
And, trembling, watch’d the light’nings of thy 




















* ‘THE DISPARITY, 
FROM A HINT OF SIR HENRY WOTTON, 


Ye ftarry fparks, on which, by night, we gaze, . 
Vhat meanly fatisfy our diftant eyes, 

More by your number than your blaze, 
Ye common people of the fkies: 

‘What are ye when the fun fhall rife? 


Ye warbling rangers of the groves, 
‘That {weetly ftratn your lictle throats : 
And, perch’don boughs, to fing your loves, 
Charm the ftill foreft with your’ notes; 
Who will admire your tuneful lays, 
When Phifomel her voice fhall raife ? 
Ye violets that in early {pring appear, 
And, cloth’d in purple, wait upon the fun, -‘ 
Adorning earth's damp face, with blooming cheer, 
And making ev'ry verdant bank your own; 
‘What are ye when the rofe is blown? 
So, when my charmer fall be feen, 
Gaz'd on, and wonder'd at by alk, 
Beauty muft own her rightful queeny 
And ev'ry fair ufurprefs fall : 
‘or fhe was fure by heav'n defign'd, 
Th’ eclipfe and glory of her kind, 





look : 
Cant thou, at laft grown humble, be content 
i| To let bold fearch profane thy monument? + 
And common men, grown rude and wanton too, 


‘Thus poife your dufty bones, and wonder atthe 
+ views * 7 


MAY-DAY, 
Wercdat, dear dawn of fimmer’srifing twa 
Fair fav'rite of the year! foul-foftning May! 
Late I have learnt, by love's fweet queen inipir”d, 
Why, froni my youth, this day my bofom fir'd ; 
“Twas for her birth that blooming nature fprung, 
’ Twas in her notes the fky’s foft rangers fung. 
The breeze blew foft, to figh her foul's fweet 
frame, 
And the boughs bent in homage to her name. 
Thick fhot the meads, to paint her fruitful mind, 
And flow’rs, that roli'd her breath, enrich'd the 
wind; ‘ 
For her the fun wak’d out to blefs our ifle, a 
And lighted up half heav’n to paint her finile.: 
Oh! we are lovers all! our Celia reigns, 3 
And the warm’d world is fick with my {weet f 
Ss pain Doty 
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» «. , BELINDA’S. GRAVE. 


Herz, woe-mark’d fpot ! once dear Belinda lay; 
Here her cold bofom mix'd with colder clay ; 
“And here, defpairing and affli@ed [ a 
Planted this erce, which now makes hafte to die: 
While this lov'd cyprefs a fad fhelter made, 

Oft would I fofe myfelf beneath ite fhade; 
Guide, with a painful pleafure, each dear fhoot, 

And water with my tcars the rich-fed root. 

Sigh through the boughs, like fome moift April 

breeze, ‘ 

" And the grafp'd trank in am’rovs rapture fquecze. 
And when fome warbling fongiter, nefted there, 
“Belinda’s voice, methought, fhook foft the air} 

‘The murm’ring branches, bending from the wind, 
Breath’d a cool comfort o’er my love-fhook mind. 
Thus, feven long years, 1 learnt to hear and fee 
My loft Belinda, in her funeral tree. 

» But, mad-at laft, and ail impatient grown, 

To make my fruitlefs paffion ftill more known: 

» Fatally fond, { put a crucl mark, : 

And carv'd my name upon the fhrinking bark. 
‘Wretch that I was! the tree, from that curs’d day, 
‘tn fad refentment, pin’d itfelf away ! 

And that new life, which dead Belinda gave, 
‘Wither'd with pain, crept downward to her grave. 





MOSES’S SONG OF THANKSGIVING, * 
" On the evertbrow of Pharaob in the Red Sea, 


FROM EXODUS, CHAP, X¥s _ a 


+5 Tbe fiofl Part only, *: 

Temeies and altars let us raife, ~ - 
Ovrs, and our father’s God, provokes our praife, 
God is our ftrength, God is our theme wt 


Where is Egypt’s fall’n eftecm? 

Pharaoh wakes from his proud dreath ; 

Wakes to feel.a warrior’s hand. 

Lord of a pow’r more vaft than his, that fhakes 
his wond’ring land! 

Vainly the following foes our God defy’d,.. , 

‘Their rapid wheels in vain tore up the ftrand3. 

{n vain they mock'd the waving wand; 

Not all their noife could the lond fea withftand ; 

The wat’ry world flow'd fearlefs o’er their pride, 

A drowning army beat th’ involving tide. 

On wave-wafh'd chariots, half fuftain’d, the treme 
bling captains ride. 2 dy 

tUp-lifted hoofs paw'd loofe the liquid way, 

And round "em, black’ning through the foam, the 

floating legions lay. 

Down, down, th’ ungrounded footfteps go ; 

Strain’d to feel for fands below, : 

Sands where wat'ry mountains Bow f 





: _. THE ROYAL SEPULCHRE. .. 
Is this the boaftful pride of mortal ftate? 
Xs it for this we covet to be great? 7 
What fhort-liv’d biifs from envy’d grandeur 

fprings, oo 
‘When theie poor relics once were mighty kings! 
. O frail uncertainty of earthly pow’r! 
-, "Where graves can majetty iticlf devour { 
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Sinking, like rocks, they clog. the deep with prey, 
High-cov'ring rofe the briny flood, and {wept their 
Tage away. % 
* Saving God! thy hand was sere 
Thou protecting, who can fear? fan fe 
‘Threat’ning aloud, the thund’ring legions raf, 
Andat thy chofen fhook th’ extended fpear : 
Behind, amaz’d, we faw th’o’ertaking focs, 
: Hearts anticipating blows. 
But while thy blaft, O bafe defpair! blew keen, 
Safely from heav’n fhot.down between ! 
Dreadful, in wrath, thy lifted arm but thone, 
And all th’ unnumber'd thoufands melt away ; 
O'er ftubbly fields, fo wind-driv'n fire rolls on, 
And {weeps the blazing breadth with crackly fway. 
Th’ Almighty’s voice but fpoke a loud. command, 
And ftrait th’ unlinking furges hackward rife. 
High climbing waves in quiv'ring mountains fland, 
And hang their billowy horrors in the fkies. 
tn murm’ring cleft th’ obedient deep yawns wide, 
And {had'wy gloomslour dark from either fide. 
Down through the horrid vale’s moift concave led, 
Safe and dry bold Ufrael tread ; 
Gay, ‘twixt terrors, round her fpread, 
Her tearful eye now fmil'd once more and hail'd 
her guardian God, 
Hark ! aloft the wond’ring foe ! 
Look! they cry’d, all pointing low, 
Shall the cowards ‘feape us [05 
. _T'wixt the dividing waves they go! 
"Their forc’rer cleaves the fea with magic fkill: 
Hate, prevent, o’ertake and kilt. 
They hear, they march—they dare the mad com- 
+ mand; 
The thouting {quares invade the cover'd ftrand ; 
Chariots, impell'd on fiery whecls, gore wide th’ in- 
% cumber’d fand. 
Miix'’d horfe and foot, in bann’ty pomp defcend ; 
See, from each horn th’ inclining length’ners bend, 
Loofe flides the weeping oofe to fhun their weight, 
" And the deep murm’ring mourns th’ unufual ftate, 
Hark! the burfting thunder fpeaks! . 
‘Waves your wat'ry ranks difband ! 
Oh! behold how vain, how weak 
Strength that dares its God withftand ! 
Down at once from cither hand, 
Hoarfe founding hills, o'er hills tet loofe, devour 
the vanith'd fand ! 
Helplefs, inguif’d, th’ immerging fquadrons roll : 
Pharaoh, proud-finking, drinks down brine that 
chills his fiery foul. : 
Mix’d on th’ involving Surge, a-while they ftrive, 
‘Then, like funk plumbets, to the bottom dive, 
Of all the goda, no god like ours is found! 
Join heav'n and earth, applaufe like his let men 
- and angels found. 


“ DAVID'S ELEGY 
For the Death of Saul and Jonathan, 
@% KINGS, CHAP, i. 


O Israzi! how does all chy beauty fade! 
How are the mighty fall’n, the flrong betray'd ! 





















Mountains of Gilboa! may ye drink no dews 
Let raia’s mourn'd went turn red the verdant hues 
Let your vines wither, and your olives die, 

And your parch’d fields no grainy wealth fupply 3 
For there, abandon’d Sau!, brave monarch, bied, 
‘Asif no awful oil had hemm’d his head. 


. Never in vain drew Jonathan his bow; 


+ Never Saul’s fword fell fruftrate on a foe: 


Lovely and loving, one dear life they led, 
Nor parted dying, but together bled. — 
Swifter than eagles, to the fight they flew, 
Stronger than lions, they could foes purfue. 


Daughters of Ifrael! weep the'lofs of Saul: 
In fearlet and in gold he cloth'd you all : 
Peaceful, beneath his warlike fhade, you fmil'd; 
And triumph’d, by their toil, whole hots he fpoil’d. 
Thee, Jonathan, my brother! thee § mourn; 
With grief ftill growing muft thy lofs be borne. 
Soft and delightful partner of my foul: ot 
Two halfs divided made us one dear whole, . 
Vaft was thy love, and wonderful to me ; 
And aever woman lov'd as J lov'd thes,. 


-TO A LADY, 


ON CALLING ME JEALOUS. 


He whofe whole treafure one dear veffel bears, 
Through feas on which deftructive pirates 
fwarm, 
Mott be excus’d a thoufand fears and cares, 
And bend his foul to ev'ry ftrong alarm.” 
{ll do they love, and feel thee at their heart, 
Who fcem unmov'd, while others hope’ thee 
theirs 5 7. 
My kindling bofom burns with open fmart, 
For my proud foul her unveil'd meaning weart. 
Nice as thy own, and all refin’d as thine, 
My tow'ring paflion climbs with gen’rous flame; 
But, fhrinking froni neglect, in fad decline, 
Burns downward, and forgoes a fruitrate aims 
Tender as infant fighs, in Mumb’ring eafe, 
My foft’ning foul admits and owns thy fway: 
°Tis my life’s fweeteft care thy tafle to pleafe, 
And in thy funfhine melt my griefs away.* 
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‘ 


Woes are too weak to wound me through-thy” 


+ fmiles; 
The pole's fix’d froft were warm ad heavin to 
{tread down malice through her mazy wiles, 

Aod triumph over afl things charming thee. 
What taf fo dang’rous, or what toil fo vatt, 
Would not thy love infpite me to defy: 
Soul’d with immortal fire my flame muft laft, 
And t fhould conquer worlds beneath thy eye. 
Othat my ftruggling thoughts which heave withia, 
Could borrow but a voice and {peak my foul; 

‘Then would this heart thy grateful paffions win, 
Till—oh, vaft empire ! I fhould claim the whole, 
Yet as it is indulge my trembling fear, _ 
And give thy lover's counfel leave to fpeak: 


. 


Ne’er may this woe in Gath’s full ftreets be told’; ; Fools are all falfe, nor long can hold thec dear, 
For foon they find whateer they kag to feeke 


Never fet Afcalon our fate unfold, 


X= ij 


(mes> 
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Boaftfal, tngenerous, vain, and grofsly mean 
On all thy charms they only feed their fenfe ; 

‘Thou art hy them but as mere woman feen, 
Blind to thy heavy'n of inward excellence. 


* Sudden the wretches’ fmoky flames expire ; 
Such earthy fuel mut: f courfe decay; 
But J, while adoration lifts defire, Bod 
Light up a love that ne’er can burn away. 


ALONEIN ANINN Af SOUTHAMPTON. 


' > April. as. ¥737- 
‘Twenty loft years have fol'n their hours away, 
Since in this inn, ev’n in thie room, Flay: ~ 
How chang’d! what then, rapture, fire, and air, 
Scems now fad filence all and bjank defpair ! . 
Is it that youth paints every view too bright, .’ 
And, life advancing, fancy fades her light? 
Ah, no !—nor yet is day fo far declin’d, 
_ Nor can time’s creeping coldnefs reach the mind. 
Tis that [ mifs th’ infpirer of that youth; 
Her, whofe foft. fmile was love, whofe foul was 
truth. : 
Her, from whofe pain I-never with’d relief, 
And for whofe pleafure 1 could {mile at grief. 
Profpidts that view'd with her infpir’d before, 
Now feen without her can delight no more. 
Death fnatch'd my joys, by cutting off her thare, 
But left her griefs to multiply my care. 
Penfive and cold this room in each chang’d part 
1 view, and, fhock’d from ev'ry objed, ftart . [day, 
‘There hung the watch, that beating hours from 
Told its (weet owner's leffening life away, 
‘There her dear diamond taught the fafh my name ; 
°Tis gone! frail image of love, life, and fame. 
"Vhat glafs, the drefs'd at, keeps her form no more ; 
; Not one dear footftep tuncs th’ unconlcious floor, 
‘There fat fhe-yet chofe chairs no fenfe retain, 
And bufy recolle@ion fmarte in vain. 
Bullen and dim, whut faded fcenes are here! 
I wonder, and retra& a ftarting tear, 
Gaze in attective doubt—with anguifh fwell, 
And o'er and o'er on each weigh’d objed dwell, 
‘Then to the window rufh, gay views invite, 
And tempt idea to permit delight. 
x, But uninspreflive, all in forrow drown’d, 
2, One void forgetful defert glooms around. 
Oh life !—deceitful lure of Joft defires! . 
How thort thy period, yet how fierce thy fires! 
Scarce cana paffion ftart (we change fo faft), 
Ere new lights ftrike us, and the old are paft. 
&chemes folowing {chemes, fo long life's tafte ex» 
plore, 
That err we learn to live, we live no more. 
‘Who then can think—-yet figh, to part with breath? 
Or fhun the healing hand of friendly death ? 
Guilt, penitence, and wrongs, and pain, and ftrife, 
Form the whole heap’d amount, thou flatterer, 
life! : 
Js it for thie, that tofs’d "twixt hope and fear, 
Peace, by new shipwrecks, numbers each new year? 
Oh sake me, death ! indulge defir’d repofe, 
And ‘draw thy filent curtain round my woes. 
Yet hold—one tender pang revokes that pray’r, 
cies aes. Ars tif 


pinta 
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Gone though fhe is, the left her foul beliind, 

\n four dear tranfcripts of her copy’d mind. 
‘They chain me dovygr%o life, new tatk fupply, 
And leave me sor leifars yet to die? e 
Bufied for them 1 yet forego releafe, 

And teach my wearied heart to wait for peace... 


\ But when their day breaks broad, 1 welcome night, 
Smile at difcharge from care, and fhut vut light.:~ 





THE SHIPWRECK, 


*Twas on the day whofe unaufpicious fate, 

With difmal news alarm'd Britannia’s ftate;, 

And in our admiral's thipwreck let usfec, . 

That courage cannot ftem mortality ! 

The fea’s grim fov’reign in a calmer place, 

Unbent the wrinkly terrors of his face : 

Where, ftreteh'd at eafe, the wanton monarch lay, 

And, hemm’d with nereids, laugh’d the hours 
away ; 

Soft knots of unform’d coral fwell'd his bed, 

And oozy famphire crown’d his buthy head. 

A watchful guard the beft arm’'d fifhes keep, 

And wind-rock‘d billows lull'd their Jord to fleep.’ 

While thus he lay, thick-gathering fhouts were 
heard 

From ev'ry part the fealy nation fteer'ds 

With fudden force the {welling fearan high, 

And moving mountains fwept the darken'd fky. 

Diurb'd, the monarch rais’d his wond’ring head, 

And ftarted, doubrful, from his briny bed: 

Angry, his awful trident thrice be fhook, 

And {wift poffeflion of his chariot took : 

Fix'd in the ftately feat, he drives, he raves! 

The frighted fteeds divide the foamy waves; 

And plunging fiercely through retorted tides, 

Dah the drops both ways from their panting fides, 

Soon he arriv’d, where fhoals on fhoals amaz'd, _ 

In gath’ring {warm, as on fome wonder, gaz‘d+ 

Triumphant tumult {poke unufval joys; 

And growing numbers [well'd the favage noife, * 

The god advanc’d ; and, as he nearer drew, 

The thooting fifhes fled his awful view ! 

He came; and curious what the caufe could bey 

That had at once alarm’d th’ affembled feat 

He faw—and, ftarting back, declin’d his head, 

The well-known Clou'fly, - Britain’s admiral, - 
dead! é 

Stretch’d on the fands, the wave-fwol'n watrior lay, 

To death’s wide jaws an unexpected prey ! 

Swift he defcends, o’erjoy’d at what he found, 

And rais’d the body frota th’ unwilling ground ; 

Invok’d the foul to re-inform his breaft : : 

‘The late ejected fpirit, greatly bleft, ; 

Return'd, and joyful its own feat poffefi'd3; 5 

The waking hero felt a ftrange furprife, 

And ftarting, open’d wide his feaewath'd eyes 

Look’d round, with curious horror afl amaz’d, 

While thas the god befpoke him as he gaz’d, 

Wutrious rival of my wat’ry throne: - 

Welcome to regions more than half your own, - 

Long have my feas been pradtis’d to your {way 

Scarce would my doubtful flaves my laws obey, 

Uuknowing, till furpris’d, they faw you die, 

Oe ey 








MISCELLANEOUS POEMS, 


Live now confefs’d, from this propitious hour, 

Inpcrial partuer of divided pow’, [pride, 
-Grateful, the chief bow’Firy, unmov’d with 

And to the gen’rous offer thus tuply’d : 

‘You tempt me with a pow’r I would not lefe, * 

Had I my queen’s confent that pow’r to ufe, 

She Bid me rule the feas to my laft breath, 

But gave me no commiffion ‘after death.’ . 


"THE FRENCH PROPHETS, 


Propuncy, no—’tis luxury of foul! 
No cataraéts down religion’s rivers roll! {clear, 
Her ftreams, though deep, are ever fmooth and 
And from their bottoms all things plain appear, 
On {uperftition’s fea thefe veffels ride, 
Foul with the dafhings of her muddy tide. 
‘What marks, what tokens, can thcy boat from 
heav’n? 
Knowledge is fill with infpiration giv’n! % 
While thefe the dufky paths of ignorance tread, 
And impudently prophecy for bread ! 
With counterfeited thocks of foul they fwell, 
And in fore’d fweats, convulfive falfehonds tell. 
‘To heights like this religion would uot Ay ; 
Ev'n ie growa madnefs, when tis fcrew’d too 
igh. 
Now ew, methinks, moft wholefomely fevere, 

Might truth’s fair garden from this rubbifh clear ; 

Which long defpis’d, may flrike too vig’rous root, 
And into groves of godly errer fhoot ! 
"Twere eafy, now, to {weep loofe weeds away, 
Which may deftroy the flow’rs by fhore delay. 

So, in the bottom of fome goodly plain, 

Flows a {mail rill, increas’d by cafual rain ; 
Near which, with careful fteps, and founding hands, 
Some cautious clown with needicis terror ftands; 
Loth to attempt a nimble paflage o'er, 
While fill the {welling ream increafes more 3 
Till faint effays protracting time in vain, 
"The rifing river drowns the cover'd plain, 
Then ftagy'ring with affright he gazes round, 
And fore’d to pafs at laft miftakes his ground : 
Till deeply wading toward the wide mifs’d hore, 
‘The carrent fweeps him, and he's feen no more, 


CELIA TO AMINTOR. 


Bince God, whom we continually offend, 
Js fill fo merciful, that he forgives, 
‘Man fure a pitying ear may juitly lend, 
When woman penitent in forrow lives, © + 


‘The mournful dove, when abfent from her mate, 
Site brooding melancholy all alone; 3 
Pines and bemoans her feparated ftate, 
And all the groves can ne’er the lofs atone. 


8o 1, depriv’d of all 1 hold moft dear, 
My much-mourn’d lover, and my tend'reft 
friend, 
Hear reafon whifper in my confcious ear, 
That only your bleft fight my grief can end. _ 
Sure, if I fee you not before I flecp, 
A fecond Niobe 1 fhall become; 


Sion eas hae tatiat ien athe. tne eeleet © 
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AMINTOR’S ANSWER. : 


Ir you too frequently provoke your God, x 
‘That God, who merciful, forgives you ftilf, 
You mutt expect at laft to feel his rod; 
His rod, che fitteft fcourge of-head-ftrong will. 


‘But T, long vers’d in women’s winding ways, 

Unmov’d with patient phlegm their follies deez 
And, like men tir'd with dirty wint’ry days, [be. 

Would with 'twere {pring, but know it cannet 
No longer then in fpite of nature pine; 

Thole tiny eyes can {pare no room for tears; 
-Your wand’ring dove has fnatch'd the firft glad 

fign : 

“And with the peaceful olive-branch appears. 
For fhould your tuneful clack be ftricken dumb, 

Mote wonders would arife than you have shown; 
Not Celia only ftatue would become, 

But all th’ aftonifh’d town would unm to Gone, © 


TO MIRANDA, AFTER MARRIAGE; 
WITM MR. LOCK’S TREATISE ON EDUCATION. 


Since every day with new delight I fee 
Thefe lively little images of thee, 
I would their tender minds to virtue bow, 
And have ’em never lefs belov’d than now, 
Take then, thou gentle partner of my carey; 
A glafs, to fhow thee what thefe infants are = 
By this juft light dire@ their opening way, 
Left road. met folly lead their fleps aftray: [ows, 
Firft, teach ‘em what to heav’n’s high throne they 
Then—whence on earth the wife man’s comforts 
flow : 
Teach ’cm, while fortune fmiles to ufe her right, 
And nobly feorn her when the takes her flight. 
The rare-found charms of friendfhip let *em know, 
And learn, that love’s foft drefs is lin’d with woe, 
Form with progreflive care the wid’ping mind, ' 
And, growing, bid ’em leave the world behind ; 
‘Till having Jearn’d whate’er becomes the free, 
You laftly teach. ‘em, how to charm like thee, 


“°° EPITAPH 
ON A YOUNG LADY, WHO DIED UNMARRIED. 


Ripr in virtue, green in years, 
Here a matchiefa maid lies low = 
None could read, and {pare their tears, 
Did they but her fweetnefs know. 
Humbly wife, and meekly good, _ 
No carthly lover's arms the bleft ; 
But full of grace, her Saviour woo'd, 
And hides her blufhes in his breaft. 


AUGUSTA’S COMPLAINT TO HER 
THAMES. 


Near the foft folitudes of Hampton’s plain, 
Where the moift banks perpetual {pring maintain; 
The gentle Thames has form'd a deep’ning bay, 
Where fportful reams in wanton whirlpocts play. 
In this feveet place the clouds no terrors wear: 


5 
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‘No ruffling billows here affauit the fhore, 

Nor wint’ry floods with fwell’d ambition roar ; 

But all, ferene and calm, is form’d to pleafe, 

And the fmooth fiream reflects the bord’ting 
thees 5 

Hither no winds, but zephyrous breaths repair, 

Soft as the fighs of love-fick virgins are! 

” Here fafety reigns, and on the filent brink, . 
Cui. chewing cattle watch their fleeting drink : 
White fithes, confcious of no foes to fhun, 

‘Turn up their fcaly nofes to the fun. {bred, 

Here, fick with grief, which Anna's abfence 
Augufta’s genius hid her mournful head ; 

And, with low accents, {peaking inward pains, 
‘Thus to the gliding river fhe complains: . 
‘When gentle ftream to fhun the briny tide, 
Anon thy fea-met waves fhall backward glidé3 
Then, gentle ftream be kind, one moment flay, 
And, on thy furface, bear my fighs away ; 

‘Tell the great miftrefs of this happy ifle; 
Angutta, tript of joy, forgets to {mile. fftate, 
‘What though yon tow’ring {fpfres have ris’n in 
"The city’s genius feels an humbler fate, 

Shou’d art and nature toil to niake me fair, 
Cou'd 1 tafte glory, and my queen not there? 
But, oh! too fondiy I to thee complain } 

‘Thou know’ft, unkindly know’ft, ’tis all in vath ! 
‘Thy ftreams their eye-bewitching pleafures join, 
‘To raife thy Windfor’s ftate to ruin mine ! 
‘Windfor has other boalts, but help’d by thee, 
Grows proudly charming and out-rivals me. 

But turn [weet current! bid thy waters flray, 

, »And guide their mazy bends fome other way, 
Strip the gay cottage of its boaftful pride, 

Nor longer through th’ imperious profpect glide. 
So to thy care this glory fhall remain, 
T’ have given Augufta back her queen again, 

Grave Thamefis thrice thook his dripping head, 
And flowly rifing from his oozy bed, [ran, 
‘While the huth’d ftream with awful {moothnefs 
He to the mournful genius thus began : 

Yon queen of cities ought to learn content j 
Her gratitude fhou’d thefe complaints prevent, 
Have { not raie’d her to an envy'd flate ? 

Is the not rich, licentious, pow’rfal, great? 

And would fhe thus make every blifs her own? 
And muft our Anna live for her alone. . 
Do not yon fun-beams with unwearied race, 
Whelm their enliv’ning light from place to place ? 
Why, then, mutt Britain's glory ceafe to move, 
And blefs her world with her divided love? , 
Go, go, retire! your teara with pain I (ce, | 

. And this complaint renew’d fhall dang'rous be! 
He fuid, and gliding from her prefence went, 
And fad Auguila ftrove, but could not be content. 


TO THE UNKNOWN AUTHOR 
Of the beantifid naw Piece, called Pamela. 


Brest be thy pow’rful pen, whoe’er thou art, 
Vhou fkill’d great moulder of the mafter'd heart! 
* Where haft thou [ain conceal’d? or why thought 
At this dire period to unveil-thy wit? [fit, 
©! late befri¢nded ifle! had this broad blaze, 
- With earlicr Leamings bicfa’d our fathers days, 
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The pilot radiance pointing out the fourée, 

Whence public wealth derives its vital courfes 

Each timely draught fome. healing pow'r had 
-fhown, . . 

Ere general gangreen blacken’d to the bone. 

But feft’ring now, beyond all fenfe of pain, 


| Tis hopetefs, and the helper’s hand is vain. , 


Sweet Pamela! forever blooming maid! 
Thou dear enliv’ning (yet immortal) fhade ! 
Why are thy virtnes fcatter’d to the wind? 
Why are thy beauties flath’d upon the blind? 
What though thy flute’ring {ex might learn front 
thee, : re 
That merit fornis a rank above degree? ~ 
That pride, too confcious, falls from ev'ry claim, 
While humble fweetnefs climbs beyond its aim. 
What though religion, fmiling from thy eyes, 
Shows her plain pow’r, and charms without dif 
guile? ae : 
What though thy watmly-pleafing moral fcheme, 
Gives livelier rapture than the logfe can dream ? 
What though thou build’ft by thy perfuafive life, 
Maid, child, friend, miftrefs, mother, neighbour, 
wife? 
Though tafte like thine eich void of time can fill, 
Unfunk by fpleen, unquicken’d by quadrille? 
What hea “tis thine, to blefs the lengthen’d 
our, 
Give permanence to joy, and ufe to pow’r? 
Lend late-felt bluihes to the vain and fmart, 
And fqueeze cramp’d pity from the mifer’s heart.? 
What though ‘tis thine, to hufh the marriage 
brteze, 
Teach liberty ti tite, nnd chains to pledfe ? 
Thine though from ftifinefs to diveft reftraint, 
And to the charmer reconcile the faint. 
Though fmiles and tears obey thy moving fkill; - 
And paffion’s rufled empire waits thy will. 
‘Though thine the fancy’d fields of flow’ry wit, 
Thine art's whole pow’r in nature's Janguage 
writ. 
Thihe to convey ftrong thought with modef: eafé, 
And, copying tonverfe, teach its ftylé to pleafe;’ 
Though thine each virtue that a God could lend; 
‘Thine every help that every heart can mend: . 
Tis thine in wain, thou wak'ft a dying land, 
And lift’ departed hope with fruitlets hand, 
Death has no cure—thou haft miflim’d thy aim ¢ 
Rome had her Goths—and all beyond was fhame. 


ON CORINNA’S FIRST ATTEMPT Iv” 
POETRY. 


Wits eyes unbrib'd, by your enchanting view, 

I trac’d impartial your foft numbers through. 

Your loofe-drefe’d fancy in each {parkling line, 

Gilds the gay current of your deep defiga. 

Your poem, flrongly fine, and foftly bold, — 

1s filkworm’s labour fpun with threads of gold. 

Go on, bright maid! nor doubt the world’s ap. 

plaufe ; 

Wit arm'd with looks, like yours the critic awes. 

Though years may knit and lengthen your fuccefs, 

Think not your youth will your due praife op. 
_ prefes Ta 


MISCELLANEOUS BOEMS. 


Ev'n the broad fun, when firft his glories rife, 
With ftruggling tinéture, ftreaks the eaftern 
Fes 5 . Seohs 
But foon, through heav'n’s enlisheen’d orbs, the 
conquering luftre flies, 


THE VALENTINE. 


Why, be it fo! it matters not what name 

Yon river bears, fincé {till it ows the fame. 
‘Whate’er I call you, this !’m fure I feel, 

No name can fpeak of you with half my zeal... , 
In vain, love’s meaning, this or that we call, 
The comprehenfive lover takes in all! 

Yet fince to cuftom’s bent we all incline, 

You fhall, to pleafe you, be my valentine. 

And fince my charming trifler afks a gilt, 

The myftic value of this prefent fife. - 
Accept thefe gloves, and if they worthlefa feem, 
Learn, thus, what pleas they bring for your ¢- 

. feem, 

Their fpotle(s white preferr’d their choice to me, 
As the beft emblem of your chattity. 

” Their fmoothnefs may almoft the honour win, * 
To reprefent the velvet of your tkin, {find, 
‘Their {upp'enefs, which join'd with ftrength, you 
Is the jut fabric of your well mix’d mind. 

The kid, that wore ’em, had fome faint pretence, 
To be the type of your {weet innocence. 

How then can [ a fitter prefent choofe? 

Or you thefe emblematic gloves refufe. 

One ftronger reafon, too, my fear has found ; 
Women, they fay, oft flight the breaft they wound, 
And when dark abtence fhades us from their view, 
They look not after us, but feck out new. 

. To fhun this fate thefe gloves your lover fends, 
‘That you may kaye him at your fingers ends, 


THE. REVENGE. 


Hott on the fummit of a craggy rock, 
Whofe harden’d fides refit the billows fhock ; 
Whofe cliffy brow, mens eyes with horror view, 
O’crlooking, proudly, Jand and ocean too : 
There ftande a roomy cave by nature made, 
To knit, in juft embraces, light and fhade : 
Its {pacious mouth the fun’s up-rifing greets, 
Admits his luftre, but repels his heats ! 
No glaring gald on this rough portal fhines, 
Bue ereeping ivy round its entrance twines. 
gr al-flow'rs, wild thyme, and juniper grow there, 
7nd with their odorous influence feed the air, 
Surrounding groves, at diftance, graceful rife, 
Shades for the little fongfters of the ikies, 
And near the cave, a torrent gnfhing o'er, 
. Dathes the fea beneath with tributary roar. 
Stretch’d on a hed of freth-blown rofes here, 
Serene the region, and the profpect clear, 
Refs, when grown weary by her fummer toil, - 
‘The wabeful genius of our happy iffe, 
Hence, ber unbounded fight can trace the fhore, 
And look high-pofted che proud ocean o’er. 
And hence, while hoftile winds grow hoarfe in 
vain, [main. 
Guide fale her wide-watch'd Britons *erofs the 
"Twas here of Jate, on an ill-fated day, 
The awlul nymph, o’ercharg'd with bufinefs, lay 5 


az) 


Now fwelling winds deficient fails to Alt : 


| Now foft’ning tempefts with reduétive fill; 


Now with wide bleifings looksthe through the ifleg 
And calls forth harvefts with a fruitful fmile. 
Then t’wards Augufta’s {pires the loves to lean, 
And guide ftray’d comforts to Augufta’s queen. 
But, whether tir’d with her Jong line of care, ~ 
Or Jull’d to reft by the una@ed air, 


| A rifing languor o’er her fenfes creeps, 


And in a fatal hour the guardian leeps: 2 
Now was the time! the prompted Gallic foe’ 

Call’d out to ftrike a chance-invited blow, 

With thameful odds, in ftrength advane’d tameet, 

Th’ uafearing convoys of a Britith fleet ! 

With deadly fhock th’ unequal fquadrons join, 

And death-wing’d fires fly fwift from either line. 

In jetty pomp black terrors force their way, 

And fulph'rous {moke puts out the eye of day. 
Juft in the thunder of the growing fight, 

The waking genius ftarted at the fight! 

In fad furprife the rolls her Sparkling eycs, , 

Springs from her*couch, and to the ocean Hiest 

Arriv’d, incambent on the rufiled air, j 

She fees rude globes the floating foreft tear t 

Her fons o’ermatch’d, like men untaught to yield, 

Scud, unrefolv’d, about the watry field: 

The fpacious feas with {catter'd veffels charg’d, 

To double iength the breaking line enlarg’d. 

Averfe to fly, nor deaf to fafety’s call, 

They hang, like fcatt’ring clouds, about to falh 

But while the foe, encourag’d at his view, 

Preffing triumphant on, would dare purfue 5 

Again united they the fight reftore, 

Again dart vengeance fiercer than before = 

Again the big-mouth’d cannon rends the tky, 

And the unconquer'd fuff'rers ruth to die. 

: Thus,while the hunted panther {pent with fight, 

Looks round diftreft, and meditates a Aight; 

If then prevented, he with fudden roar a 

Turns back, and dyes the field with hoftile gore; 

Difdaining life upon the fpears he flies, 

And heap'd 6n piles of victims proudly dies. 

All this the trembling nymph with grief beheld; 

At length her care the victor’s force repell'd; 

Then waftes no time the ruin’d to deplore, 

But guides the rich remainder fafe to fhore + 

Thence to the cave with threat’ning tranfport flew, 

Revolving what her hop’d revenge thould do! 


| There, while deprefs'd with melancholy thought, 


Her working fancy diff'rent projects taught, ~ 
From heav’n’s bright orb 2 youth divinely fair, 
With wings extended, cleav'd th’ enlighten’d air; 
Jufk at the mourning charmetr’s feet he ftay’d, 7 
Look’d lovely on her, bow'd him low, and faid : 
Mourn not this jittle lofs, nor blarhe thy fates 
Decreed revenge fhall on thy withes wait: 
Look up, bright maid' read Ramilies writ there, 
And pay thyfelf large int’reft for chis care t 
He faid : and ftrait hiswings their plumes advance, 
And bear him glitt’ring through the wild expanfez 
The ravith'd nymph beholds his ftarry dight, 
And fil’'d with promis'd giory blelt the fight. 


JOSTLING IN SNOWY WEATHER. 


Fokcive me, Chloris! nor my rudenefs blame 
Strange as it is, this froft has bred 2 Jame: 
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Driv’n from your breaft, 1 glow with new defire ; 
And melt like fraggling fnow that falls on fire. 
Had you tees black you might have fhunn'd this 
low 5 
For diff'rent colours would each other fhow ; 
Bat, oh! you're fair, and cold, and foft, and every 
way like fhow. 


LIBERIA WATCH'D AT MIDNIGHT. 


As from « window in the wane of night, 

With ftarry views ! feafted wand'ring fight, ~ 

I faw Liberia watch the rifing day, 

Whofe luftre was to light her friend away! 

‘That friend whofe kindred paffion ferv'd to prove 
The promis’d ardour of her brother’s love! 

‘That brother’s love, which though it meets regard, 
Remains uncrown'd with the yet-hop’d reward ! 
As in fome overcaft and difmal day, 

‘We ftart to fee the fun at once break way; 

So, at that hour, to fec fach charms advance, 
When ghofts are faid to rife, and fairies dance! 
With more than ufual pleafure fill’d my fight, 
And mix’d fome wonder with much more delight! 
‘While arm in arm they trac’d the garden walk, 
‘The tove-huth’d air hung Uft’ning to their talk, 
The dancing breeze which had till then been gay, 
At their appearance figh’d and dy’d away. 

As they drew near the moon more frongly fhone, 
To view their brightnefs, not to boait her owa, 
A gen’ral ftillnefs feem’d to foothe their cares, 
And nature’s face grew fad, to fuit with theirs: 
Shrill-barking Mopfy fmother’d her own joys, 
Fearing to drown her miftrefs’ charming voice 
Liberia fpoke, but feem’d to {peak in vain, 

As if unable to defcribe her pain! 

When grief is true, no words its force can paint; 
A filent forrow far outfpeaks complaint ! 

A thoufand leaves the deitin’d fitters took ; 

A thoufand unfpoke meanings fill’d each look 
Oft they gaz'd upward to the dawning fky, 

And curs’d th’ expected hour for drawing nigh: 

, Hf now, thought I, fome gentle zephyr blew, - 
‘Thus thould ic whifper as ic round her flew + 
Think, fince your pitying oul does-abfence hate, 
Abfence from you muft tharper pangs create { 
‘Think, if to lofe the filter gives you woes; 

‘What lofing you the brother undergoes ! 

‘Who every night from your lov'd prefence fent, © 
Does long repeated abfences lament ! 

And if this parting does yourfelf difpleafe, 

Be taught by fympzethy to give him eafe, 


‘TO LORD GEORGE GRAHAM; 
On bis Adtion near Oftend, on the 24th of Fune 1745+ 


Twas finely tim’d! third Edward’s brighteft days 
Had from fuch captains claim’d increafe of praile, 
But now, “tis tenfold greatnefs thus to rife, 
Where fenfe of vidt’ry, loft in purle-craft lies! 
‘Where war but pilfers, and but bags conteft ; 
And public honour is the public jeft. 

At fach a time, to dare the {neerer’s jokes 

"To muh on danger when but foes provoke ; 
Unbrib’d by profit’s impulfe, fight for bays, 

And court no premium but his county's peaife, 








THE WORKS OF HILL 


*Tis prodigy! ’tis ottt of nature's road ; 
°Tis {corn of prudence, and offence to made. 
Shake, Dunkirk+and retra& thy bold extem, 
Doom’d to duc d4it, ftands each proud battlements 
Swell high, propitious furge, hide Tournay’s ftains, 
And wath off infult, from our cow’rd campaigns. 
* Lookup, ye fea-driv’nghofts! whom pleas'd ‘Toulon 
Saw fink in fruitlefs fight, forgot toe foon ! : 
Over the fait wave triumphant thunders hear, 
Hail the with'd vengeance that at laft draws neat? 
While France ftarts wide, and wonders whence ig 
came, “ 
Pale to her trembling genius point a Graham ! 
Tell her, ’tis his to fee] his country’s fire, 
Hold her paft fame in view to urge it higher’: 
Tell her, rewaking glory waite his call, 
Yo pour atonement o’er the pride of Gauls 
Reclaim afferted ocean’s queftion’d fway, 
And teach the doubtful nations to obey. 
Say,pitying Heav'n, that fav'ft a bland’ring ftate, 
Whom hatft thou late infpir'd to lend us weight? , 
Blow, ye broad winds, expand his op’ning light, 
Tell us, whence rofe he? Do his country right; 
Born on thy bleaks, Albania! nurfe of kings! 
From gen’rous flock this gen’rous fcion f{prings, 
Son of thy fou], Montrofe ! There, known, too well! 
Prop of a crown when three loft kingdoms felj! 
Far be the omen from thy filial fire, 
In every wreathe but death’s tranfcend thy fire,’ 
Far from thy great forefather’s fuff’rings rais'd, 
For more than all his virtues lov’d and prais’d; 
Down through time's tide tran{mit his length’ning 
fame : ; 
O born above his fate to lift his same. 
-Oh, Mallet this was he—fweet heav’n-fac’d boy! 
Thy friend congratulates thy confcious joy : 
Pride of thy care, thou led’ft his earlieft youth, 
To court plain glory, white as robelefs truth ; 
To fcorn dark }ifts, which men diftingtion call, 
And climb, felf-finew'd—or not rife at all. 
Courage by nature his—thou taught‘ft him tafte, 
And innate warmth with polith’dbrightnefsgrac'd, 
Breath’d g’er his lift’ning heart reflection’s breeze, 
Gave him defire to know, with pow’r to pleale ; 
Thine, half the triumphs of his rifing fame! 
And Britain’s future flag thall blefs thy name. 


IN A BLANK LEAF OF A BOOK 
: SENT TO MIRANDA. . 


4 ~Go, happy book,” 
Who, void of life, art from life’s cares fo free, 
Thou canft before my lovely charmer lie, 
Unfcorch’d by all the lightnings of her eye. 
’Midft her infpiring couch thou canft remain, © 
Tafteicfs of pleafure, and fecure from pain: | 
While abfent beauty breaks thy author's reft, 
And hope and fear by turns diftract his brealt. 
My angel miffrefs muft henceforth be thine, 
And J devote thy offerings to her fhrine: 
On varied themes divert her wand'ring eye, 
As o’er thy honour’d leaves her glances fly: 
But when her thoughts on fofter fubjects rove, 
And lead her where thy pages talk of love; _ 
Oh! then, fo mindful of thy author be, 
To bid hex in 9 whilper phink on me, > 





MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


THE PROGRESZOF WIT; 


A CAVEAT, 


Tonerut Alexis, on the Thames’ fair fide, 

‘The ladies play-thing and the mufes pride; 

With merit popular, with wit polite, . | 

Eafy though vain; and elegant though light + 
Defiring, and deferving others praife, 

Poorly accepts a fame he ne'er repays 

Unborn to cherith, fneakingly approves, 

‘And wants the foul to fpread the worth he loves. 
This to the juniors of his tribe gave pain, 

For mean minds praife but to be prais’d again ; 
Henceforth renouncing an ungracious Baal, 

His altars fmoke not, and their off rings fail: 
The heat his fcorn had ‘d, his pride infam'd ; 
Till what they worthip'd firft they next defam’d ; 
Depor'd at length, from Pindus’ top he roll’d, 
While infect witlings plees’d, his fall behold, 

And each cold-croaking Heliconian frog 

Leaps fcornful. and beitrides th’ unreigning log. 

Far-fall'n Alexis, who fo ill afpis’d, 

Bick of {uccefalefs war, from wounds retir’d, 

Where, while in fleep, his forrows ebb'd away, 

And huth’d in darknefs, indignation lay ; 

Fancy, fair miftrefs of the poct's mind, 

For ever changing, yet for ever kind ; 

Soft o’er his dreams her formful radiance thed, 

And his rapt foul through heav'n’s thin purlieus 
“Neds * 

Seated befide the flar-invading dame, {flame. 

Whofe ftecds, wind-footed, paw'd the lambent 

High as a widow'd lover's grief can climb, 

Her air-built chariot rofe, and hung fublime. 

Unveiling, thence, the world’s bleak waftes be- 

: low, 

‘They faw the fiream of Sife beneath ’em flow ; 

Dim from the fable fea of birth it rofe, 

Jn a flow, filent, fullen, dread repofe 

For, round th’ emerging fource that glimmer’d 
ale, 

Mountains of midnight darknefs roll'd a veil : 

But, ae the evolving furge {well’d into day, 

Quick ning it mov’d, and roar’d, and rufh'd away. 

Broad on the left from low oblivion’s fhore, 
Quickfands and rocks reach’d half the current o'er: 
Lucid, like truth, the treach’rous water fhone, ~ 
Ar@ o'er gay gilded fhoals ran tuneful on ; 
Pebbles of yem-like hue, with painted pride, 
Glow’'d through the wave, and burnt amid the tide; 
Wantonly kind, the fun’s enliv’hing beams 
Shower'd in light (pangles on the dancing ftreams, 
While infe@ nations, gnats, and wafps, and flies, 
Ting’d in the rainbow’s ever-changing dyes, ; 
Sheathing their ftings, and fmiling like the fair, 
Peopled the funfhinc, and adorn’d the air. 

Lefs lively, on the right the ftreams deep flow, 
‘There no falfe colours mix’d their varied glow; 
‘No gawdy bottom catch’d the downcaft eye : 
Above no flutr’ring infect wing'd the iky 
Serenely fulemn ali—One equal whale ‘ 
Fiath’d not upon the fenfe, but gouch’d the foul: 
Inftead of rocks green iflands flourifh'd here, 
Silent and fruitful as the full-grown year ; 


" 





Pufh’d their check'd 
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In place of flies, grave fwans of faow-like hue, 
Sweetly majeltic in flow circles flew; 

But though thefe ifles the diftant profpect cheer’d, 
No bay, no port, no landing-place appear’d ;' 
Kind birds alone gave entrance o’er the moind, 


4 Nor from the ftream below was inlet found. 


‘Then fancy thus—Fame’s futuretegions thefe, 
Where nothing furfeits, yet where all thin gs pleafes 
Here memory ftands fix'd while time runs on, 
And worth blooms freth when life irfelf is gone s 
Danger keeps diftance, foften’d fpleen grows kind, 
Ambition temperate, and love refin’d + 
Nor pride nor jealoufy can here annoy, 

Nothing is ecftafy, though all is joy : 
Peace without languor, labour void of pain, 
Glory unenvied, and unflander’d gain, 

Though diff’ring thus the ftreams unfocial fides, 
Yet one broad gulf abforb’d the double tides; 
From birth devolving, death’s blind fea below, 
Boundlefs, and formlefs, fnatch’d the mingled flow; 
Both rounding oceans backward feem’d to tend, 
And vaft beneath their fable furges blend : 

But far more frightful this!—whole dark proa 
found, : 

A depth eternal ! life wants line to found ¢ 

Unbottom’d fhade roll’d loofe, o'er {wallowed 
light— 

Fancy grew giddy, nor fuftain’d the fight: 

But ftarting into fear, tranfpos'd remark, 

And fought the fource lefs dreadful, though as darks 

Thick on the rifing ftream’s emitted tide, 
Millions of thapelefe bodies feem'd to glides 
Whofe breathing bulks to life and motion blown, 
Shot into human forms completely grown; 

Mix’d rank and fex fprung through the liquid jet, 
But pouring outward, clear diftinétion met; 
Some wading naked, trode the flipp’ry plain, 
Some cut the fluent wave—fome tit’d with pain, 
Failing to float, or wade, neglected fell, oes 
And funk unfnatch’d at in the troubled fwell: - 
To others, rifing happier and ferene, 
Fortune, dark buftling pow’r, ob{curely feen, 
Reach'd with blind bounty, and with hafty hand, 
Thin boats—and buoy’d 'em o’er the thining fand : 
OF diff’rent form thefe boats---a fingle oar 
Diftinguith’d fome--.fome wing'd their fides with 
more> x 
Others, with oars and fails conjoin'd, made way, 
And mow’d the murm’ring furge with fweepy 
fway : 
While fome flow pole-men, o'er their toil reclin’d, 
barks, and Jab’ring, lagg*d 
behind, 
While fome effay'd to crofe, and veering wide, 


Would with ftrong ftem the ftubborn ftream 


divide, 


And flowly flanting, fought the. fitent fide; 

Swift to the thelvy thore tight gallics flew, 

As the fierce channel’s rapid current drew, 
"Twist rocks, and whirlpools, ériv’n obliquely gay, 
And through the fhoaly funthine dane'd away. 


Caught by a gulfy wid that gloom’d below, 


Thefe from the current’s fair defcending flow, 
Jn-drawn at once by darknefs fwallow'd o'er, 
Sunk from their funny fcene and rofe_no more :-. 


gos THE WORKS 


Sal gap’d th’ unclofing deep, o’er millions gone, « 
‘Yet fuill infatiate, hourly (wallow'd on ! . 
Tides, diftinctions, forms, ruth mingled down, 
Not levity itfelf wants weight to drown; 
Gamefters, beaux, cafuifts,j inglers, jelters, drinkers, 
Fox-hunters, politicians, and free-thinkers, 
Brudus, devotees, coquets, grave, light, young, old, 
In one mix'd night, the covering waves infold : 
Swept from the noife they fought, to ceft they 
fhun’d, 
‘They plunge for ever into death’s profound ; 
‘While abler pilots, who refolv'd, ftood o’er, 
And edging broad, yain'd flow the fafer fhore : 
Baath d from their finking feats, were burne te 
land, 
By watchful fwans, whofe wings he furface fann’d : 
‘There, on green iflands reign’d, efcap’d from cares, 
Lords of a blooming world, fot ever theirs, 
Wide o’er the fcene, Alexis winds his eye, 
Swift as the progrefs of the yliders by ; 
A ftrange confufion rofe---of ali who pat, 
With earnefs emptinefs and barren hatte, 
Few crofs the flood, repugnant ftrove to fteer, 
Fewer had ftrength of oars to hold them near! 
‘Tir'd by the current’s ill-retitted force, 
Or bulg’d by envious prows which crofe’d their 
courfe, 
"The boluctt keels, purfuing, or purfu'd, 
Entangling and perplex'd, were loft in feud :, 
While others, heedlefs of their fleeping wars, 
Drove in light negligence, nor fhun‘d the fhores; 
But pendant o'er the heim each fhoal explor'd, 
Aud fnatch'd in teanfport, hells and ftones on 
board ¢ 
Or leaping wanton, catch’d the glittering prey, 
That buzz d and gambol'd in their fportive way. 
Mean while, mof& mournful of the motley fcene, 
Cherish d effet of pride, and food of fpleen! 
Boat over boat deftrudive paffage made, 
And weeping pity mourn’d defective aid 
Sailing prefumers, prefling proudly on, 
Bore down each envied rower who neareft fhone, 
‘The oar-wing’d veilel eye’d, with dumb difdain, 
The creeping pole-man’s flow-availing pain, 
And lordly wanton, with invafive beak, 
Sunk the faint ftruggler, criminally weak! 
He too, in concert with fuperior hate, ‘ 
oth to exert lefe guilt than match’d his flatey 
‘Triumphant, in his turn, fought equal prey, 
And, o'er the naked wader forc'd his way. 
* Alexis pondering in fufpended thought, 
‘What meaning ali thefe mazy mixtures taught, 
Sudden a thout, from every diftant fide, 
Eddied the air, and broke the back'ning tide; 
Acclamatory thoufunds rofe alarm'd, 
lll eyes attraéted, and each hearing charm’d; 
Pointing in tranfport, all their helms forfook, 
And on one objeét hung their length'ning look. 
Down from the gloomy fource in fide-long float, 
Proudly defcending, mov’'d a glitt'ring boat: 
Her filken fails a colour'd radiance threw, 
And ting’d the funny beams through which they 
flew; 
” ‘While oars of filver dath’d the wat'ry fpray, 
‘Phat rain'd in gemmy thow'ts, and dazzied day: 


OF HILL 


- High on the painted ftern a youth appear'd, 


Who rather happily than ftrongly fteer’d ; 

Faint and unftrikZag was his anguifh’d micn, 

Sadden'd by ficknefs, and o'ercaft with fpleen ; 

Yet, from his eyes, there beam’'d a living light, « 

Keen and intent asa fir'd eagle’s fight : 

And from his voice, (for as he fail'd he fang). 

Such magic founds of melting mufic fprung,  < 

That we huth'd heav’n all downward feem'd te 

end, 

And, agaicft nature, the charm’d earth afcend, 
Carelefa he look’d, yet heedful of his way, 

Broke the kind carrent’s unobftructing fway, 

That kifs'd his oars, and haften’d to obey: 

Scarce was his courfe oblique, for each glad boat, 

That envious ftem’d all other’s rival float, 

Fix'd and enchanted, when this youth drew nigh, 

Hung on his pafling notes, and help’d him by : 

‘The mufes row'd him, and the graces care 

Trimm’d his light fails, and Spread them to the air z 

In his boat's bottom, green-ey’d envy lay, 

And ferv'd as ballatt, while the clogg'd his ways ~ 

Down from her chariot, light-wing'd fancy flew, 

And o’er him, loofe, her ftarry mantle threw; 

on 3 aife, beauty, ‘twixt his fhrouds trod 


And danced the meafur’d moments foft away; 
Sportfu} as zephyrs, in his {miles they ftrove, ~" 
And the young loves forfook their mother’s grove, 
Thus fortunate, thus favour'd, and thus bright, 
Luckily negligent, and aptly light; 
He touch’d no thoal, fafe rounded every rock, 
Defpis'd all danger, and fultain’d no fhock ; 
Tili to that calmer coaft approaching nigh, 
And gliding ’twixt green iflands fafely high, _ 
Circles of hov’ring {wans with joyful note, 
Clapp'd their broad wings in triumph o'er his boat, 
Charm’d, that fo foon, he reach’d their folemn fide, 
Ere yet one third of the ftream’s length was try'd, 
Steering from ifle to ifle, with joylefs awe, 
Thin o’er each height, their white rob’d lords he 
faw, 
Pleas’d, without tranfport, how the palms they bore, 
‘Vo hail his paffage- near their filent fhore : 
Cold and uncharm’d, he fought hjs fav'rite crowd, 
Immenfely diftant now, though late fo loud :~ 
All was ferene, the air was huth’d around, 
‘The waters calm!—Loft ev'n his mufic’s found 
Back to the life, impatient looks he caft, 
And long’d for ev'ry fhining infect pait ;. 
Diftant he faw them, wings o’er wings difplay, 
And in light chafes thread the colour’d ray : 
Eager for thefe, contending pilots ftrove, 
And catch'd them, carelefs how their veffels drove; 
‘Then with their trophies dre{s'd each gaudy fail, 
While humming drones, in fwarms, their fortune 
hail; 
Record paft leaps, foretel their next effays, 
And buz, melodious, in the fly-men’s praife. ~ 
Warm'd and mifled, by this faife fire of fame, 
His beaming eyes with emulation flame; 
And have J, recreant, thus renounc’d a field, 
Where bafficd danger can fuch glory yield? 
Lives there a catch-fly of yon vent’rous prefs, ~ 
More brave than 1 am? or, who fears them lefs? 


“MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


Show me the warring wafp, whofe threat’ning 
win, 
T dare not rike at, and provoke “ais fling! 
Swans give me way! your fhorelefs iflands keep, 
‘Tog fale your clime is, and too calm your deep ; 
I choofe a rapid glory, not a flow, 
Shoals are fought harbours, where thefe jewel: grow. 
He faid, and rifing, puth'd with liquid fweep 
Th’ inverted helm, and goar’d the gteaning deep: 
Flaming ere@t, re-fought the furgy fide, 
And bounded, threat’ning, o'er the foaming tide ; 
Sailing athwart the fwarms, and fkipping high, 
He {natch’d, triumphant, every tempting fy: . 
Gave his loofe rudder to the current’s claim, 
And drove, difdainful, through his rival’s game ; 
Prefs'd hy invaded watps excited ftinga, 
He warr’d, revengeful, on the falling wings: 
Through duft of Maughter’d gnats, he fought in 
fhade, . [made ; 
And {queez'd them, deathful, on the wounds they 
Fleets of cold oppofites from all fides join, 
And wedy’d againi this general foe combine; 
Vainly indignant they refit his fway, 
‘Yet block his paffage and obftrud his way : 
Still though he ftagnates he the fight maintains, 
While drones, applaufive, with their ductile trains, 
Homage the rifiug hero’s new renown. 
‘And prince of fly-catchers the champion crown. 
The fwans, mean while, which from the calmer 
fide, 
‘Forfaken, faw him truft the fatal tide ; $ 
Mournful, with pendent wing, his triumph griev'd, 
And wifh'd his wafted vigour lefs deceiv’d : 
Trembling they mark’d his veffel dowaward bent, 
Hang o’er th’ engulfing oceans’s dark defcent, , 
While he, regardiefs till, new trophies won, 
And bent to conquer, faw not what to fhun, 
Fancy ftill bufied, ftill enamour'd, ftaid, 
“And ftill concurring, lent his rafinefs aid; 
To her far ditant, touch’d Alexis cry'd, 
And with ftrain’d voice, to reach her notice try’d: 
“ OF fave him, warn him, bid him turn and think 
© Let not his bark in yon black eccan fink | 
*“ ‘Teach me to call him by hia pow'rful name, 
“ Point out his danger, quench his devious flame ; 
“ Rah fpleen of heart, that could fuch war ad. 
vile ! . 
“ Blind rage! to lofe himfelf and catch but flies ! 
Oh teach my tongue his name :’-—Then fancy 
heard, 
And fmiling, at her chariot’s fide appear’d : | 
“Why doft thou afk, fhe cry’d, what nations 
know, 
* Even all whom wit or worth infpire below ? 
“ His is a name that dwells on ev'ry mind, 
* Tunes every tongue, and fails with every wind! 
“ Not furer is that river life's extent, 
S Or by thofe oceans birth, and death, 
“ Noc furer fortune, is that dark pow’r’s name, 
“ That left oblivion, and that-right fide fame. 
“ Than that, ng fon of wit dares juftly hope, 
‘ Fame dwell in folly’s paths, but thou, O Pore! 
Alexis ftarting, heard his own lov'd name, 
Felt his pride thrink, and bluth’d with confcious 
De” frame | ry ie eng 
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«Law's lights catended, and eaibellith'd Rate; - 


Py 
Pitch’d from the chariot, lott to fancy’s call, 
And had not waiting judgment broke the fall, 


+ Contempt’s cold vale had caught hina wak’d and 


ttunn’d, 
And deep intomb’d him in his own profound, 


..,- THE ART OF ACTING, . « 
DEDICATED TO THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, 


Wury feep the filent pow'rs that guard the ftage, 
While yawning opiates lull the taftelefs age? 
Shall trite cold themes catch fire from wit's effays, 
Yet, hov'ring chillnefs damp theatric blaze ? 
Mourn it, ye fons of {pleen, whofe hands (mit. 
taughr) 
Tore up this feed of fenfe, this plant of thought : 
Whence reafoning thoots might bloom jife’s garden 
o’er, 
And weedy wildnefs choke her walks no more—= 
Horror (at alien woes) by genius mov'd, 
‘Lo fenfe of home-felt blifs, be there improv'd 
Wits ent’ring hand diffe fedition’s breatt, 
Show the malignant fprings and call forth reft. 
‘There the touch’d heart, in fecret filence chid, 
Might learn to hate the guilt it once but hid : 
There, feorn from note of pity’s praife—tatch 
grace, 
Start and paufe confcious—in Pride's fack'ning 
race. 
There heedlefs beauty, warn’d of man’s falfe fire, 
Might chain down wav'ring love, and edge defires 
Each maid’s mild eye corre her heart's warm 
truft, : 
Dull perts grow penfive, and falfe thinkers jut, 
‘There (now) fits mummery, thron’d on paflion’a 
urn! . 
There noifier fires than wit’s (unbri; ight’ning) burn: ,' 
There vice with laughter thares divided tule, 
And only ferious purpofe marks the foot! 
Vain the loft pray’r that courts a mufe’s aid, - 
By foes uotafted, aud by friends betray'd: 
Patrons immers'd *twixt fadion’s rapid tides! 
Poets in flattery’s, pow’r abforb’d in pride’st 
Gone is the learned leifure once rever’d, 
And the ftill voice of genins fighs unheard. 
Happier ferne! mourn our drains no more; 
Richly reveng’d, thou drain’ft a nobler ftore. 
Poor in ovr turn, fee wit's loft channel dry, 
Robb’d of her fountain— for thy full fupply. 
Yet, while home ruin wrings the heart diftrer, 
’Tis recompence to fall for others bleft : 
Lefs thy doom’d diftance (foul of abfent joys) 
Pains the fhock realm, whofe hope it half deftroys; 
Conicious thou go’ft to warm one fifer’s fears 
‘To tranfports, lafting as the others tears, fr 
Long in fad filence on the willows hung, 
Now the refumes her harp, for praife new ftrangs 
Tires her tun’d hand to pour her grateful foul, 
Wide as her chief can charm,.from pole to pole, 
Genius, from ages hers, ’midft want and wrongs, 
How will the now tranfcend paft poets fongs! 
At once of evety nations grace made fiee,. 
By every added mufe, beftow’d with thee! 


‘There, ’midtt the toils of em ipire’s manag’d weight, 
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Find a calm hour to lend the flage thy care, 
And times unborn thall feel a Stanhope there. 
Dark'ning mean while, our mufe’s lamps expire, 
Blank is theis profpect, and unfann’d their fire = 
Friendlefs, neglected, laugh’d at, and unfele, 
No now-crown’d conq’ror cates where Homer 
dwelt. ” ee - 
Banifh’d from court, from fenate, city, feene, 
‘Wit's fons, all tongue-tied! mute, even Harlequin! 
Yet, let the thinker feorn fuch dumb fafpenfe, 
Nor (fiattering cuftom) fneak his aid from fenfe: 
Wing'd for the future o’er the prefent rife, 
Spurn the times cloud, and ftrike benigner fkies. 
Not always fhall ambition’s muddied brain. ~ 
‘Work to perfuade—yet hold example vain! © . 
Bribe to each further’d intereft’s veval cue, 
Yet dream diverfion all the ftage’s view. > 
‘The time fhail come (indulge it foon flew fate!) 
When power fall tafte that wit can think with 
weight: 
‘The time thall come (not far the deftin'd day) 
When foul-touch’d actors fhall do more than play: 
‘When paflion, flaming from the afferted ftage, 
Shall to tanght greatnefs fire a fecling age: 
__ Tides of ttrong fentiment fublimely roll, 
- Deep’ning the dry difgraces of the foul : 
Pity; fear, forrow, wath'd from folly’s foam, 
Knock at man’s breaft, and find his heart at home. 
‘Then plaintfut grief thall drop her whiney draw}, 
And heart-felt anger nerve the infenfate bawl; 
‘Then thall the moving art old powers poffefss 
“Wake valour, call forth joys, and ftamp diftrefs. * 
"Then thall the player take pains in pleafure’s right, 
Sweat for his praife, and labour to delight : 
"Then, fhall he thank the hand (in death long cold) 
‘That fir'd his languor, and his fame foretold. 
‘Tafteful ev'n now, there want not fome choice 
‘ few ‘ iview: 
“Whole hope-warm'd hearts can hail the diftant 
Hearts that the fubje@’s lov’d importance know, 
And feel the fire they bear with confcioys glow. 
Why was the adtor ftain’d by law's decree ? 
Loft time's recov'rer! truth’s awak’ner he! 
Paffion’s refiner ‘ life's thoal coaft furvey’d—~ 
‘The wife nian’s pleafeMand the good man’s aid. 
Precept and practice in one teacher join’d, 
Bodied refemblance of the copied mind! 
Natore confirms, art dignifies his claim, 
And only caat’s low crawl detiles his names 
TE bur by comprehenfion we poftefs,. 
sAnd every greater circles hold the lefs, a 
No rank’s high clains can make the playgr’s fmall, 
Since, adting each, he comprehends them all. 
Of to due diftance half ye #elking train! 
Blots of a title your low taltes profang! 
No dull cold mouther thares the actor's pled, 
Rightly to feem is tranfiently to be. 
How fhall this goal be reach’d, that, feen moft 


- 


nigh, 

Bull glides more difant frony th’ advanchig eye ? 

Like the iky’s jea-dipt arch, heaven's. fancied 
bound, f Pe ett 

For ever fail'd to, and yet never found. : 

‘How fhall traced pra@ice hit th’ untrodden way, 

is trayell’d out, in artsto fray? 








‘THE WORKS OF HILL. 


Arduous the tafk, and afks # climbing braig, 
A head for judgment, and a heart for pain, - 
Ever fenfe, imprefs'd, refles adopted forms, 
Aodchangcful nature fhakes with borrow’d ftormss 
Ever dudtile genius turns as paffions wind, 


And bends ta fancy’s curve the pliant mind. . 


‘Mark when th’ expanding feed from earth’ 
moift bed, 
Starting at nature’s call, prepares'to fpreadi [cend 
Firft, the prone root breaks downward, thence ale 
Shot ftems, whofe joirts collateral boughs extend ¢ 
‘Twigs from thofe boughs lend leaves—each leaf 
contains ¥ 
Side-lefs'ning ftalks, tranfvers'd by fibry veina, |, 
So, from injected thought, thoots paffion’s growth g 
No fprout fpontaneous, no chance child of oth: ; 
Idea tends it root—firma on touch'd minds, ©’ 
Fancy (fwift planter :) firft th’ impreffion binds; 
Shap’d in conception’s mould, nature’s prompt fil 
Bids fubje@ nerves obey th’ infpiring will: . | 
Strung to obfequious bend the mufe'ly frame ~~ 
Stamps the fhown image. Pleafure, pity, fhame, 
Anger, gricf, terror, catch the adaptive fpring, 
While the eye darts it, and the accents ring. 

See art’s fhort path !~—'tis eafy to be-found, 
Winding delightful through the mazy round ! 
Tempt the try’d fkill, to no fole proof confin'd ; 
Shife the thort thadowings o'er your figur’d mindy ‘ 

Mournful, recal fome friend's lamented fate ; 

Sad on each feature hangs the mind’s felt weights ° 

Seek you ftrong fenfe of joy? looks firft impart, . 

Thea the nerve firiture bounds it from the Heart 

Does rage inflame? no vifage can conceal 

What the mark’d nrufcle bids the fpirit feel: 

Stiil as the nerves conftrain the looks obey, 

And what the look enjoins the nerves difplay ¢ 

Mutual their aid, reciprocal their ftrain, 

Will but commanding, face and nerves explain, 

Light’ning and thinder, fo concurring, flrike; 

One their joint origin, though form’d unlike : 

So to the look th’ attentive nerves reply, a 

As from. the flath fucceeding thunders By. 

* tis caufe and confequence ; nor flows mofe grace 

from beauty’s {mile than the touch’d a@tor's faces 

Poife the rule’s prattice ; turn it o’er and o'er; 

Nor think it tedicus, though conceiv'd before: 

’ Fis but to flock and will. Th’ imprivted eye 

Moves the ftrvck mufcles, and the linths comply 3. 

Gefture is meaning’s ape—grave, furious, gay, | 

Changeful as cloud-iorm’d: fhapes when winds 
* "smake way; e . 

Imag’d conception firft, but face inflames, 

‘Then the mein paints it, and she tone proclaims, 

Is therg who doubts an art thus briefly thown? 
Call out praof's pow'r, and make that art bis own: 
Bid him, with moyrnful brow, {well founds of joy, 
Half. the mock'd fenfe. th’ unbracing nerves .de- 

’ ftroy:- 
Tun’d to the tearful ey’s retentive woc, 
Rapture’s check’d phrafe flail quench 

low : 

Painfully plaintful, each flat note fhall die, © 
And his look’s anguith give his words the lig. 
Next while foft funiles retrain his woic'd effay, 
Bid angry founds give rage its thund’ring way 5 
aes 2 a . 


ita fiery 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


Vainly mouth’d menace {wells th’ateempted orm, 
Kind as confent th’ unfright’ning accents form ¢ 
While his look frown’d not, fenfe.could found but 
fweet; 9 - be on 
iNo néfve concurring help'd th’ unfinew'd heat. | 
“But-had his eyes th’ impatient fire difplay’d, 
iEach note had fnatch'd it, and each flop convey’d: 
“Thus one plain practice paints whole nature right, 
And all her changeful pidtures move delight. 

In there who loves not joy?—There then begin, 
Search the foul-pleafing paffion’s pow'r within; 
Find your fimile’s force before fome faithful giafe, 
‘Heedful to let no faint impreffion pafe: _[train, i 
‘There to touch’d gladnefs thought-form’d features 
*Till each crifp'd fibre feels th’ enrapt'ring ftrain; 
‘Then (ftretch’d) behold your op’ning forehead 

, Back’ning in boaftful fenfe of fparkling eyes. [rife, 
Broadly majeftical your breaft expands, | 
Brac'd your prefs'd jointe—neck, knee, {¢et, fhoul- 

ders, hands; 
‘Treading on air, each ftep new foul difplays, 
Your limbs all lighten, and your looks all blaze : 
‘Then fpeak,—joy anfwers; every found its own; 
Maufic and rapture mix’d in tranfport’s tone ! 
Fall from this height (ah!.’tis but fortune’s 
; road!) 
‘Down to deep fenfe of forrow’s pungent goad; 
Mamp your loofe feature’s into thought’s diftrefs, 
Fade fancy’s glofs to dim-ey'd wretchednefs: 
The fad ook fick’ning, ftraight the fpirits break, 
Unbending nerves grief's Jax impreffion take + 
Faint hangs the clouded eye, short fteps drag flow, 
And every heedicfs gefture bends with woe : 
Now to ihe heart-touch'd fenfe the voice com- 
2 jains, 
And fighing pityers catch th’ infetious pains; - 

Say, thould fome flack'ner of the paffion’s care, 

Form'd for gay Aights, and, ftruggling from de~ 
fpair, 
Bow'd fom his native bent to doubt’s new part, 
Find fear’s cold caft affign’d a fearlefs heart? 
‘What could he do? where houfe th’ introfive 
gut? 
Let his eye lodge him—twill prepare his breatt. 
From the foul's optic thoots th’ admitted thape, 
Nor let one tim'rous wavering ftate efcape. 
Fear is elufive forrow, fhunning pain ; 
Adiive, yet ftopp’d, it dims the doubtful brain ; 
Spirit (natch'd inward, flagnating by dread, [lead : 
Biow through the timbs crawis cold the living 
Form’d to the look that moulds th’ affumer’s face, 
His joints catch tremblings, life’s moift ftrings un- 
2 brace ; 
"This road and that @%rmful paffion tries, - 
Halts in the motion, flutters in the eyes; 
Checks the clipt accent’s hefitative way, 
And on th’ evifive mufcles-hangs lay. : 

Anger is pride provok'd (fo felt, fo known), 
Strange! its flage influence is fo faintly thown! 
Yer, with what abfent fenfe of all its fame 
See we rage meek, fire cold, and fury tame! 

Bid the face redd'ning warm'd idea take, 
Btraight the foul’s wildfires all ebftrucion break : | 
Stung by inflisted thought’s imagin'd pain, | 

















Hird heave the mufcles, rolling eye-halls ftraig: |: 


FO be Vy. 


es 


Twist the clord teeth, indignantly fuppreft, 

Or ftorm-like loud out pourg th’ unguarded breaft s 

Slack’ning exclaiming, fwift, flow reftlefs change, 

Wings the voic’d tempeft in its whirlwind range ; 

Quick turns and flartings face and air deform, 4 

And thick fhort breathings paint the infelt ftormay:. 

Nor fea, nor life, eternal tempeft {weeps, 2 

Huth’d calms fucceed it, and the thunder fleeps ¢ 

Such the foft filent tide, that floods the mind, 

To mov’d compafiion’s pain-touch’d warmth ine 
elin’d: tae . i 

Aidful idea fprings to pitied ‘woe, 

Thence every quiv’rigg finew learns to glow: 

Back from the panting bofom to the eye, . 

Kind figh-wing’d dews in {oft fenfation fly : 

So-from earth’s op’ning breaits, in flow’r-drefs'é 
May, . 

Steams the fipt fragrance ¢o the fun’s felt ray; 

Lightly fuftain’d, :o-morn’s faint cla{p it clings, 

Yet oft (let go) falls back, oft upward {prings : 

So learn to fteal foft pity’s copied grace; [facez 

Languor’s moift cloud marks firtt the mournful 

‘Then hope’s kind tenfion warms the mufcly mein, 

Dragg’d diffrent ways contending contrafts lean;; 

Ciath’d looks. *gainft movements paint internal 
fight, 


~Twixt the heart's anguith ahd the help’s delight :. 


Thén touch’d attention’s hark’ning huth creeps: 
round, ee 
And breathlefs mouths devour th’ expedied found.” 
~ Nature lofes change—Cold night fucceeds to. 
And pity's dark’ning oppofite is feorn: — [morny 
Far be this brow-ftretch’d arrogance of air 
From mifery’s doomful claim, in fons of care. 
Ah! minds (too apt) turn but the luok within, 
We find pride’s image there as fure as fin! aa 
Yet with fuch bias rolls man’s wijl from right, 
‘That fearch firft miffes what is moft in fight : , 
Elfe how unnecdful to deferibe a rage 
No player wants power to feel—but on the Rageya 
Cautious (life’s {peaking picture) wear that 
fain, oe 7 
Rightly to thow be thine, but nde retain !- 
Scorn is calm carelefs anger flagg'd of wing, 
Bruth’d fenle of harmless wrong, too weak to Ring 2 
Safe iv fulpended power, eas’d warmth difclaims., 
Exertion, and with flack remiffnefs flames : 
Now fmiles, now frowas, yet both with eye ferene, 
While half-ftrung nerves play fprings of-painlefe 
{pleen, 
™ Clofe-following feorn, amazement ought to rife; 
Angels feel wonder, men fhould dare defpifet - 
Born to miftakes, and erring out life’s fpan, 
Maan, as if heaven were his, looks down on man, 
Say then what wonder is—trace its taught caufe, 
Mark its erye features, and make known its laws. 
Wonder is rious doubt-—will’s check’d retreat, 
Shrinking from danger it prepares to meet; 
*Tis fear’s half-brother, of referabling face,’ 
But fix’d, unwavering, and bopnd down to place# 
Earneft, alarmful gaze, intently keen, . 
Notes the weigh’d object, yet diftrufls it feen; > 
As in pale churchyards, gleam'd by filent night, 
Should fome crofs'd fpeétre fhade the moon's digg 
light, Ae ° 
; 47. 
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Shuddry, the back'ning blood, revolving fwift, .- 
Clogs he prefa'd. bpart—-fretch’d fibres fail to 
2 Lise pal 3 ; 
Laft in doubt’s hard’ning froft, Dope motion lies, 
While fente climbs gradual to the ilraining eyes. . 
_Hatred is fullen fury long retain’d; ” : 
°Tis willing mifchief warily reftrain’d; | 
*Tis thought’s corrofion acridly perplex'd; 
* Vis felf in pain, left others live cnvex’d, * 
‘This to touch vivid—(pencil! pleas’d and free, - 
Paint the coil'd ferpent thou abhors'ft to fee.) ° 
Veil the malignant leer that burns with fpite, 
Bid the brow’s loar o’erhang the fick’ning fight; 
Swell the blown cheek, th’ unopening lip reftrain ; 
Streech’d the wide noftril marke th’ impatient 
ins 
“Ardent yet heedlefs, half th” averted eye 
Shims the loath’d obje@, and difduins it nigh: 
Hard back-brae'd nerves in fett’ry fervour toil, 
Afd the curv’d fyftem heaves in check'd recoil. 
Ha from tanght pain—-fhun hatred’s baneful 
fhade, 
And to love's funthine lend the mufe’s aid. 
Love is intenfe defire, by rev'rence check’d; -, 
Lia eps’ hee tranfport, ftreak'd with fears se: 
i fed; - 7 
Tin palon’s every foul-felt power disjoin’d; 
* Tis all th’ affembled train’s whole force combin’ds 
Tis like fcft air, through which admitted light 
Peoples pleas'd fancy, and lends fhape to fights? 
‘Yet, like that air diflurb’d, man’s quict breaks, 
‘Yempefts his reafon, and his triumph fhakes, 
‘You who infufe this pow’r muft fir have felt; 
No heart, unmov’d itfelf, bida others melt : : 
Vet, would chalk’d outling fetch th’ imagin’d | 








wet 


vege 
Dumb carneft gaze tongues o’er th’ unvocal face + 
Bolt ning’ in appreherfion’s awe-check’d air, 
Each limb befeeches, cach flow ftep's a prayer? 
While bigh-brac'd raptures imag'd. pride confefs, 
Mceknefs Gts guardian o’er the mild addrefss_ 3 
Doupe diffpating hope, to blanch defire, 
Hangs tht mind’s curb upon the body’s fire, 
>? Snatch'd from the fcene, claim this the box’s 
care ; come n 
It painta and warns fos cvery beauty there : % 
But there love's thafts (of late) all pointlefa lie, 
Blunt from bold mcin, and dcad’ning in the eys 3, 
Naked of heart, and hateful of delay,» - 
Erring time-hort’ner? meeting with half way! 
Wonsan, outftradling art's cld lureful fill, 
Mann'd o'er with invitation, drives back will; -- 
Falls her patt pricey. owns patient hope buys deaz, 
» Hawks fog quick market, and hawls chapmen near; 
‘Talks loud, itxuts, elbows, calle a grace a fool; 
* Drefs'd like a fearecrow, manner’d like.a mule: - 
Pall’d, the prefe'd cheap’ner dreads th’ out-bluf- 
po. tring air, ~ ie fee mens 
‘Eyes the braw'd fwaggerer, and reje@s her ware; 
:° 1. Turn, coarfe:-conceiver | al! unfex’d by’ made, 
Maid that trot tt uglyiag ia the monkter’s road}. 
-. Proud, yet immadelt! light, rude, witlefs, pert; | 
Boid, jcithing, hoid'ning, bluihnefs, pow’rlefs flirt! 
Etnptier than air thy colonry gewgaws play, 
‘Wile every hour's new forms puth o'd away 























FRE-WORKS OF HILE 


‘Trifler | for cards and contradiGions barn} .- 

Panting for conqueft, yet compeiling feorn! 

Lab'ring from ature to grow loath'd by art, 

And for man’s wanners forfeiting his heart! [ 
But hold—ciatempt wrong piac’d becomes tne 

Perhaps tage whiners gave love's friends difgud ¢ 

For (goblin-like) there lovers walk unfhown,-- 

Talk'd of in every play, yet feen in nonez- 

Loft in unfeeling culd afieétec drawl, 

They touch no tendernefs, attempting all..~ 

Lump’d lazy lifelefs indclence one cause, 

And one th’ admiring fool’s misjudg'd applaufe. 

Why theuld pain fweat for piaile, proud gale cay 

“win, : 

By the rais’é footftep and exalted chin? 

By the heav'd halt, that fwings its load along, 





'| Clumfily folemn, and ferenely wrong ? 


By the big, broad, sound, mellow, trounding troll, 
That means no paflion, and conveys no foul: 4g 
Half {wells, then finks, like fails of thips-becalm’d, 
Al dry dead fweat, man’s: mummied. voice em: 
baim’d, ~ © : 
Shame on the whineling, fleep-induStive tone! 
Not by fuch glow-woim glimfe love's fires arg 
thown: 
Heart, voice, mein, vifage, all pay Jove their aid, 
Cupid exadts more Arik alliance made; x 
’Twixt the n:ind’s flares than once ’twixt Europe's 
Who bound all princes, yet left none tnfree. 
Not Lich loofe treaties pleafe th’ ailsbuckling god,: 


~Pondnal he yokes tun’d founds to. mieaning’s nod 


Pardons no void vain voluble harangue," - ~ 
And hates to hear the unaiming bowftring twang 

Say, female thades of love, who haunt the (tage, 
What fiend, clofe-treading, tags defire with rages 
If in your hotpitable bofoms bred, a Mi 
‘Th unreliing fury thrives, by beauty fed, ~ 


| Tell the dire name-.-But if you fileut feel 


‘Th’ impreffive tooth, and no gnaw'd theught re. _ 
pee Realyn ty ene [bice, 
Speak, tell-tale mufe. Thou fhar'ft th’ envenom’d& 
For jealoufy ne’er fleeps when poets write. , : 
The Janus jealoufy two faces wears, ..,. 
Each diff‘sing, apt as form'd by dif’ront carea; 
While infaut-wing'd the callow harpy lies, ot 
Too dim for daylight, too unfledg'g tp rife 
"Tis doubt-mix'd anger, Qruggling to confide, 
Floating haif-funk on pity’s pleadigg tide: 
Here hope-fed foftnefs foothes the affiant heart, 
‘There rage vindiétive bids the fpirit fmart : 
’Twiat the two wav’ring {cales, by turns depreft. 
The eye's thors wand’rings mark the+mind din 
“+ ftreft; ~~ > Aen ce 
Languidly ftrung, flow-nery'd, half-finewy ftrain, 
Paints an unfettleu, half-determin’d pain : 2 
Whence rous’d refentment, catching hafty flagey 
Cool’d by met pity, bluihes into fhame::. _ 
But does weigh'd proof confirm th’ ideal wrong,, 
Then the eye lightens, and the brace binds trongy- 
Not vengeance burns more turbulently Qern,._ 
Though (through it) pain’d affeion fighs concern, 
Thus has the mufe, in paffion’s changeful drefs,. 
Led ent’ring art through nature’s dark recefg; + 


ieee 


| Fair to her eye one fource of action shown, 


Whence every branch’d. meander flows her uwn.: 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


Brief let precifion’s feale contradt. the view 3. 
Then grafp it mem’ry, and remit the clues 
Previous to art’s firft a& (till then all vain) 
Print the ideal pathos on the brain, 
Feél the thought’s image on the eyeball roll; 
Behind that window fits th’ attentive foul : 
‘Wing’d at her beck th’ obedient mufcles Ay, 
Bent or relaxing to the varied eye: i 
Prefe'd, moderate, Jeniént, votce’s organ'd found: 
To each felt impulfe tones the tuneful round : 
Form'd to the nerves, conturring mein partakes, 
So the mov'd actor moves, and paflion fhakes.” 


THE DEDICATION OF THE BEECH-TREE, 


Occafianed by the late Difcovery of anaking Oit 
Srom the Fruit of that. Trees - 


Hyax in thy ftarry orb, : ee 
Great ruling plenet of our brighten’d fphere, 
The mufe invokes thee, and demands thy ear! 
Her Harley's ear! O yet confefs the name! 
Thy tiles borrow luftre from chy fame, 
Fearlefs to fall, my rein-loos’d fancy foars 
High as thy deeds, nor common aid’implores. 
Let con{cious fawners blow their fmoky fire, 
And vainly bid th’ unlilt’ning gods infpire, ” 
My mute, difdainful of their fullied wings, 
Views the valt height, and dauntlefs upward 
fprings, : “ earn: 
Infpir'd hike angels by the wrrth the fings.. . 
Yet, Oh! miltake not my alpiring lays; 
‘They would but fpeak my duty, not your praife ; - 
* Praifes like yours, who lives and does not know; 
‘The pooreft debtors count the fums they: owe j:<- - 
But 1, impatient of the growing fcore, 
Would pay you fomething ere | owe you. more. 
Accept, great guider of the ftormy ftate, 
An off’ring worthy of thie brave and great 3- 
Accept what heav’n, propitious for your fake, 
Smits on this: peace-blefs’d land, and bids her 
take: ‘ + 
" ‘This art df old had been fome altars due, 
Now, fir'd with purer zeal, fhe kneels to you, 
That awful pow’r who guards our Anna’s throne, 
And to that Anna made your virtues known, 
To place fuch worth above all with’d controul, 
Blefs'd the long labours of your peaceful foul. 
But one thing wanted,—fam’d Minerva’s treey: 
The gift of peace from gads to men like thee ;; 
‘That oleous plant, the pride of funnier climes,” 
Chief in the poets fongs of ancient times; 
‘Too long profan’d for thy chafle brow to wear, 
Ficd the ‘cool influence of the northern bear. 
Heaven's voice was heard, deficient natare groan’d, 
Felt his new will, and the correction own’d, 
‘The humbleft foreft of our favour'd land 
Grew proud beneath this bounty of his Hand; 
Confels’d the fecret he vouchf{af’d to teach, 
Difdain’d the olive, and enthron’d the beech. 
Hail, happy tree! wou’d after-ages know, 
‘To whom their fone thy oily harvefts owe, 
Oxford's lov'd name, deep on thy bofom grave, 
Who from his country did hie country fave ; 
‘Who gave our harafs'd land its long-with’d reft, 
And fore’d unwilling nations to be blet 5 
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Whole known efteom-of atts gave. birth to-thee,. 
“Omen of greater, which e’er long shall be. : 
Thy pious hand, which made war's thunder 
_ eeale, ‘ 
Shall cultivate the nobler arts of peace; <. 
Till murm’ring faSion owns, with thanklefs joy, 
*Tis far more gréat, to build than to deitroy, 
Nor fhall thy rifng country’s fons alone, 
Thy wifer care of their loft int'reft.own, | 
The boundlefs bleffings of thy lib'ral hand, 
Shall fhed their influence on our fruitful land: 
The long-mourn’d abfence of th’ infpiring plant, 
Whofe pow'rful juice ungrinds the edge of want, * 
Whofe fov'reign drength makes glad the lab'rera 
~~ soil, é 
Shall now no more reproach our injur’d foil, 
Our teeming glebe, if f a right divine, 
E’er long thail {well with floods of gen’rous wine, 
France fhall no more her courted vineyards boait; 
But look with envy on our northern coaft, - 
Which now enrich’d, with matchlelsoil.and cord, © 
UWhequal’d vintages fhall foor adorn. : 
Nor this alone! on, on, prophetic fire ! 
Though boundlefs is the flight, difdain to tires. ~ 
, Unwearied all his glorious aims purfue, 


J Till fick'ning envy dies to fhun the view, 


|. __ Fir’d with the fure prefage, methinks [ fee” 
The ftruggling catt refign her morian tree; 
: The roughefb Dryade of our oaken ifle, ° Z 
Charm’d with the gentle ftranger, learn to {miles 
The dancing boughs their breezy homage pay, 
The oak nods weicome, and the becch gives way. 
And now, glad fpring, by rifing warmth renew'd, 
The various infe@ fecks its leafy food, | 
Spins out its Jittle life’s induftrious thread, 
In grateful toil, to find its feeder’s bread. 
Dies arich recompenfe of female care, 
And leaves its filkken treafures to the fair s- 
The fair, long mindful, whence th’ advantage 
came, B 
Shall teach their fons. to fpeak, by lifping Har- 
ley’s name. [join’d, 
From views, like thine, with thy vai knowledge, 
What bieflings may not happy Britain find?. , 
Fierce emulation fhall new pow’rs impart, 
Till ev'ry with grows poffible to art ; xe 
Rivers hall roll, where now huge mountains grow, 
And tides, few channel’d, wonder how. they flow. 
For thee, proud ‘Thametahjs wealthy arms fhall 
: fprcad, : a; “2 
And take the {wift Sabrina to his bed. 
 Enamour’d Trent fhall love-fick-Avon meet, 
And diftaut feas in mix’d alliance meet, 
Dear, to thy care, ev'n th’ unhoping Scot 
Shall blefs the union, and hold faft the knots. 


4 Britain no Jonger ‘thal! explore from far, 


The coftly magazines of naval war; 
High on the mountains of her northern fhore, 
The gummy pine thai thed her pitchy ftore ; ° 
Yall firs, which ofelefe, have long agés grown, 
Shall fright the feas, and vifit worlds unknown ; 
Till the check’d fans of Norway’s timber‘d ftatc, 
Learn love by force, while we difarm their hate. | 
And here rejoite, ye Caledonian fhores, 

deplores; 

ry 


‘THE WORKS: ‘OR HILGE 


Shortly, rats Neate Thatt ptow ’ ‘your ftormy feas, 


‘And wealth's warm breach your icy Porta. un~ 


freeze! - 
The Belgic {poiler thall no more purfue [raps 
Thofe finny thoals which court your guides and 
Suginion’d te greatnels, worthy of your fame,” 
Nor ill- -fupported in the gen‘rousaim, , © * 
Approaching time fhall fee you, juftly brave, 
Affert the right which God and nature gave. 


‘Then fhall that fire which naw your bofom fills, : 





With virtues afélefs on your barren hills 
New-nerve the grafp of applicatton’s hand, . 
And roufe the latent glories of your land. 

‘Wide lies tra@ beneath the funny fine, 
“Where rays ditect with burning luftre thine; 
‘Where ribg of filver bind the fea-wath’d plains, 
And virgin weaith unmix'd with av’rice, reigns, 
‘This the provid Spaniard never yet paffefy'd,. 
So-much has heav’n the happy natives blefs' 'd; 
Referv'd for Britifh cule their ifthmus free, *> 
Divides the northern from the fouthern fea: 

Nor chis, the haplefs tra@, the direful fpot, 
Dear to the brave, the unpermitted Scot.» “+ 
North of that fad, that ill-remember’d hore, + 


, &# happier work does happier hands implore: 


Here thall the fons of out advent'rous land, 
Throughiunborn ages ftretch decreed command 
Here fhall they draw both oceans to'their fway;' 


And through repugnant mountains cut their way ¢ 
"Tig done! methinks I hear their cannons roar,’ | 


Hoftile repiners fhuty thé‘envied thore; ” 
And round vatt capes'a tedidus courfe purfue 
While we, and only we, poffefs the new. 


Hence fhall the fhortei’d ditance guardour health, 


Secure our traffic’and increafe our wealth: + > 


‘The weftern bullion to'our merchants fold, fas 


Shall fend us weight for wéight in eaftern gold” 
Nor then flat] Afin's srontatic tore‘ - 
Pile the‘progd niarkets ofa neighb’ring fhore ; 
All thal! be ours, and while we all maintain,’ - 
Ne bloody war fhall the chafte vid ry ftain.+ 
- blind profaners of obtruded blifs ! 
‘Who-wanting' foul fo fitham depth like this, 
Inflead oF owhing debts, you canhat pay, ° ~ 
Strike at the {ejendly hand which points the way. 
Forgive, thou great infpirer” of my fong, 3 
¥f ending here, thy wider views'l wrong 5 


If atte more “with'd, or: worlds befo ake there 


ws were, oe 


my, ne bias ultra bad pot relled theres ‘ 
r HOR. LIB. 1. ODE ve 
~ Quis mult gracii . 


‘ Coot ‘within the grotto toying, 


© Soft'on {catte#’d roles laid, 
What young bud art thou meee 
"Why Yolday thofé thatrins difplay'd 2 


7 Prinoly plain i in fubtle fweeenefs, ° 


What fond heart is héré befet ? 
Why, with negligent conrplerenefiy 

\ Lovfely ‘curls that: treffy nde: 
Boon'by fufferings taught to know thee, 
® O4?ye changeful godé t he criea +> 





| Spread‘o’er his virtues his few errors live : 
| Till reafoning brute’, whofe fpeck of foul | weante 


To lodge the joa conception of his doom, 4 





Too, too light, thy Talfchaods thow 1 thes 
Late the fond believer's wife : 





4 Then with foolith wonder farting, 


He compares£hy funthine paft, 
With chofe ftorms of fpleea’s preparing, | 
" Which thy prefént looks o’ rercak |” 


Silly trufter! vain fuppofer! 
In his am’rous empty mind, | 
Soft he forms thee joy’s difpofer : : 
Eyer grateful, huth'd ed kind,” 


But alas! and fhame upon thee ! 
Little dreams he what a ky, 

Heaping clouds in whirlwinds on thee, ° 
Sogn fall dim thy fature eye, ie 


Pity, gods! thofe faithful creatures, 
Yet unbroke to woman’s arts: 
Fondly trufting lovely features, 
And for fmiles exchanging hearts. 


As for me, by heaven befriended, 
Long ago | "fcap’d the form 
Safe with all my fails extended, 
Flying from that fraudful form : 
Broad niy pictur’d flory flaming, 
Now fhali love's gay temple grace; 
From fome pillar’s height prockaiming. 
- Warnings, to the rifing races - 


VERSES _ 
‘ ud TRE DEATH OF MA, DENNIS. 
Anieu! “Qnfocial excellence ! at lat 


‘Thy foes are vanquith’ ‘dy and thy fears are patie . 
Want, the grim recompence of truth liké thine,’ 


{ Shall now no fonger dim thy deflin’d ftting. 


‘th’ impatient envy, the difdainful air! 


-| The front malignant, and the captious flare! 
. The furious petilence, the jealous ftart, ©: 
-| TRe mift of frailties that obfcur’d thy heart, 


Veil’d in thy grave fhalt unremember'd lie, 

For thefe-were parts of Dennis; born'to die}, “ 

* But, there’s a nobler Seity behind, 7 

His reafon dies not—and has friends to find? 

Though here, Fevenge and P ide withheld his 
praife, SY Edayad. 

No wrongs fhall reach him throngh his futurg 

The rifing'ages fhall redeem his name; ~ 





‘And nations read ‘him into lafting fame! |. 


Iu his defedts untaught? his labour'd Page, E 
Shall the flow gratitude of time enga 
Perhaps fome ftory of his pitied woe 
Mix'd-in faint thades may with his memory By 
To touch futurity with gen’rous fhame, 

And backward caft‘an unavailing blame, ' 

On times toe coki'to tafte his ftrength of art ¢ 





| Yet warm contemners of tow-weak a heart! * 


Rett in thy duft, contented with thy lot, 


-| Thy good remember'd, and thy bad forgot ¢ 


*Tis more than Crefar and his world cou'd giv 4 


- room," bind 





MISCELLANEOUS POF MS Weg 

Bare with lewd licenfe noife his queftion’d fame, ; . Rous’d at her'namé; Fetading from het eyes, 
Asid blot the facred rev'rence of his name, The gazing god rofe flow in foft furprife 

: - Fair miracle! (he faid)—and paus’d a while: 
Then thus—fweet glory of your cnvy'd ifle | 
Charm'd and oblig’d tet we ungrarefu! feem, 
Bear hence at leaft one mark of our efteem, F 
One of my three great claims your with may fit; 
Whofe voice is mulic, and whofe thoughts are wits . 
Phyfic alone remains to grant you here 
A kkill ! your godlike pity will endear. 7 » Leure,, 
Form d to give wounds, which muf f cafe pro= 
Atone your influ’ace by Rew arts to cure, 
Beauty's chiet fue, a fear'd and fierce difeafel .” 
Bows at my beck, and knows its god's decrees, 7 
Breath‘d in this kifs, take power to tame its rage, 
Apd from its rancour free the refeued ages 
High 0 er each fex in double empire fic 
Protecting beauty, aad inipiring wit, 


TO CLELIA, IN ‘tH CouNTRY, ' 
ON Tuk PULLING DOWN sr. MARTIN'S CHU CHy 


Wane from the noify crowd you lean retir'd, 
Jn-filent fhades by love of thought infpir’d, 
1, ver'd by variotls cates, to bufinets chain'd, © * 
Mourn’d your loft converfe, and in towii remain’de 
Dark as the midnight world, your funthine gone, 
Guidelefs in fallen gleom, { wander'd on . 
Paffion’s wild influence ebb'd and flow'd my mind, 
As feas drive diffrent with the changing wind :: 
But to what point foe'er my will was bound,..“ 
In vain Fturn’d th’ unrefting compafs round : 
Doubrful a while th’ wav'ring needle bung, 
Then, treasbling, backward to your image {prung, 
Penfive | view'd a facred pile of late, - 
Which falls, like man, to rife in nobler flate ; 
The doors thrown wide, it feem’d univeil’d to lie, 
And reverend ruip ftruck my flartled eye; - 
Ent'ring amidtt the buy hammet’s found, 
{| I faw time’s dutty rtophies featyer’d round ; 
Each vivlated pillar food buedew'd; -* an 
And wept in folemn gtief a fate fo rude. 
From toinbs, by force disjoin'd, reluctant ftones 
Roll'd, mix dwithclouds of duft, and hunian bones ; 
From faithlels walis defac’d infcriptions fled, 
And to long night confign’d the namelefs dead : 
The pew’s pale {quares, in-their whole lengthen’g 
‘ row, fh owe : 
Gave way, and open'd a Tdecene below ! 
Beauty, youth, wealth, and power, reduc’d to clay, 
Larded with bones, yet moift, witheleer'd lays. 
Remnants of eyelefs fkulls, with hollow flare, 
Mock’d. the proud fooks which living charmera 
‘Wear: 
Coffins rofe broke, unfaithful to their truft,. - 
And flefh flew round me in unjointed duft.. . 
Scarce a fhort fpan beneath thae openiog floor, 
Wheie kneeling charmers pray'd the week before; 
Where forms like yours rejoic’d th’ admiriag eye, 
Forms once like yours, in naked atoms lie, 
Q fate of failing life!-O flatt’ring dreamt | he 
What wint’ry funthine is thy thadowy gleam ! 
‘Thus while | mus‘d, thy foul approach’d my cars 
Thy foft-wing'd (oul, that always hovers near, * 
Sec’ thou, it figh’d—how thefe fad relics lis; 
“Arté doQ tho fear that Clelig thus can die j* 
¥ yay 












WRIT ON A WINDQW} 
Yn the Highlands of Scitland, 


Seortann! thy weather's like a modith wife! 
Why winds and raing forever are at ftrife ;, 

So termagant a-while her thunder tries, 

And, when the can no longer fcold—the cries. 


VERSES 


Made for Mr. Savage 5 and fort. tp my Lady Mac- 
; «\ slesfield, bis Mother. 


Horetess, abandon’d; aimlefs, and opptefs’d, 
Loft to delight, and every way diftrefvd : 
Crofs his cold ed, in wild diforder thrown; 
us figh'd Alexis, (riendlefs, acd alone, 
Why do I breath? what joy can being give, 
‘When the who gave me life forgets I live! 
Feels not thefe wint'ry blifts—nor heeds my {mart; 
But thuts ine ‘from the Welter of her heart [eae 
‘aw mc. expos'd to want! to fhame! to {corn 
‘To jils ~-which make it mifery to be born! 
Caft me, regardlefs, on the world’s bleak wild, 
And bad me be a wretch while yet a child! 
“Where can he hope for pity, peace or reft, 
‘Who moves no foftnefs—in a mother’s breaft? 
Culm, law, reafon, all! my caule forfake ; 
And nature fleeps, to keep my woes awake! 
Crintes, which the cruel feirce believe can be; 
‘The kind are guilty.of, to ruin me! ; 
Even fhe who bore me blafts me with Yer hate 
And, meant my fortune, makes Kerfelf my fate! 
Yet has this fweer negledter of my woes + ~ 
‘The foftett, tend’reit breaft, thar pity knows 
er eyes thed ‘mercy wherefo’er they thine, 
And her foul meles at every woe—but mine, 

' Sure, ther, fome fectee fate fot guilt anwill’dy 
Some fentente pre. ordain'd to be fulfill'd, 
Plung'd me thus deep in forrow’s fearching flood, 
And wath'd me from the mem'ry of her blood. 

But, oh! whatever canfe has mov’d her hate, 
Let ma but figh in filence at my fate ; 2 
The God within, perhaps, may touch her breaft ; 
- And when the pities, who can be diitrefvd ? 





ON LADY MaKY wodTtur MONTAGUE’S BRING: 
ING Wi1Hi HER, OUT oF TURKEY, THE ART OF 
INOCULATING THE SMALL-pox, a 

Wuan Greece reviving into fhort delight; 

Kelt pride and comfort at our mufe’s fight, 

‘The rived nine no fooner faw her face, ., 

Buc ev'n their envy gave their wonder plac: 

Chérm'd into love of what.cclips‘d their fame; 

# They wak'd Apoilo with her powerful name, : 
See, god of Grecian wit! Urania cries, ~~ 

How fweet a.mufe the wetter: world Supplies 5°. 

Say, thould the afk fome. favour fron your throne, 

ge pWhar could you bid her take, that’s rot her own? 

Sparkling in charms, the heavenly ftranger view, 

So grac'd, the fcarce can owe a beam to you. 

Beaury with love her power to your's prefers; - 

And wit and Jearning aro-alseady bee's 


ae DHE WORKS -O8; HULL: 


No—dhe’s all-mind and her.immortal name, Balanc’d within, you leok abroad fereme,;. 

* Bluding death’s thert reach fhall tread onfame. -] And marking both. extremes pafs clear between, 
Tongues yet uathought of, Clelia fhall adorn, Oh, could your lov'd example teach your. sili { 
And charm adoring natjons--.yet unborn, And as it move my wonder, merd my will ||: 
Heroes, at whofe refolves the world. will hhake, Calm would“tny paflions grow, my lot might 
Shall treat thy fex with reverence for thy fake 5 pleafe, 32 ae ms 
And each fair tyrant-who would emprefs be, And my fick foul shoufd think itfelf to eafey 
Form put one wifh--to think and look file thee. | But to the future while | ftrain my eye, ~ 

- Each prefent good flips undiftinguih'a by. 

Still what 1 would, contends with what [ ¢ang 

And my wild withes lep the bounds of man. 

if in my power it lies to limit hope, 

And my unchain’d defires can fix a feope; [poor, 

‘This were my choice-—ch !- friend, pronounce me 

For | have wants which-wealth ean fever cure. 

Mean is that fou! which its own good can filly. 

A profp'rous world alone could feaft my will. 5 

He’s poor at beft who others mifery fees, * 

And wants the with’d-for power to. give it cafes. 

He's rich who fole fupreme and uncepfin’d, : 

Can with unbounded influence blefs mankind, 

A glory this, unreach’d !..-but on a throne! 

All were enough---but lefs than all is none, 

os i : i. | This my fir with—-but fince ’twere wild and 

J, ANSWER TO,A,SCURRILOVS OBSCENE POFM | | To prafp at glitt’ring clouds with fruitlefs pai 
Intitulad, dn Epifile, from Mes. Robinfon.to Sensfine. | More fafely low let my next profpedt bes, - 

: ence Ltare eves aw | And life’s mild evening this fair fun-fet fee. 

Sere aired arith Bludice, what to'fay' | Far froni a lord's toath'd neighbourhood. fate, 
The modelt mutes, wounded by thy fitain, “= Whofe little greatnefs is a pride (hate! " [placta, 
For me, and for themfe]ves, do thus complain, oe fomé fous ha ert fron Agus Re. 

© thou, our country’s folly and expence t eunle a nd y fe th ane) an tA tho id ae 
Dull foc to tragedy and godlike fenfe ; $ marta od Sti © ith, rah hdc d by ee: 
Too long, mean mercenary fhade, too long, : acc, ore ted ORs, ANE eee tf a 

~ Hias’t thou thefe'ifles enchanted with thy:fong. Cas wroods, meadhs mountains, gardens, Hreamy, 
“Mutfic’s foft god unbinds the charm he rais’d, | F 7 J y sree ER TES NY 
He bleftthy ened; and while he bleft we prais’d: . aise sce ahs change aesietr tar ©, cyes, 

* By thee polluted, he difclaims his choice, | Still's here I mavidi new tae oe eth 
‘Aud will no longer warble in thy voice. ‘| oe eae ‘the mountain tops,.and paint the 

is trembling notes where melting foftnefa hung, ! - ee ies ih 
Auk ieee pots will feck a batter tongué. ee Gres tly obfeure, and fhunning COUTTS, OF AAMAE so. 
‘No more the lover fhall thy fong repzat, Widely befriended; but cfcaping fame. . 

.No more the fair one figh-—'tis wond’rous fweet ! Peaceful ftudions quict would I live; 

Oh, guilty ‘Senefinot thou no more Z ' Lie hid for leifure, and grow sich to give, 


Shalt bravo! bravo! hear---or loud entore., } TO-THE EDITOR OF CLARISSA, * 
"The loofe ahd dali shall all thy audience be; 4 painters to . seas 
3 = ‘ poets owe their nobleft praifé;. 
aie chats and sry thal ea ‘| Mate are theit tints, till voie'd by'living lays: 
“All unattended {hall thy awkward form, i] Paffive the femblant forme but feem to breathe 5 


"To fad uncrowded icenes, or whine, or ftorm. Delufive furface holds no depth 
pth beneath. 
‘Thy wretched ha! ‘hall unapplauded grow, Far other Jines Clariffa’s painter drew 5 


Abid ill-plat’d bays fall with'ring from thy brow. |p, force hia penfive colours knew : 
Know, Songfter, Julius, God-like chief, difdains ” Leaps siete oa glow; 
‘Thy thrill, unnatural, ungraccful ftrains ¢ | Turgid with {peaking tife, and thinking woe, 

“AWith rage redoubled, Pompty’s ghott muft burs, | 14:4 'the foul’s pencil, whofe warm ftrokes impart” 

=F find fuch tears profane his facred urn. ') Mind to the form, gad paflion to the heart. 

. Remember, echa, foon thou'le know the time, || 4 dete, gate creator, calm he lies; se 
Srrip'd of thy robes, thy, legions, and thy rhyme; +} “ang (ces the worlds he calls for round him rife 
‘Thou poor machine ‘of mean delufive found, ~ Ob, might he live till his Clariffa‘adeath 

“When I fhall fee thy temples all unbound, But life immortal {uits not mortal breath. 

_And thofe who heroes att, like heroes cros Let.him but Jive-till all who read are taught, 

Thou to thy famith d traly thalt go, What aided influence beauty draws from: thought. 

'- And rival Fauflus in the fades below. . Then would his length’ning years all bounds de§y, 

i And nature and her friend together die. 
’ ‘THE CHOICE, TO A FRIEND. 4. So would he charm whole time_-yet-vaialy too, 
©w greatly blefs’d ! who can, as fate requires, a}-Reach every sonfcious heart—-to change~-how 
” By'dudtile wifdom temper your defisce} a: fom... ~ 2 






















_ ANSWER. TO THE RESOLVE. 


WitsT empty coxcombs blaft'a woman's fame,” 
.- In ev'ry. ftate and ev'ry age the fame + ° 

‘With their own folly pleas'd, each fair they toaft, 
‘And where they leat: are“ happy, {wear they’re 
oO mots : 
No diffrence marking ’twixt the gay and lewd, 
But dreaming all who fly would be purfued: > 
‘While thus they vainly-think, and vainly live, ~~ 
Loft to that, reverence love's foft leffons give; 
Jet this great maxim ‘be my paflion’s guide; 
Jay Lne'er hope where Lam ne’er deny'dy: - } 
Nor, gain a. waman wilhag 9 be sxy'dh. 











































MISCELLANEOUV® POEMS. as 5 4 
Let him not hope-tde tiuch<-chor heaven tier he, 
“Set leuman minds rom human frailties frees” 
Though cach cansown where all the reft are hit, 
And every flaw, remote from felf, admits : 
Though marks external catch the Vifual ray, 
AD in-thut objedts thun the fearch of day. § . J i. 
Rach siglieh likenefs for another fhown, ~ Heaven for love and pity made her, 
Strikes all; but tiowe find éyes to note their own. | And with angel's graces ftor’d, 
Yet his-.-whate'or Gage, prefs, or pulpit can? | Mark her forchead’s awful rifing, 
{Whate'er the heart’stouch’d feolings lend to maa:.| | See her foulefabduing eyss, -* 
All that from all is learn’d, one genius givee, - } Every look and air furptifing; 
And in colledtive right of virtue lives. . tly’, Y " “Madett, lively, foft, and wife, 
: Whence was his more than magic power fup- : i 
$o fkill'd‘to Mtare life’s game on every fide ? Bere bd Yous son tee her : 
‘Where could his fine th’ unmeafur'd vattnefs-find, Mot iia bald Hi Fearne > 
To fathom all the depths of all mankind ? Pekcrnert Jeatons of hers 
’s never feen but you are ty, 


ea heap ese, 

_ SENT TOA LADY. | 

WITH & POCKET EGORING-GLASES: 
Srx, my foul’s ferene invader, 
See the face | firtt ador'd; - 



































Piercing as light from heaven, to earth be fo,” , 
And every ftain and every beauty thows, oe 4 : 
The three great powers that fhake the human , TO DAVID. MALLET, ESQ. 
be heart, re } sifaken fuppofition that 1 had forges hime 
Are mufic, cloquence, and painttve art u 


Pidure and eloquence already charm, ; Wrr like yours.--aad yet forgat ? 
fn every tearful page divinely warm. ° _ | Dreamy doubt ? believe it note; 
‘Oh, let tun’d numbers fill thy itluttriotfs tine!” Faith in filence loves to dwell, 










In Lime new work let added mufic thine; *|-Fill'd with fenfe i fhuns to.celf, 

Let his next wreath the poet‘s ivy claim, {| Shoaly waters loud dath 3 
And hit‘own verfe immortalize his name, «| Diftant light’nings longett fladt 
Verte fo infpir’d, infpiring, and combin'd, | Spare pretence’s empey drsinp, 


‘Would pour th’ enrapt'ring virtues o'er the mind; ‘| Deepelt joys are oft’neft dumb z" 
Ropfe from, their roote in earth, hearts hard as" Bodies part---but motual mind 

ee Stretch’d immenfe, contiguous join'd: 
‘A re the trees and beafts to fect} «| Ever tangent, always feop, a 

2 Te ese" Souls embrace, with worlds between, 
* ro tHE i} Pride, indeed, avows it Gt,” 


spwo GENEROUS MAS THRS ST. QUINTIN, Men forgotten should forger : 


; Reafon more to juitice owes; 
. On their tender AffeBtion to each other, in their Pr Reafon loves->-becaufe it knows 
"through, and Recovery from the Small. Pop's: 


Debt can tic’er for traffic fkay 5 * 
x Sn aor ie ‘| Unreceiving ii : 
Bexes are noedlefs aids in layc's,pure claim, Tafte of ot] fatal trout Rows 
“Since fouls (uot bodies) light qur focial lame. ‘Lend .a weight ¢o aid bur’ ow 
“Lamps of imprifon’d life mifplac’d we thine, Dace hatter cihe balance fail, 
Leap lean, ont Jengibeping. paints-ANd NB 4 | “Poly ia felf to tir the feale. "~ 
: join, Se ye 26. | 
80 long’d your brother minds to mix dinbrace, 
As light meets light, and {pace is loft in fpace. , 
Death, with fufpended hand, beheld your Rtrife, 
Calb'd off difeate’s rage, and fet free life, sy? 
“Ahy should they die, the ghaftly paufer cry“d, 
{Whom names but feparate, and but forms divide? 
See with what fpring th elattic ftrugglers lew; 
Clung to their fate, and to-death’s horrors grew! ' 
In vain eruptive firea their faces.fercen ; 
Fever’s hot anguith vainly burnt between 
“Wolves that behind fome thicket feent their pr 
Not with more fierce Selight o'er thorns eae: 








', THE ACTOR'S RPITOME. 


;| I comprehenfion beft can pow'r exprefay' 

| And that's Mill greateft which contains the lefs; 

:| No rank’s high elaim can make the player's fmail, 
Sinee aGting each hé comprehends them all” 
Off, to due diftance, half the ftalking train?” 

Blots of a title your low taftes prophane: {© 

No dull cold mouther hares the aGtor’s ‘ 

'| Rightly to feem i tranfiently to be. : 

Arduous the tafk, and afks a climbing brain ; 

i) A head for judgment, and a heart for pain = 

| B’er.fenfe imprefe’'d reflects adopted forms, 

)) & changeful nature thakes with borrow’d formes: 

Then ftrong-mark’d paflons figns external bear, *' 

And. ftamp affum’d distinétions on the player; 

- Joy, grief, fear, anger, pity, {¢orn, and hate, -* 

Wonder, fhame, jealoufy, and love’s foft weight. 
Thefe, when he paints, did he but firh conceive, 

tar ee ite : Each on-his fancy would its image leave 52'-4.7 

iPwas not death’s drift ta fbrike for-—added blifs, .| Thence ductile fibres eatch the expreflive {pring, 

. do-neat world angeles Yeu'se butsnsn io this. ~f And ghe-cges daze it, and the accents 53 " 

: SOS yi 











Lon Sway, : oa. = 
“Than, lur’d by! danger, one with rapture fought 
Th’ infedtious grafp that hie beft half had caught. 
There fmil'd ticie twifted fouls, farewell all fear ; 
‘We rife together toa heaven not heres... ~~ 
No-—-let ’em ftay, to earth’s dim-duft confin'd, 
Weols'd in their-deuded way J’ward. realms of 





ue 4 PHEWORES OF NIL: 


You whe weuld joy*s triumphant pride exprefe, 
“: What moft you with, imagine you poffefa, z 
Strait flames th’ idea to the kindling eye, ° 
And every nerve in concord braces high : 
reading on air, each joint a foul dilplays; °° 
. The looks ali lighten---and the limbe all blaze. 
But you who a& unhoping grief’s diftrefs, 
‘Touch fancy with fome home-felt wretchednefs, 
‘Then flack’ning nerves the loofe imprefiion take ; 
Each fad look fickene: the fhock’d Spitite break ; 
Dim falls the faded eye ;—-the fteps drag flow,, 
And ev'ty heedlefs gefture heaves with woe. : 
Fear is but aGtive grief, avoiding pain, 
‘Yet flies too faintly, and avoids in vain : 
While ftagnate {pirite, thick’ning as they fpread, 
Q’er the cold heart, crawls flow, the living lead. 
‘What though the eye’s prompt ray keen light’ning 





Joos’ning fibres lame the heatt, 

, Anger is pride provok’d beyond controul, 
‘When fome felt infult fires the fmarting foul : 
‘Then the will’s warmth, repelling fancy’d thame, 
Strings the nerves hard, and bids the eye-balls 

flame; 

‘Then marks of menace, air, and face deform ; 
And fhort thick breathings paint the infelt form, 
Pity is a¢tive fenfe of alien grief; ae 

‘Think fome dear dying (uff’rer begs relief ¢ 
Aidful idea fprings to fuccour woe, : 
And ev'ry quivering finew learns go glow, * 
‘While mild as fighing faints, the fadd'ning face 
Clouds into anguith with relenting grace. 
Scorn is cold anger, carelefs and at eafe, 
Calm fenfe of wrongs too harmlefs te difpleafe; 
Bold in undoubted fafety, twould difclaim, 
Defiance-—and with proud remiffnefs flame, > 
‘Now fmiles, now frowns,—yet both with eye 
.. Serene; 
And lets the nerves play loofe with painlefs fpleen. 
~ Hatred is fullen fury long retain’d} oY 
>Tis willing mifchief warily reftrain’d : . 
‘Thig to paint flrong the back-brac’d nesiyea fhoukd 
ee. Seas Sees fe oot 
In fetter'd ftrain, and heave‘in curv’d recoil ; 
‘While, with impatient frown, th’ averted cye 
Shuns the loath’d obje it difdains too nigh. 
~Painsfecking jealoufy feels doubtful rage, 
Which truftful pity fraggles to affuage ; : 
‘Thence frets uncertain pain, vith penfive glow, 
And look-and action thare divided woe. 

Sad in the face the heart's felt foftnefs reigns, 
While each tugg’d finew angry vengeance ftraine:” 
‘onder is eurious fear—Suppofe by night, 
Some pale met fpedtre crofe’d thie moon’s dim 

light. : 
Sudden the back’ning' blood, retreating fwift, ©». 
Swelle the prefs’d heart :~-each fibre fails to lift; 
Loft in thort paufe arrefted motion lies, 

And fenfe climbs doubtful to the ftraining eyes. - 
Love is at once intenfe and flack defire; 
‘There hope inflames, while reverence cools the fire, 

Fear of repulle, bold fenfe of joy withdraws; 
Sighs in cach accent ; every niovement awes. ~ 
Soft, earneft looks bluth v’er th’ inclining face, 


Asdincwy tantport borrows ade frum grace, . 





“} Be thy name 













-Form thy own power, 


THE LORD’S PRAYER IN VERSE. 


Atmicury Father! of high heaven poffefi’d,s, 
Holy, and thy power confets'd, 
Teach us, on earth, to know and do thy will = 

As heaven's bright train thy §reat commands fulfil, 
Gracious our daily bread of life bettow ; 

And fhow us mercy, as we mercy fhow: - 

Guard us from ftrong temptation’s powerful cally: 
Mor, when we mect with evil, Jet us fall. 


AN ADDRESS 
FROM THE STATUES AT STOWE; 
Lo Lerd. Gebbam, on his return to bis Garden: 
From every mufe and every art thy own; 
‘Thy bowers our theatres, thy mind our throne t 
Hail to thy virtues, manumiz’d from ftate ; 
Hail to thy leifure, to be wifely great," 
Fetter’d by duties, and to forms enflav’d; 
How timely has thy life a remnant fav'd ! 
To tafte that freedom which thy {word maintain'’ds 
And lead, in Jetter'd eafe, a life unpain'd : 
So Scipio, Carthage fall’n, refign’d his plume,’ 
Aud fmil'd at the forgetfulnels of Rome. + 
, Or greatly blefs'd! whole evening f{weetliel 
fhines, P 
And in unclouded flownefs calm declines a. 
Now free reflection, with reverted eye, 
Wan’d from hot noon-tide, and a troubled tky, 
Divides life well—the largeft part long knw wn 
Thy country’s claim—the lait and beft thy own, 
Go, like the mafters of the world, go thine; © 
Be Charles’ life, and Dioclefian’s thine: : 
dependent peace create, 
And fhade diftindtion from the ftorms of flate: . 
With pray’rs and praife, thy tail (like heaven's} 
be paid, made. 
And guard the growing world thy hands havé 
There, while detach’d, thy felf-fupported fouk 
Refumes dominion, and efeapes controul; 
Moves with a grandeur monarehs feek in van, 
Above all forms, all dangers, and al! pain: 2 
‘Fhe mufe fhall find thee in thy bleft'd retreat,’ 
And breathe this honeft with at Cobkiam’s feet 3 


"| Freth as thy lakes, may ali thy pleafares ow, ~ 
4] And breezy, like thy groves, thy paflions blows 


Wide as thy fancy be thy fpreading praife ; 


‘| Aud long and lovely as thy walke—thy days.’ 


TO LADY W—,. 

On fecing ber in the Park, after bet recovery from wt 
e bong Hinds. ace 
Pux'as'p at your with'd return,to cheer the fhade, 

For your long life, a penfive neighbour pray’d;” 

Shock’d and difgufted at the modern fair, 

Vacant of thought and turbulent of air; 

He hail’d your health, reftor’d who live to prove, 

How women once compell’d the wife to love, 

How unafleQed eafe in motion charmet 5 

How knowledge, holds the heart: that’ fweetnef 
: warms! : 

How thinking fpirit quickens every grace, 

‘Fill the ful lightens through the meaning, fase} 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS iF 
Praifing defert, like his, You Harte’ tie'ts6, 
And for your bleffing him my thanks are due. 
Mcan are the minds, who but their own potlefsy * 
"| And reap no joy from other’s happinefs, . 4 
I groan beneath their pains, whom forrow wring, 
And when their hope is rifing, mine has wings, 

O Clio! to deferve fuch praife from thee, ~* 
Points out thy friend, a bofom one for me ; 
My fympathetic foul reveres his name; + 
And my warm heart beats anzious for his fame. . 
Sweet are his thoughts, and folt as evening air 3° 
Joy gilda his fmmiles—his fighs invite defpair: .” 
Strong is his fenfe, and his refle@ion deep, . > 
Wide as his profpects—as his mountains fteep : 
Oh, may he fti)l be bleft with thy efteem! — 
Oh, may thy charms for ever be his theme t 
Vat is my wonder at his fancy’s flight, 
Till { remember whence his ftore was’ drawn; 
Clio, the infpirer Clio! lent him light, 
And fpread foft influence o'er his wid'ning: : 
dawn. . : 
| Warm’d by the enliv’ning luftre of ber beams, . 
His rip'ning reafon burnt with confcious glows 
Blaz'd in the radiant charmer’s ftarry ftreama, 
And fhed diffufive heav’n on all below. . 
Oh! thou foft fun of wit, and love’s gay clint, 
Point but one ray of thy broad thine on me; ° 
Then fhall my kindi’d foul flame out fublime, 
_ And glitter proudly with thy friend and thee. 


Griév'd to obferve what now the fex employs, 
hofe wit is laughter, and whofe converfe noife. 
‘Who loudly ignorant, and coarfely light, . 

, Repel men’s reafon, and offend the'e fight j ° 
Make youth diftafteful, dignity defpis’d, 
Andevery claim of beauty pals unpriz’d: 
Charm’d, he beheld once moge Your air fablime, 
In all but wifdom, fill unchang’d by time. 

, Patterns, like you, may teach the faithlefs eye, 
‘What, in your abfence, wou'd be judg’d a lies” 
Shou’d it be told thefe quenchers of love's fire, 
That woman once was {oft and mov'd defire ; 

By modelt tendernefs compell'd refpedt, s 

And, arm’@ with influ’nce, never fear’d hegle&, 

That friend, and lover both, fhe cou’d impart 

Peace to the mind, and paffion to the heart, 3 

*Twould now be thought « dream—but that in 
= ou 

They fee fuch proof, that they muft own ’tis true. 

Live then a lengthening age of painlefs hours, " 

‘Your (ex's envy~and the wilh of ours. 


; 6 MR. GARRICK, 
"On bis united Ideas of A€or and Writir? 


Form'd for each other’s aid, thefe powers but | 
meet, > 

As nature’s felf hows light combin’d with heat : 

Oh! born to grace their union, let em thare 

Thy thoughts exertion, and reward thy care, 

‘The willing arts bid all their praife be thine, 

For thee, tun’d difcords into mufic joing. -, « 

‘What others, lab’ring hopelefs, hardly gain, -- 

?T was thine at once to ftart for and obtain, 

‘To inftant growth without gradation drawn, - 

High-noon leapt -backward to embrace the dawn ; 

‘Time and experience funk to {peed thy way, 

And genius crafp'd creation in a day, : 
Nor let malignant envy blaft thy claim, 










ON TWO LOVELY AND LOVING SISTERS, 


Waew equal charms, in different colours drefs'd, | e 
Have two fweet filters, rival perfons, Blefs'd: |, 
How kind is heaven, their minds with love te. 


» Mtrike, “ay 
And teach ‘em both to look and think alike. 


* Since wit and virtue triumph in thy fame. TO THE EDITOR OF ALBANIA, - 
Oh! Tet, no rogue of damo'd Iago's ates : &@ POXM, 
‘To wile-try'd torture rack that honeft face : A 5 
. Seem what thou art, brave, faithful, amorous, gay; Adireffed to the Genins of Scotland, and dedicaedta cn 
The nobleft paffions pleafe the nobleft way. pie seed . 
Heat humania’d, head clear, hands elean, foul Known, though unnam’d, fince fhunning vulgar 
great, phrafe, : 


Thy mufe would fhine, and yet conceal her raya$” 
Think thyfelf hid, and hope in vain to be 
Unfeen, kke light, that fhows us all we fee. 
But while thy readers are deny’d thy name,< 
They feel thy genius, and atteft thy flame, 
They pity too, in death, thy notelefa friend, 
Poor by the generous aid thy wealth wow'd lend’ 
Prefac’d by thee, bje feeble lights expires 
Ev'n in producing, thou obfcur'ft his fire, . 
Not but the mufe had warm’d his youthfu Mong! ~ 
Bold were his notes, and his ideas ftrong; 


Sharp fenfe, mild manners, eafe, adorning weight, 
Sun of our ftage thine on: we feel thy light : 
‘Vhy warmth hew fruitful, and thy beam how 
I bright! , 
; Mach guile thou paint’ by borrow'd art is fhown; 


,, But every goodnefs native, and thy own. 


“ON SIR ISAAC NEWTON. 


©’xe nature’s laws God caft the veil of night, 
Ovt-blaz’d a Newton’s foul-cand all was light. 


' 


fo Lio. But where domeftic dearnefs warp’'d his lays, 
. T ru P ; ; a | And partial birth miffed the patriot praife ; 
On ber praifing Mr. Dyer, and footing se fomt $ | Wilt thou not join to blame the bounded zeal, 
bis Verfer. ‘That bids us only for our country fee) ? 


Yes.--thou wilt cenfure this too fcanty care,: 
That huts out pity, and appropriates Prayer: 
Thou wilt enlarge affeétion, tillit fees . 
Beyond itfelf, and pants for public cate. 


Marcuress infpirer of my mufe and me, ~ 
‘Thou heaven of blended fimiles and majefty! 
‘Thon, by whof light all others worth is fhown,y 
‘While thou ara dark as midnight tothy owas 


oy THE WORKS OF HILL 
Stretch liberty to.difengage mankind, __ - «When (ages hence) hig aft Ene's length’net 


And ev’n from nature’s biafs free the mind. , ~_ dies, 
: What though (we know not why) foft inbred | ‘Ana@-his loft duft revedls not where it lies ; 
pride, [guide; | Still thall his living greatnefs. guard his name,. 


‘Makes home feem fweeteft, and can choice mif- | And his works lift him to immortal fame. 
“Till native darknefs erring tafte conftrains, {| Then thall aitonith’d armies, marching high, 
And Lapland defarts rival Perfia’s plains. } O'er caufeway’d mountains that invade the fky, 
Let the foul’s reach.the heart's reftraint reprove, || Climb the rais’d arch, that {weeps its diftant throw, 
“And widen to the world our country’s love. 3] Crofs tumbling ftoods, which roar unheard below, 
Bafe are thefe local limits to men’s hearte, Gaze, from the cliff ‘a cut edge, through midway 
"That canton out humanity in parts. air, 2 . 
Truth ‘has no diftridts to divide her toil ; And, trembling, wonder at their fafety there! 
_ And virtue is at home in every foil. : | Pierce fenny deeps with firm unfinking tread, 
Since; an one common glohe, we seighb'ring | And o'er drain'd defarts wholefome enipire fpread. 
‘} "While charm’d, the foldier ‘dwells on wonders 


dwell, eon : es : 
‘What narrower line fhou'd man from man expel. | pafs’d, ” [latt, 
Some chief, more knowing and more touch’d—at. 


‘Fach born alike, and fons of nature all, 
_ Human can never from care of human fall. Shall, (pointing) to the attentive files, explain, 
How (many a cent’ry fince)—in George’s reign, 


‘But paffion’s rapine, nature’s union breaks, 
Not foil bue int’reft all this difference makes: Wade's working foul, that grac’a his prince’s 
throne, 


* Born brothers, each from each wou'd fomething | 
. ie ot Built thefe vaft monuments-~and fpar’d tis own. 





























draw, Ge hee ere 

ra ravag'd equity is fhrunk tolaw. 

indly forgetful, that the whole is duft, : er es 
Webae te sparta, norfeel ourfelves uninit s VERSES WRITTEN ON WINDOWS, 
Confine tepute to place, and praife or rail,“ | Jn fovsnal Parts of the Ki : 
As felf or Thranger turns'the varied'feale; ‘ f Pat he Laster tn Fournty 1 
"Till fenfe grown harden’d in her partial plea, 
Juftice is crippled into bribery. ~ = : 

“Thou !—ton’ of liberty |—can’ft fun ‘this thelf ; 
Loos'ning reflection, and out-launching felf: 
Canth burt therdhainof cuftom round the heart, 
And from worft flavery—(that of reafon)—ftart. 
‘Thou, on thy country’s hills, can’ft praife beitow, 


Lerrexa from abfent friends extinguith fear, 
Unite divifion, and draw diftance near: 
Their magic force each filent with conveys, 

And wafts embody'd thought a thoufarid ways t 
Could fouls :to bodies write, death’s power were 


: : mean, 
et ftoop not the encomium to her fnow ! zs For minds could thenmeet minds, with heaven be- 
wants confefs'd, but ftrengthen merit’s claim, ‘tevcente. 3 Dat 


And right from wrong diftinguith'd fixes fame, 
‘When rock-fenc’d Scotland boafts her hardy 
gages. 

Or Engiith beauty Glainis-but matclitets race 
‘When France the praife af fprightlicit wits af- 
a. fumes, = : Ay aac 
‘And German plainnefs {preads its’honeft plamies ; 

Concurring plaudits grant unqueftion’d dues, 
‘And truth and reafon fanctify the mute. . 
But fhon’d Teutonic heavinels afpirey 
From French vivacity to ravith firey « 
Or Caledonia’s manlike virgins vie, 
With the fofe funthine of.an Englith eye, = 
Juftice wou'd blush at nature's erring pride, 
And each forc’d trophy be by truth deny’d. 
More juft thy mind, more gen’rousis thy mufe! 

Albanian born, this Englifh theme to choofe : 

+No partial flattery meed thy verfe invade, . -- 
‘That in the car of Scotland foundsa Wade. ~~ 

uch:ae thy-mufe, fuch ie thy patron’s-aim 5 

Nor north nor fouth can bound his fpirit’s claims 
‘Warm'd from within, be burns with Roman fies; | 
Shines for the world, and for mankind afpirees 

- Aderning power, he beautifies a flate;_ 3. * mt 
Eniears dominion, and abfolves the great. 
Kind by ‘his cate, rapacious licenle grows, - 
And polith’d jealoufy no-hatred knows: 
Feit in their hearts, wo love of faith he charone, 
And {oltly conqu’ring, uesds no aid of arms. « 


Oxnerr! thoueye of action! wanting theey., 
Wifdom works hoodwink’d in perplexity; *~ 
Entangled reafon trips at every pace, "*’, 
And truth befpotted, puts on exros’s facte - 


Tener-sanpen ftroke a nettle, 
And it-ftings.you for. your pain; &.; 
Grafp it like a man of mettle, z 

And it foft as filk remains. 
’Tis-the fame with common'n! 

‘Ue "em kindly they cebels 
But be rough as nutmeg-graters, 

Aad the rogues obey you wells ° 





How is the world deceiv'd by aoile and thow! 

Alas! how diff’rent to pretend and know! 

Like a-poor high way brook, pretence runs Joud- 

Bu’ ling, but-fhallow, dirty, weak, and proud + 

While, like fome nobler ftream, true knowledge 
glides, 

“Silensly 2rong,.and ixs deep hottom ides. 






oi: 
Wane ard Torry:fcratch and bite, 
Juft as hungry dogs we fee : 
‘Tefs a bone "twixt two they fight; 
‘Throw a couple they agregi? 4 
SEER Sere Re ae 











MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. ° 


Womun talk of love for-fafhion, 
So they do of fpirite walking 2 
“But no more they fecl the pafhon, 


_ Than, they fee the ghoit.of weigh thoy'se talking. 


Have.a care, gay, young, and wanton, 

Give no ground for love to plant on; 

Guard againft the-fair deceiver, 

Sce and hear, but don’t believe her : 

Or if nothitg feems unjufter, 

Than to lovc, and yet diftruft hers 

On yoar-fide to turn the laughter, : 
_Tey-her fie, and croft her-after. 


Here in wet and windy weather, ' 

Mife and I two mopes together, 

Far from friends, and short of pleafure,’- 
. Wanting every thing but leifure: 

Searce content in any one fenfe, 


‘Pell the (howers, and {cribble nonfenfe. 


‘Wuear’er the diamond’s bufy point could pafs, ° 


See what deep woundshave pierc’d the middie glafs! 
“While partial and untouching all the reft, 

Higheft and loweft panes fhine unimprefe’d ! 

No wonder this !—For e’en in life ‘tis fo; 

High fortunes ftand unreach’d—unfcen the low, 

But middle flates are marks for every blow. 


‘As in a-journey jaft begun, ~ 

We think the diftarice vat, 

“Yet while we travel gaily on, 
- Infeufibly *tis patt, 


So in our youth we meafure flow, 
‘Long views of promie'd breath ; 
*Till like a fhadow out we go, 
~ ‘And vanith into death, 


‘Wenz women wife, their names on glafe, 
Light froth of empty fafhion ! 

‘Would to their lovers forrow pata,’ 
For proofs of brittle paffion. 


‘Love thould in fecret, like the fun; 
Burn though a world fhould thade it; 

‘But thows its fource of heat to none, 
Except that Gad who mage it. 


THE DISTINCTION OF AGES, 
‘Tue feven firft years of life, (man’s break.of day) 
Gleams of fhort fenfe, a dawn of thought difplay ; 
When fourteen iprings bave bipqm’d his downy 
cheek, . fae 
His foft and blufhful meanings learn to {peak ; 
From twenty-one proud manhood takes its date, 
‘Yet is not ftrength complete ’till twenty eight; 
"Thence to his five-and-thirtieth, life’s gay fira, 
Sparkles, burns loud, and flames in fierce defire ¢ 
At forty-two, his eyes grave .wifdem-wear, 
And the dark future-dims him o’er with care; 
On to the nine-and-fortieth, toils increafe,: 
And bufy bopes and fears difturb his peaces 
At fifty-lix, cool reafon reigns entire, Bet : 
Then life burgs Ready, and with cemp’rate fires 


But fixty-three.unbinds:the,badytsftrength, 


Ever th’ unwearied mind hes run her lengthz 


And when from feventy, age furveys her laft, 
Vie'd the ftops.thort—and withes all were. paits 


(HE MUSE TO THE WRITER. 


A TRANSLATION FROM THE FRENCH OF 
~" DUBARTAS. *; 


Scarce was the April of my life begun, © 

When anxious to immortalize my name, 
Fleafure and foft repofe 1 learn’d ro fhun, 

And lab’ring upward, fought the mounts of fame 
But as-a traveller, in viewlefs plains, - "~ * 
> Stops-amid.crofling roads, and.doubts his way ; 
Penfively fearchful, and unfure remains, -. 

Eager to journey on, yet loth to fray. 
§o0-ftop’d, and fo unfix’d, I mask’d.around,:. ~ 

The flaw'ry. paths that led. to groves of bays; 
‘But paufing, doubtful, long confsfion found, 

Which beft to choofe of all thofe tempting ways, 
One while. my genius plann'd the glowing {ceney 

And from the.Grecian fource example drew 3 
Tanght pride to. pity, ignorance. to mean, - : 

And form’d the many, by the fuff'ring few. - 
Avon domeftic difcord fnatch’d my pen, 

My. country’s: woes.I now afpir'd. to feels 
Hiftoric eruths, and wrongs of injur’d men, 

Impeti’d my juftice, and inflam'd my zéale 
Then finking fudden, from the glorious height, 

Low mercenary praifes quench’d my fire; 
Poorly a flatt’rer, I for profit write, «= 

And.to my fortune tune my tortur’d lyre. 

At length grown lazy, U by love was caught, 
and finding age, and taile, and will to. fit, 

In warm light fallies, wanton leffons taught, 
And to the fize of Cupid. crap’d my wit..,,.- 


While roving thus uncenter’d and wnftaid, | 
‘Llik'd by turns, and did by tuens refute 
Sudden before me adefcending maid, | 

Confefs'd the dhape of a celefiai mufe, s 
All that we dream of angels form’d her airs 
Sweet was her gefture and her ftep divine: 
But when the fpoke, the would have charm’d de~ 
fpair, . 
And taught the gloom of wither’d-age to thine, 









* High from her head, afpis'd-a flarry crown, 


“Immenfely beaming its effulgence round ; 
An azure mantle dow’d obliquely down, 
And bright wish Jamps of diver {wept the 
ground, 
Mortal! fhe cry'’d, Urania's face behold! 
Urania—mufe of all the heavenly ning 5 
Beft fkili’d the paths of glory to unfold, 
And make the poet (like his art) divine. 


4 T through the dancing numbers breathe-« foul, 


. And tothe found of reafon tune mankind ; 
Eteach true pleafurcs, falfe ones to controul, 
Aged warm the yielding heart, t¢ fap 
- mind. e 





ese 
‘Mark me, and keep nty ifpage long in fight, * 
‘And when departed to my ftarry fphere,” 
‘Strike this new harp, and from it draw delight, 
By founds that lift’ning angels love to hear,» 


Long have I mourn'd my fitter’s fully’ fame, 

By friendlefs mirth or cheerlefs malice Rain'd ; 
Gramp'd by cold flatteries that blight their name, - 
.. Or by wild warmths of loofe defire profan’d. 


But moft I grieve that rebel wafte of wit, 
Which boldly puthing its infernal claim, . **:+ 
With darknels for fuch blind prefumption fit,’ | 
"Turne its own acts on heaven with impious aiin. 


Zieatnt are the vulgar arts—but poets draw, [fire : 
From heaven alone the gift that wings thcir 

Not the bett lights chat ever learning faw, 

*. “Could living verfe by ftudy’d Mrength infpiré. 


Thence ’tisthat Homer, powerlefs, poor, and blind, 
Beggar, himfelf has taught e’en kings to fhine : 

Buoy'd finking heroes by freth floods of mind, 
‘And ftretch’d the human grafp with reach divine. 


Thence:'tis that Ovid could not fpeak in profe, 
Bat wept in meature, and expir'd in verfe 
‘Thence the Jeflzan lyre to mufic rofe, 
‘Which feraphe in their Maker’s ear rehearfe!’ 


~ Read, meditate, refle, grow wife—in vain; 
ry every help; force fire from every fparksy ~ 
‘Yet, fhall you never the poet's power atrain, 
- > Lfheav'n ne’er ftamp’dyou with the mufes mark, 
Man muft be out of man fublimely fwell’d, 
"Whole wrecklefs verfo would {wim the forme’ 
“* of time, . 
By forcé, not fury, meaningly impell'd, 
"Fo fcorn the puny proftitutes of rhyme. 
"The warmth of fury but compaflion moves,» ~~ 
And lefs than man makes mao to man appear + 
But-warmth of génius, man from man removes; 
And lifts bis wid’ning foul to Heaven's high 
% - fphere. 

Mark this foft flute—when void of votal wind, 
In tunelefe filence refts the fleeping found : *- 
Yer,'when thus breath’d in; hark ! what power 

*ewill find, 
"To waft the modulated raptures round! 
80, till the whifp'ting Godhead bids—-begin, 
The poet’s filent fpirit ftands unbent : 
But when he feels th’ infpiring power within, 
~ ‘Tuneful, he Spreads, the tranfports heaven has 
z ment ener he 
Since, therefore, all that makes his genius fhine, 
1s heaven’s own gift,—how dares he fubjeas 
choofe,-. . 
Bafe and unworthy of that warmth divine, . . 
And poorly noxious to the paflive mufe t 
Woy is his pen employ'd on idle themes? 
Why is his fancy light? his purpofe low? 
‘Why does he wafte his fire in fruitleis dreams? 
audi Wah wel vi wanton withes flow 2 
a ¥.does he ftoop to praife unletter’d pride 
“Why agelebrate defedts in thofe who rule 2° 
And. pais wit foft am’rous trains provides. 
; , a wild-fire catch from fool to’ fool 












“THE WORKS OF BILL 


Ab ! tis too muck-that he himfelf has eritieg, 

_ Which, unrepented, ne'eunpunith'd go 3, 

Why would he jend his-guilt to diftant times, 
And teach an_unborn Face to merit woe ?. 

As on the yielding wax the-feal we find, 7 
Left in ftrong likenefs with imprinied glowy” 

So does the reader fteal the poet's mind,“ * 
And to the biafs letit inclining go. 





Shame on your pens, ye flexible of heart 
Whcefe povrneis does not hurt yourfelves alone, 
But teaches blockheads to defpife your art; * 
Judg’d by falle patterns you have lightly fhowsly 
Contcious of this, would you but turn at-Jaft, 
And bid true genius with true Suitre fhine ¢ 
All would, admiring, lofe th’ impreffion palty 
And feel aad own you of a itamp divines . 
Then as my Mofes his Jehovah fung, 
Aad racl-wafted by the guardian rod 


"| Poets from every kindling country fprung, 


Shall in a thouland congues uncover God, 


© you, who would the deathlefs laurel win, 
No king’s vile badge, but time's all-rev'rend 
crown!- . MS i 
High as the fountain of your verfe begin, 7 
And with the god you write for, fhare renows. 


This ia a fubjedt, that outtretching thought, .: 
Through depths unfounded, wit's long plummet 
draws: 
There by immente effeéts immenfely tanght, - 
Pour out your ftraining fouls, and claimapplaufe, 


There, and there only, find the road to fame} 
The hardieft themes the nublett glory yield : 
On low light fubjects {corn to build a name; ++ 

But ent'ring boldly, plough th’ untrodden field. 
Vainly fhaji envy blaft your budding praife; a 

Malice and hatred vainly prefs you downs :"fF 
Slow fhail you rife, indeed, but fure to blaze, 

And hourly broad’ping reach decreed renow#. 





| Envy’s a cur, that at all ftrangers barks; 


But on the known and licens'd creeps to fawiis 
Its hov'ring fmoke hangs hard on kindling {parks, 

But when the fire burns up ‘tis trait withdraws. 
On then, be miné—Urania hears your pray’r f« 

Glows in-your breaft and fans it gen’rous flame: 
Write to be read—be times.to come your care, 

And bloom for éver fragrant fiill the fame. 
She faid: and breath’d ambrofial o’er my face's * 

The circling fweetnefs fwell’d my ravith'd mindy 
‘She rofe, and left mein an,empty {pace ; 

But left her pow’rful influence fill behind. 


‘AN ODE TO ASTRA: 
* pom THE FRENCH OF DUBANTAS: 


Faixxst pattern from above, 

‘Though I only live for lovey’ 

not for thofe {parkling eyess" 
“Therugh the Garsthas. qld the tien; 

‘When the twinklers thine moft bright, 
So compar'd have loit their light. 

Though the fun‘in all his blaze, , 

~- Bees that fagile, and hides big ray® 








MIBCELLAREOWS POR MS. 


Mee not thee ty Pee tips 
: 3n the rainbow’s red thy lips; 

*Tis unt ev'n thy lips that pleafe : 
Though the happieft Hybla bee: 
‘When they rob the flow’ry fpring, ~ 

Never ply’d the bufy wing, 
Charg'd with honey half fo tweet, 

As it would be thofe lips td meet. 
*Tis not your negle& of air, * 

Far outcharming others, care 
Nor thofe locks that fall refign’d, 

Catch’d and courted by the wind : 
Though the drifts of glitt'ring fand, 

Strow'd.o’er Afric’s yellow ftrand, _ 
Ne’er to charm ambition, roll’d “ 

Half fuch tempting veins of gold,” 
*Tis not to thofe polith’d rows, 

*Twixt whofe openings mufic flows, 
‘That | find my offerings due, _. 

‘Vows fo tender and fotrue! _ 
Though the peatl-producing eaft 
* Ne’er did Europe's wonder feaft, 
Spite of all its toothy ftore, ? 
"With fuch ivory before, 


’Tis not that declining waift, 
Nor that neck fo fweetly grac’ 

Nor the pancings of that breatt, ° 
(Soft as pity, and as bleft !) 

} could eveg that breatt defy : 

Though were Laeda’s {wan but nigh, 

All its down would fail to thow, — 

F ‘oa fo white and foft a fnow. 





When that forehead J behold, 

vf (Smooth as flatt'ry and as cold!) 

. 7 Tiv not its majeftic frown 

“.& Throws my heart’s defences down: 
Though the filver moon at height, 

"Shines Jefe awful through the night, 
‘Than the meanings of that brow - 
Shoot correction at me now, 


* 8Tis not that this azure vein 


Marks your arm with heav'n's own fain, 


“While along the white it flows, 
Swell’d with triumph as it goes ¢ 
?Tis not this engaging hand, 
Holds my heart in {oft command 4 
Though to. hear it touch the lute, 
. Rocks would fpedk and birds grow mate, 


Teach me, then, myfterions fair, 

|. What your puwer to charm, and where ? 

. If this fame of my defire, E 
Did not at your eyes catch fire: 

+ JF thofe lips (how fuweet they be y 

* Have not thusentangled me: > 

‘Vell me what my heart could move 2 
"Teach me whence ‘arofe my love ? 


Lf thofe ringlets of your hair . 
Did not firing this amorous {nae ; 
¥f that beauteous mouth has fail’d, 
he thofe ivory teeth prevail’d 2 
‘Tell me what refittiefs caufe, ¥ 
Fat unkogwo my Lancy draws: 
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Still unpleas’d but - where you ara,” 

Still untaught what pleafes there! 

Since thofe breafts—(how foft they rife!) 
Réach no farther than my eyes; 

Since I count a theufand charms, * 
Nove of which my heart difarms: 

} Let your ftill-uncounted ftore 

Guide my fearch to find out more, 

Till the caufe'I learn to know, 

Plesfing caufe! that charms me fo. 


Ah! "tis found—delightfal trath! 

Senfe with beauty, temp’ring youth —w 
"Tis that peerlefs foul'of thine, 

Breaks like day-light into mines - 
Charg’d-with heav’ns etherial flame F 
Full of charms without a name! >”. 

*Tis thy converfe turn’d to move, 
Claims refpe and forces love. 


“EPIGRAM, 
On giving the Name of Georgia to a Part of Carolina 


Waite rip’ning flow the future purpofe lay, . 

And confcieus filence plann'd the op’ning way $ 

Kind o’er the rifing {cheme an angel hung, - 

And dropt this counfel from hie guardian tongu 
With you this way the royal pair inclin’d? > 

To Carolina be a Georgia join'’d— 

Then fhall-both colonies fure progrefs make, 

Endear’d to either for the other's fake: * 

Georgia fhall Carolina's favour move; 

; And Carolina bloom by George's love. 


‘A LETTER 


From a departed Spirit to the Author (Mr. Pople 
of a Lady's Charatter, lately publifoed a Thurfa 
day's Fournal, 


“| Srrpr to the naked foul, efcap’d from clay, - 
From doubts unfetter'd, and diffolv'd in day; 
Unwarm’d by vanity, unreach’d by ftrife, } 
And all my hopes and fears thrown off with life 4 
Why am I charm’d by friendthip’s fond effays; 
And though unbody’d eonfcious of thy praife? 
Has pride a portion in the parted foul? 
Does paffion ftill the formtefs mind controtl ? © 
{ Can gratitude ovt-pant the filent breath ? 
Or a friend’s forrow pierce the glooms of death 8 
No—'tis a fpirit’s nobler tatte of blifs is 
That feels the worth it left in proofs like this’? 
‘That not its own applaufe, but thine-ayproves, 
Whofe praétice praifes, and whofe virtucfloves! 
Who liv’ft to ctown departed friends wich famey 
Thep dying late, thali all thou gav'ft reclaim, 





i 


- THE. Ci¥.. PSALM. 


Let my erdited harp be doubly ftrung! 
High-tune thy pranfe, my foul! and let, thy Gow 
"be fang! aie te : 


See! how around his throne the confcions raya. 
Shoot quiv’ring, with coutinnous curve, and trem. 

f° ble in their blaze! [difplays *: 

what {oul-fhaking majety, effulgenz,, he. 


ne 


ftands! 
* Pointing wide hia dread commands! 


As carth’s dim flames, o’erwhelm’d by ftream- : 


ring day, « 


Beneath the fun-beams die away ; f 


"The fun full met, with cover’d face, retires, 

Burns inward and rolls back his frighted fires! 
Gracious, th’ unequal eye of man to fkreen! © 
See! where the maker kindly thades the too re- 

{plendent feene ! 

Aod like a curtain widely drawn, 
whele heaven: between, : 

- Look! now, amazing! where he glides! 


Look! where yon gathering hott of clouds he 


dreadfully beftrides! 


“and, awfal on thofe felf-ooll’d chariots'rides! | 


He moves! he walks upon the fwilt-wing’d 
wind? 
He ftepo, from world to world at once, and leaves 
even thought behind !: 


Mytiads of hovering angole crowd the God-grac’ds P 


fcene to fill! 
Angels! fit heralds for th’ Almighty’s will! ! 
‘Ten shoufand fircy tight’nings {weep his way! 
Niwble couriers of his {way ! 
* Ash round his is ig hifling Swift, in blue 
v meanders pla’ 
_ ‘The firm-fix’d balance’ of the felf pois'd'globe, 
. To neither bias partial fway’d, [obey’d! 
Became thus jut, at bia great word, and laftingly 
At his command the covering deep, drew off the 
world’s wet robe 5 
” Gave back, and fll'd the channels he had made! 
“Bot peeping o'er the hills reluctant flaid; 
Difpleas’d with ita now bounds, but more afraid, 
..  Hteoldeto re-invade ! 
Fen yet the ftubborn-hearted flood, no more 
High-licens’s ‘das before, 
Difdains to give ita proud repinings o'er: 
Ofey with bold murmurs, it alarms the ‘hpte, 
And, now and then, with rebel rage breaks out in 
general roar! 
Hut when prefumptuons billows {well too high, 
And fprinkle heaven’a eternal eye: : 
+ Streight all the thunders of God's voice in lond 
es refentment rife; 
* The ftarting flood hears, fhakes, and flies! 
Down finks the quath’d afpirer from the fics, 
And huth’d in humble datnefs lies ! 


Yet if the Sovereign will but nods, black oceans |. 


quit their bed! 


“Foamy they lath each. other on, ‘with high dif. |° 


covering head, 
And curling climb ‘the ftecpy hills, and o'er 
drown’d mountaine fpread; 
Thence call’d again, again they ruth, confefling 
God's controul ! ‘ 
Again let loofe, re-feek their fandy beds, 
‘Fumble for hafte o’er one another's heads+ 
And {weeping with refiftlels breadth, of ct delug’d 
* ° kingdoms ralt! 
Fierce as they are, they’ré fubject to his check ! 
.Dhey know th’ appointed bounds, and. watch 
‘ ie imsecrione beck £ ! : 





Spreads ont |. 





EE WotR S OF HEL Ec. 
Clone ‘With tntboieg tight, fee !- whers he }- 


From the huge treaf*ry of the Briny: deep,” 
: Trough thoufand earth-form’d lab'rinths aught 
= to flide, 
In fearch of fprings the falt- ftripe waters creep, 
And trickling thence into {weet rivers glide. -* 
* Smooth-travelling to fcek their mazy. way, , : 


| And devious ‘twixt th’ enamour'd hills, flowly: 


delightful ftray ; 
‘Thefe God appointed thos. to flow, exhauitlels, 
flores of drink, 
Where every beaft may” “quench his thirtt; thar 
feeks the {miling brink! 
And'in the thady groves, which on their bore 
ders rife, 
He hous'd the warbling fongfters of the fkies ¢ 
'Yhe pride-fwoln mouataine, which ambitions 
grow, +” Pbelow 5 
And ncighb'ring heaven difdain the: worlds’ 
Nor will to humble brooks refrefhment owe, 
"He waters with th’ atherial feas or coronets of 
foow ! 
Amazing goodnefe! where's the {mallet fpnen “i 
That does not feel and boaft his grace? 
For cattle’s food green flourithes the flow’ Fem ; 
broider’d mead; y 
For man’s free ule is every fruit decreed; 
For him th’ infpiring grape was taught to bleeds 
mart ria corn makes glad the labourer’s 
toil; 


[oie . 
And his rough fkin grows fupple, {mooth’d with 
When, a fix'd times, up re rolls the Shangeful 


“Goa fhoote her fhadowy gleam through night’s ~ 
black noon ! , 
Rapid as is the ever-wheeling fun, ' 
He dares not meafure heaven one thought 
too foon? . 
Vet at God's word the flag of day is furl’d, 
And licens’d darknefs rifes o’er the world: ; 
Then does the gloomy foreft quake, 
And all th’ aflembled favage kind their holiday, , 
>> then makes * 3 
Leaf-trembling trees id filent Kortor nite, 
And panting herds creep terrified away, - 
While the ftern lion, hungry, roars and ftalks a 
broad for prey. 
God fuffers him the needful prey to take,” 
And then new-wakes the day + 
Qut breaks the fun, and to their dens the beatts 
Aly fwift away. {found ! 
Almighty Power! how doft thou thought con- 
‘What human fearch can trace thy mazy y round ¥ 
How wifely, and how vaitly, Lord! are ali thy 
wonders done : 
‘Not earth alone does with thy wealth abound, 
But all above, and all beneath the funi- 


The fea’s wild herds, as well as thofe on land, 
Rongh-moulded fons too of thy formal band, 

All live and move by thy command. ing eyes 
The horrid wonders of that {cene fatigue the ach- 
There wave-tofs'd thips the op’ning depths defy: 
And circly through th’ imprifon’d winds theig- 
: ° diff’rent courfes ply : 





| There docs Leviathan wide-wallowing lie; -“* 


MISCELL ANEOUS:?POEMS. a: 


: ile Ris brad unwieldy ¢ tte the Oh}: ware his withes bleft, and-thy tind exp. a 

hs pti Ps ome fat apr Would once, impartial, his conceptions hear 3. 

He, dreadful moniter! fucks in {eas and fpouts gm | Th’ important pioment mighe refelveo Prodace,, 
On thee, obedient, all thy creatures wait ; And clothe ideas with fubftantial ufe, 
And, in due feafon, all by thea are fed : = Btop there, O mufe! "twere necdlefs mare tefayg 
Thy fingle bounty does their blifs creates And with unwilling flownefs glide aways = 

: They gather what thy op’ning hand has fpread;} 1f, mov’d, he calis thee back, regardful, B05" 
“If thou but hid’ft thy face they fall away: If not, return ungriev'd 3 all vain complains is lowe. 
Thou tak’ft their breath and they decay; 
At once retwen to waforna’d duft and old paternal 
clay, é 
Again thou. doh but {peek thy potemt will, 
jAnd life, rekindling, glows within ’em {iil} 
For ever thail thy glorious Power endure: | 

The pillars of thy majeiy fland Redfatily and fare: 

Approach’d by thee, the coufcious moustains {moke, 

And éarth diflolv'd, flows loofe beneath thy ftroke! 





















‘THE TEARS OF THE MusEs, 
& rors 


Geamanicus, for love and empire born, 
At once to govern kingdoms, and adorns... 
Too good for greatnefs, but that kings can Blefag 
Too firm for fear, but of his friend's diftréfs,  ~ 
Fore-temp’riag pow'r, by reafon’s generous plan, 
To taik the monarch, meditates the man... 6 

In a tqwn grove, whence Dyiad’s noile exclude. ; 
And hufh loud ftreets to fylvan folitude, 
Veil'd by a vérdant fkreen’s encircling thade, 
Whofe angly fides eight arching lights pervade;s, 
Friend to mankind their penfive fav’rite fos 
Revolving previous plans of purpos’d good, 

Soft to his fight a female fcppliant preti'd, 
In all the {peaking marks of mis'ry deefe'd ; 
Down-look’d, relax’d of mien, oft bending low,” 
Now topping thort, now re-advancing flow; 
Pardon, the cry’d, th’ intruding. fighs of griek 
Hope is the friendlefs wretch’s laft relief, 

Germanicus, who, when diftrefs draws nigh, 
Catches quick forrow from the fu 'rer’s eyes 
With gentle waft invites her back’ning fears, - 
And {miles the warmth of pity on her tears,” 
Her, while advancing, heedful he furvey’d, 
Chance ftretch'd his eye to the remoter fhades 
Where, dimly obvious, from the bord’ring wood, 
Dark'ning the arches, eight new phantoms flood, 
All like the firft, thin forms of fhiv'ring woe, * 
‘Wept all—in dumb, fad, folemn, circl’y fhow, 

Think, cry’d th’ approacher, proftrate at his feet, 
How thatp is infult, and relic how {weet : *, 
Pity a wretched fifterhood of tears,, 
Nine friendlefs. mourners, whom no comfort cheers, 
-All arts were ours, that polifh’d life could gain ; 
But arts, and polith’d life, were ours in vain. - 
See what reward wifh’d knowledge coyid impart, 
Where fool is fafhion, ignorance 3 art,” 
Urg’d by derifion, and efcaping hate, 
We fad, low exiles, {eek fome gentler fate, 
To the bleak north’s Rew-rifing coats we EO, 
Lefs cold than thefe, amidft eternal foow. |. 
Glory’s gay beams, to whofe felt warmth we cup, 
More than fupply the abfence of their fun, 
There nuouraing merit cannot mifs relief, - 

re waichiul pow’r fupplants prevented gricé. 

Fam’d for taunificence, thy princely hand 
Singly abfolves an unbeftowing land, -* : 
Ah! fave the friendlefs—help the wrong’d away 5 
.| Too ppor to £0, yet too uniov'd to ftay, 

Pay but with’d Paffage from this crue} fhore, 
Aad never, never will we truft it nore." 


Scarce. kad th’ imploring accents voic'g hep ‘ 
So a pratt 
When the known founds and recolle@cd air 


TO ins Muss. 

Try country! dlatt it, if it once difdains 
To prop thy virtues, or reward thy paine; 

Ui there | profper, here was only born 7 
‘That claims my duty : this deferves my feorn.’ 
O mvufe! ‘ris mean to ftoop to helplefs Moan ; 
‘Try if no clime is gentler than thyown: '  - 
Offer, on diftant fhores, a faithful hand; 

In vain; not ufelefs, in thy mother land. 

When fortune frowns, and care’s black harveft 

fprings, . s 

A change of place, a change of profpea brings:", - 
Far off thy'reafon’s force uncurb’d may reign; 
But even the Prophets preach'd at home in vain. 

\ ¥et hold; and c'er it quite determin’d grows, 

Let me fome fudden flarts of hope difclofe ; 

Ever, widely wand'ring, led by falfe diftruft, 

From my wing’d feet f thake their native duft, 
Perhaps my doubt clauds fome dometic ray, 
And hidés a profped bordering on my way: 
‘Though men of title feem exempt from thought, 
And pride’s affittance is but vainly fought ; 
‘Though truth, ‘oft try'd, this known advice im- 

parts, ‘ 

‘That noble blood may warm ignoble hearts : 

Hid in a cloud of pomp which hems the throne, 

‘here may be greatnefs, to my hopes unknown ; 

How'er unfought, howe'er unféen by me, 
‘Shere may fone foul-diftinguith'd nature be’: 
Some gen‘rous breaft, whofe mind, divinely warm, 

as taughe him how uncourted favours charm, 
Hf fach there be, fa rich, fo flrong a mind, ° 

And thou, ble@ mufe, thall his bright bofom find, 
-Whifper, in gentle notes, thy mafter’s pray’r, - 
And in foft accents this fad truth declare : 

“ Therelives, O brighteft gem of honour’s crown, 
Thou angel-adied theme of jul renown! ; 
‘There lives, who, {kiil’d in foreurie’s wanton [ports, 
Hopes, with fuch faintnefy, for regard from courts, 
That, though not blind to worth, which all men 

fee, on tse 

He fends me, half defpairing, even to theg,.. 

No gain-polluted aim infpires his viewa; : 

He feeks not office, nor reward Furfues : {fign, 

More nobly fir’d, his thoughts high fchemes de- 
Sakretch dowinion, and make empire fhing. 





SorMs 


* Ye thus thy haughty promife paid 
‘That to the Chevalier was made, 
‘When thop didf oaths and duty barter, 
For dukedom, generalthip, and garter? 
Three moons thy Jeimmy fhall command, 
With Highland fceptre in his hand, 
Too goud for his pretended birth, 
——Then down fhall fall the king of Perth. 
*Tis fo decreed: for George thall reign, 
And traitors be forefworn in vain. 
“HeatvtMhall for ever on him fmile, 
And blefs bim ftill with an Argy'l. 
‘While thou, purfued by vengetul foes, 
Condemn’d to barren rocks and fnows, ~ 
And hinder'd paffing Inverlocky, 
Shall burn the clan, and curfe poor Jocky. 


. AN EPISFLE 
Fram @ Lady in England to a Gentlenan at Avignon. 


‘To thee, dear rover, and thy vanquith’d friends, 
‘he health, the wants, thy gentle Chloe fends. * 
"Though much you fuffer, think 1 {uffer more, 
Worle than an exile on my native fhore,~ 
Companions in your matter’s flight you roam, 
Unenvy'd by your haughty foes at home; 

For ever ocar the royal outlaw’s fide 

You thare his fortunes, and his hopes divide, 


‘On glorious fchemes, and thoughts of empire dwell, 


And with imaginary titles {well. 

Say, for thou know’ft ! own his facred line, 
‘The paffive dogtrine, and the right divine, 

ay, what new {uccours does the chief prepare ? 

he firength of armies? or the force of prayer? 
Does he from heaven or earth his hopes derive? 
From fainte departed, or from prictts alive? 
Nor faints nor priefts can Bruntwick’s troops with- 


ftand, 

«And beads drop ufelefs through the zealots hand; 
Heaven to our vows may future kingdoms owe, 
But fkill and-courage win the crowns below . 

Ere to thy caufe, and thee, my heart inclin'd, 

JOr love to party had feduc’d my mind, 

In female joys I took a dull delight, 

Slept all the morn, and punted half the night + 
But now, with fears and public cares poflett, 

‘The church, the church, for ever breaks my reft. 
‘The pofthoy on my pillow 1 explore, 

‘And fift the news of every foreign fhore, 
Studious to find new friends, and new allies ; 
“What armies march from Sweden in difguife; 
How Spain prepares her banners to unfold, — 
And Rome deals out her bleflings, and her gold 
"Then o'er the map my finger, taught to ftray, 
Crofs many a region marks the winding way ; 
From fea to fea, frém realm to realm I rove, 

And grow a mere geogeapher by loye : 

But ftill Avignon, and the pleafing coaft ies 
That holds thee banifh’d, claims my care the moft: 

* Oft on the weli-known fpot I fix my eyes, 
And fpan the diftance that between us lies. [pair, 
Let not our James, though foil’d in arms, def- 

Whilft on his fide he reckons half the fair s 
In Britain’s lovely ifle a thining throng 
War in his caufe, a thoufand beauties ftrong. © 


You. YUL 















yor] 
“<h’ unthinking victors valoly boaft heir powers 5 
Be theirs the mufket, while the tongue is ours. 
We reafon with tuch fluency and fire, 
The beaux we bafile, and the learned tire, 
Againft her prelates plead the church's caufe, - 
And from our judges vindicate the laws 
Then mourn not, hapiefs prince, thy kingdoms 
lof; 
Accrown, though late. thy facred brows may boatt ; 
Heaven feems through us thy empire to decreés_ 
Thofe who win hearts, have given their hearts to 
thee, F 
Haft thou not heard that when, profufely gay, 
Our well-dreft rivals grac'd their fovercign’s day, 
We ftubborn damfels mec the public view 
In Joathfome wormwood, and repenting rue? 
What Whig bat trembled, when our fpotlefs band 
In virgio rofes wbiren’d half the land! 
Who can forget what fears the foe poffelt, 
When oaken boughs mark’d every ioyal breaft $ 
Lefs fear’d than Medway’s ftream the Norman 
fto d, i 
When crofs the plain he fpy'd a marching wood, 3 
Vill, near at hand, a gleam «f fwords betray’ 


| The youth of Keat beucath its wandering thade ? 


+ Phofe who the fuccours of the fair detpife, _ 
May find that we have nails as well as eyes. 
The female bards, O prince by fortune croft, 
At leaf more courage than thy men can boat : 
Our fex has dar’d the mng-houle chiefs to meet, 
And purchas'd fame in manya well-fought fireet, 
From Drury-Lane, the region of renown, = 
he land of Jove, the Paphos of the town, 
Fair patriots fallying oft have put to flight 
With all their poles the guardians of the night, 
And bore, with {creams of triumph, to their fide 
The leader’s ftaff in all its painted pride. 
Nor fears the hawker in her warbling note’ - 
To vend the difcontented ftatefman’s thought, 
hough red with ttripes, and recent from the thong 
Sore fmitten for the love of facred fong, 
The tuneful fitters ftill purfue their trade, 
Like Philomela darkling ingbe thade, 
Poor Trott attends, forgetful uf a fare, ’ 
And hums in concert o'er his eafy chair. 

Mean while, regardlefs of the royal caufe, 
His fword fur James no brother fovereign draws, 
The Pope himfelf, furrounded with alarms, =< 
Yo France his bails, to Corfu fends his arms, 
And though he hears his darling fon’s complaint, 
Can hardly {pare one tutelary faint, : 
But lifts them all to guard his own abodes, 
And into ready moncy coins his gods. 
The dauntiefs Swede, purfued by vengeful foes, 
Scarce keeps his own hereditary fnows; . 
Nor mutt the fitendly roof of kind Lorrain 
With featts regale our garter’d youth again. 
cafe, Bar-le Duc, within thy filent grove | °° 
{he pheafant now may perch, the hare inay rove ; 
‘Vhe knight, who aims unerring from afar, 
Th’ adventurous knight, now quits the fylvan wat 
‘Thy brinded boars may lumber undifmay’d, * 
Or grunt fecure beneath the chefnur thade. 
Inconitant Orieans {till we mourn the dpy, 
That traficd Qricans with imperial fway,) © 

7 De 


Spe 
_ Through the faife femblance, natively convey’d 

‘To the charm’d printe, a {peaking mufe betray'd. 
Round, while uncrediting the ftoried woe, © 

His curious eyes difcov’ring glances throw. ~ 

Th’ examin'd umbrage, as he turn’d, reveal’d 
Each miufe that ev'ry diftant arch conceal’d, 
‘Waiting impatient for the finifh’d tale, 

Quit your vain hope, he cry’d, by want’s thin veil 
Anhid, to "feape the rev'rence of my zeal, 

Who all your power through all your changes feel. 

Joyful he fnatch’d th’ implorer from the ground, 
‘Then, turning graceful, bow'd progreffive round ; 

. Prefe'd their joint accefs, undifguis'd and gay; * 
And fhone receptive of each cffluent ray. 

Seated and circled by the beamy train, : 
"Their fhapes refuming, and themfclves again 5 ~ 
"Tall me, faid he, ye foul infpiring nine ! 

Ye living fires that give the great to thine, 
‘Who, quick'ning regal courage into flame, 
Guide it, by juftice, to immortal fame. 

Why would ye leave a land diftinguith’d long 
For love of valovr, and for hate of wrong ; 
‘Where freedom unreftrain’d her empire holde, 
And legal monarchy new bloom unfolds ? 

He paus'd—and Clio anfwering, thus began: 
Perish pale malice !—It oblit’rates man. . 
‘Where envy blafts, the mufe infpires in vain 
No human culture there extends its reign. 

Loft in malignity by civil hate, . : 
Virtues that clafh with virtues, curfe a ftate. 
Stified in faction, arts unfriended fink, 

©r pigmy’d into partial flatt’ry fhrick. ~ 
Hift'ry mutt blath the wiles of {pleen to peny 
And grace the bloodlefs broils of angry men. 

Smother’d in felf there breathes no public foul, 

‘Where {ep tate ftrugglings general ftrength con- 
* troul; ~ 

There policy’s old gen’rous ftraitnefs bends ; 
And fhifting medium crawls to fidelong ends > 

’ There fraud triumphant, tempts the jull co fall; 
And every one man’s gain is lofs to all : 
"There love internal, checking fighs that roam, 
Begins and ends all charity—at home, 
Each pray’r appropriates one man’s modeft aim, 
And humbly traits to God, the common claim. 
Grufh’d by contempt of praife exertion dies, 
rand public fpirit, laugh’d at, fhuns to rife. 

Thither when hope mifleads th’ hittoric mule, 
Swift let her feek fome f{cene of nobler views ; 
‘Where guilelefs pow’r no praile to craft afcribes, 
‘Where courage fcorns deceit and duty—bribes ; 
Where nervous meaning dares direétiy fpeak, 
And crooked windings teach no truth to fneak. 

~ "Tis found.--for {ce---the icy pole diffoives ; 
Honour’s new warmth with funny force involves. 
There glows event, there more than Roman arms 
Cloth theie prophetic thunder’s fear’d alarma: 
"There the pule’d public beats in ev'ty vein; 
Btrong to one purpofe, lifts with equal ftrain 
-No wile pretenfion there at titles aims 
ay pride fwoln lumber lazy lordthip fhames + 

here chines the fword in honour’s guarded track ; 

No knighthood bluthes on a mifer’s back 5 
No bought emblaz'pings eminence efface 5 
Ro ginty dignity Sublimes difgrace 
as aane “oy 









.| Faults which his nobler nature fcarce conceiv' 
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‘There heroes multiply ;. and Inbouring fame’ 
Grows bufy—to’record each fparkling name. 


: : She ceafed—-the prince, his patrigt eyes with- 


drew; - [erne 3; 
Weigh’d the ong charge, and with’d it half tin. ° 


Sigh'd at the waite domeftic difcord made, 


And mourn’d unfriended arts by fpleen betray’d.¢ 
Then view'd the fifters, re-prepar'd to hear, 
While Erato, foft fighing, charm’d his ear. 

Lur'd, faid the: am’rous mufe, from realms 

above, 

Pleas’d I defcended-on this land of lov Bes 
Look'd and approv’d ; and form’d aérial fchernes 
Of heart-felt ties, and hope’s elufive dreams ; 
Vainly propos’d—each fex by each to mend, 
And fmooth the rugged paths of life with friend, 
Snatch’d at one {weet exanrple new to fame, 
Ure’d its dear pow’r th’ unhappier to reclaim, ;.; 
Mifguided millions hail'd th’ acknowledg'd charms; 
And lov'd perfection when it blefs'd thy arms. 
But ah! too loft at length themfelves were gone ; 
They worthipp’d and confefe'd.--but fill finn’d one 
Yet I, vain hoper, ftill new helps apply 5 
And, ever failing, would for ever try. ° + 
To flighted beauty would new powers impart, 
And ftretch the aided empire of the heart. 
Teach man that woman's ftrength in fofenefs lies ;. 
Teach woman why the modeft charm the wile, 
Ufelefs to cither I from both remove ; a 
Money’s th’ infpiring mufe of modith love y+ - 
O’er truth and paffion avarice prevails, 
All vows are venal, and all fighs are fajep.” 
Int’reft and vanity, and felf, difarm ; 
Mutual efteem, till neither fex can charm 4.. 
‘The blank unnat’ral whims pervert defirey’, 
Attradtion failing they exchange attire, 
‘Then man’s lac’d lightnefs apes the lady’s air 5 
And bluff big boldnefs mafculates the fair... 
With changing fexes, love's loft motives change, 
From with to with, the fhort-liv’d paffions ranges 
Recorded conftancy becomes romance, ‘ 
And, among millions, two may love--by chance ! 

Why fhould { theiifupporting prefent fcorn, 
Stretch my too patient hope to times unborn 
‘When to the north, where, nature thines unftain’d,. 











fonfiding fexes love with faith unfeign’d, 


"Their native beauties, in no clime excell’d, 

To rifing force by confcious worth impell’d ; 

While through the fparkling eye taught Spirit 
breaks, 


| And the felt luftre of their fame partakes. 


The lover prince unwillingly believ’d, 





Touch'd for the honour of the human heart, - 

His own glow’d painful with ideal {mart : 

‘When loftier accents from Urania broke, . 

And fnatch'd his lift’ning foul, while fcience {pokey 
‘From heav’n’s unfeunded depth, the cry'd, | ftole 

Angelie fire, and form’d a Newton’s foul; 

Taight him the fecret walks of God to tread, 

And ‘twizt the {tarry worlds his fpirit led, 

All zther op’ning to a mortal’s eyes, 

Till earth fent colonies, and held the fki¢s, 

What king for this magnificently juft, ah 

Blefs'd him in life, or dignified his dub? 
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5 : 

What voted honours mark the afpirer’s race 2 . Pardon a mourning-mufe thet léavés with teards 

Whar thinking fatues emulate his face? ~ i} Phe land that lov’d Getmanicus endears ; : 

who immortaliz’d his country’s nanfe, But ah, what toils! what.anguifh halt thou bear! 

Beyond ten thoufand congn’rors bounded fame; | What endlefs labour muft é'erload thy care! 

"He, who to lift: mankind, new hea@ns difplay'd, | Ere thy lait views a tafte like thine infpire, : 

Andevery human breather nobler made ;* * And fparkling kingdoms catch thy manly fire ! 

Did Be to public fame all nature'raife ? Near operas fribling fagues what mule can flay,” 

And is he poorly feft to privdte praife  ~. Where wordlefs warblings winnow thought away; * 

tn fach a land, ah! what can arts exped;’ Mofic when purpofe points Her not the road, : 
"What claim has hopelefs {cience, but negled.-+ Charms:to betray, and foftens to corrode ¢ | :, 

; O fate of wint'ry worth, by climate croh'd! | Empty of fenfe, the fouj-feducing art os 

adding untimely to be nip’d in fro! = * ‘Thrills @ flow poifon to the fick’ning heart: 

Newton has multiplied the funs!—yet pouts Soft finks idea diffolute in.eafe, 

In vain thé light of all their orbs on outs, And all life’s feeble Jeffon isto plenfe. 

‘When will the incarions coutts for-which he found Spirit, and tafte, and generous toi), take fight, 

New worlds, find will to trace.an old one round? | Arrd Jazy love, and indolent delight,.  - 

What promis'd penfion thips th’ onfhaken foul, -| And low loxurious wearinefs of pain,; 

‘To dare difcov'ry and ungloom the pole? © | Lull the loft mind,—and all its powers are-vain... 

‘What coating keel indenting fouthern ftrands,, Hence to the realms of fame ye mutes fly,» - 

Starts the long thores of cloud-benighted lands?’ } here to the drum’s big beat the heart leaps ° 

No annual bounty perfevering kind, high; me . 

Draws the dark veil that covers half mankind:- ‘There fighing flutes but temp’ring: martial heat, 

What regal influ'ncé eafing Tearning’s birth, Teach diftant pity and revenge to meet ; ch 

Now adds new ftars to heav’n, or arts to earth ?. The manly pipe there fcorns th’ expanded fhakes, 

‘Who fows munificerice to root up floth, “. J That wind wav’d nothings, till attention akes ; 

And call forth harvefts of eternal growth ? iy: | There now concutring keys and chords increafe, 

z Hail to the land where war makes {cience roori ! | The heart's foft focial ties, and cherith peace 5 
‘Where realms from defarts rife, and ruins bloom ! | Then trumpets anfw'ring trumpets fhrill and far, 
Where conqueft {preading to embrace diftrefe, -”, Swell t@ the founding wind ‘th’ infpirin, war; 

ete-feofe ambition, not to wafte, but blefy¢ ‘There the rous'd foul in exercife grows Tong, :. 
There pow'r inverts deftruction into birth, #| Nor pools to puddly foulefs Ropp’d toolong:’ 
And the prolific {word empeoples earth F =>. Strength’ning and ftrengthned by the poet’s firey 

"here defolation, fruitful in decay, oar 


: Thete mofic’s meaning voice exalts defire;’ 
des into opulence, and ftrengthens fway.' ‘There harmony not.drowns but quickens thoughty. 
‘There ports (unnative) indrawn feas confing; . 


_ | And fools unfecling words by notes are caught. 
And climbing ftreams o’tr channel’d mountains |. Soft figh’d the prince; for fuff ring mutic pain’d, 
: fhine;- And Poly hymnia rifing warm complain’d's * 
i There pubic Splendor fwallows private pridef Deign to be told impartial, gen’rous, wife, 
) And claims which all men fhare in all men guide ; | Why fraitlefs eloquence indignant flies; 
| There art tewarded ftrains excited (kill, <| Gall'd at loft time in cafes vainly clear’d; 
Till dazzling wonders wid'ning empire fills 


At truths untouching, and at founds unheard - 
‘The fierce free Tartar; fees the Tareat taught, - ‘| “Blofhing, while oratory’s lab’fing ftrains , 
Grins at advancing rule, and pants for thought ¢ On pre-decifion wate derided pains; z 
. Then in long link, new nations forward draw, And flourith'd periods to no purpofe finey-- 
And the drain’d wilds of nature crowd to law. Like fans in defarts, without notice fhine; 
Hail promis'd land !—Ail now that feems feveré, | Hating grave infult, I difdain to flay, 
Isthut removing hence we leave you here. 


Where talk but trifles, and where tropes but play ee 
Urania ftopp’d and bow’d.—The prince whofe If-ferious chet’ric fweats where {necring‘mutes” 
heart* { : 4 


As a, Haft’ning the-hurried quettion, crop difputes ; 
lily tonfefs'd the’ pow'r of cherith’d art? It law félle argument, yet forms mut reig®, -" 
Nobly approving praife fo jvftly warm, -: And cuftom pleading, equity is vain; 

Smil'd confcious of his inborn right to charm: ” 


‘| If the dark pulpit’s thort myfterious art, ee 
Next rofe Terpfichore,—melodious mufe } Lifts faith to heav’n, aed datmns the moral heart 
Soft her firft accents like defeending dews 


3 i> | Bear me, difhonour’d Ged! to fome plain fate, 
Sweet, and flow fwelling, till in livelier found, 


4 Where truth, in fpite of aye and no, is weight ; 
Gay’to the favith’d eat quick tranfports bound: | Where pleas of right a reas’ning bench perfuade, 
‘Tah'd-to the tuneful voite each ttembling tree And juftice {corns in precedent to trade 3. . 
Strain’d its tugg'd roots, and labour'd to be free’: | Where no bold blafphemy would faith enflave, 
“Warm'd through’ the wak’ning ftone the fculprur’d | But humble, honeft, doubting works, can faves 

: eat . ~ ""- f_ Euterpe, watchful of her fifter’s clofe,; 
Of every ftartitg flatue feem’d to-heary Snatch’d her funk cadence, and impatient rofe ; 
Air catch’d, and féngth’ning back the magy notes, + Pleafure, the cry'd, is mine, mine the gaytkill, 
Curls, while the undulating mufic floats, ° ~~ To paint the fancy, and adorn the will. 

Earth lif’ning to inhale harmonious pain, « But where dry avarice has talte betray "dy 

bi, ¢'d it in fofe vibration back again. - * Pleafuge is robbery in. mafquerade; », «..- 
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Gan 
Contending fexes puth one.common aim, ~ 
And youth, and wit, and beauty, meet to game; 
At cards ta conquer, or at dice to fweep, 
Is cl the humble joy the polith’d reap. 

Or, if afpiring to robufter praife, 5 
Some livelier genius warmth more active fwayss 
‘Yhen frock’d in groomy fleeknefs, tight and fmart, 
‘The pert.cap’d racer dares the jockey’s arts". 
At ftake and plare his {kill protoundly fhown, 

He from his herle’s worth prefumes his own. 

Or, nobly ftung by John the coachman’s claim, 
Climbing th’ advent’rous/box, difputes his fame; 
Scatt'ring malignant duit, cracks voice and thong, 
Glows for a livery’s r.ght, and burns along : 
Proudly difplay’d, looks back, and fhouts to find 
Poor confcious John, lefs glorious, hang behind, 

Not fo th’ Olympian rivals charm’d of old, 
‘When fiery youths in whirling chariots roll’d ; 
"ren the watch'd fignal bade the rank disjoin, 
And ruthing wheels diffolv’d the breaking line: 
Strain’d to th’ expanded whip’s impulfive found, 
‘Light leap’d th’ exulting axles o’er the ground, - 
*Twixt crowding nations, partial, punting, gay, 
‘The prais’d, plum’d hero fkim’d the Jefs’ning way, 
‘The imoking fleeds obcy’d the watchful rein, - 
And winding warlike, fwept the fhouting plain, 
Now graceful rais’d, now pendent in carcer, 
High aod far-glitt'ring,. fhone the chariotecr, 
Firm in his feat, fuperior in his mien, ; 
Flew-o'er the courle, and flam'd along the green; 
Martial in gefture, eminent in grace, 

His birth and grandeur light’ning from his face. 

Or, if to fwecter contelt match'’d he mov'd, 
“And in fome ball, led the kind hand he lov'd, 
‘The modctt fair, flow through the mazy dance, 
Swam to the love-fick foul in foft advance ; 

No light. coarfe frifking kick’d off woman's air, 
No ftrong ftretch’d limb out-trod attraction there, 
+ Decent their pleafures, and difereetly weigh'd, 
AAtive the youth, and delicate the maid : 
Honour by elegance its right maintain’d, --_ 
‘And thought correéting rapture, prudence reign’d. 
-Mournfal Melpomene, with tragic frown, 
Spoke next ;: and thus deplor'd a taftclels town, 
Why ftrove the fcenic mufe to, fhine in vain, ¥ - | 
Where wit is levity, and art is gain? 
Where Jaw"t blind hope would curb 
rage, ah 
"Vet left“andue contempt to taint the Rage ? 
Flence theatres negiedicd into fhame, 
Catching at concourfe, purity difclaim, ._ 
"By pow’r deforted, make their humbler court, 
"To rake and rancotr, or to fool and fport 3 
Piqu'd to reprifal, unconfed'rate wit, 
‘Noting the popular, evades the fit. 
Then the play plots on ftete-craft, laughs at truth, 
‘Mifguides allegiance, or unfinews youth; © 
‘Thither crowds faction to be taught complaint, 
Where pow'r, the martyr, might have reign’d the 
faint. , 
There wifdom bleeds, by, pleafure’s feath’ry dart, 
And love's loofe hand unftrings the flacken’d heart; 
"Vhere difcontent firft tries her tim’rous force, 
Hints and fads help aud dare: her dang’rous | 
courle; : : 


corruption’s 






































_THE WORKS OF HILL . 
‘There froth, farce, flatt'ry, chance, fedition, rules 


And virtue {carce finds place in virtue's {chool. 

Farewell, forfaken ftage—when courts refufe 
To urge wit’s rvand’ring rein, the thames'a mule; 
Hail, from afar! thou fate-foretelling light! 
Beaming prognoftic through the eye of nightd 
Kindling 2 hundred realms, th’ enliv'’ning flame 
Wings the wak'd energy of courted fame, 

There empire flafhing into glory’s blaze, 
Confcious intention blufhes not at praife ; 
There {purring virtue, wit has leave to mean, 
And pow’r exciting paffion prompts the feene, 

So muft it be ere tragic fire is felt, (pelt, 
Bot where guave thoughts are marks for fools to 
Where tir'’d illit’rate viewlefs yawning pride 
Mutt hear unliftning, and untaughe decide, « 
There let loft fentiment mifpoint no beam, 

To hope were blindnefs, and to with a dream, 

Up leap’d Thalia, glowing red with rage, 
Fir’d and indignant at a farceful age ; 

Shall comedy’s infulted mufe, the cry’d, . 

Hold hoops to tumblers ——— 

She paus’d—unable to proceed ;—figh'd ftrong's 
Repell’d the big dif¢ain—and trac’d her wrongs 

Shall comedy for fworded harlequin 
Split lathes, aud arm him for the mimic feéne?- 
While he, proud impotence, with modith ftrut,, 
Cocks bluff, diffufive of his wooden cut: 
Mutt the fwing gypfies o’er the witmow’d pit, - 
Mounting pofteriors in defect of wit; | : 

Or clap fome human whirlwind’s blaft’ring rage, 
That o'er twelve heads defcending thakes the ftage. 
Stare while th’ unmanly reptile’s wriggling twift 
Threads the ftarv'd ladder, and defcends unhifs'd ? : 
Or, for the rope-afpirer’s jirkful tread, 
Shall the poife right their emblematic lead ? 
No---let implor’d expulfion wing me hence.!. ... 
Far Jet me fiy'to fome fair feat of fenfe; (grace, 
Where life’s ftoll’n humour glows with sairchiwl 
And comic pi@ure copies nature’s face ; E 
Where imag'd paffion, dear to the polite, 
Leaves low buffoon'ry to the rabble’s right. 
Tir'd, yet untahk'd, let me no longer wait, . 
Laughing unheeded---at the laughing great; 
While with the roar of boys to tricke they run,. 
Which mobs dhould-fbout at, and the wife should, 
hun. sf 
‘Gravely, good fouls! referving folid feorn, [born 
For thoughts to feel whofe force themfelves were: 
Warmi'd in wit’s caufe, lamenting genius toft, 


4 Nor tafting ecftaty at judgment's coft, 


Lift'ning Germanicus, with penfive grace, 
Revolv'd wilh’d foft’nings for a pitied racez 
When like a trumpet pouring mufic’s flood, 
Speaking Calliope thrill’d through his blood, 

_ There was a prince! ab, bid me add, exe.long 


.| There is !---impulfive of the epic fong. 
| Flame of imperial prominence he fhin’d; 


Terror at once, and @harm of human kind! 
Allthe foft praife of focial life his duet 

All the rais’d pow'rs of arms and arts he knew 5 
Fearlefs, impeli’d his father’s fortune on; 

And in youth’s dawn a dazzling victor fhone 3° 
in force refiftlefs, yet undaring wrong; 


tloneht in vengeatice, and in pity ftrong. 
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Without dwele war, in all her thund'ring din # | Safe in fage politics cohceal-Your wit ; 
While peace in ail her ftilinefs wept withia. ‘Then by my bounty quality'd to Gt, 
Form’d for'a lover, for a thinker taiighe ; - Hine Cornish boroughs might aiign you place, 
‘Bloodtefs reflective eminence he fpught: Where mix'd unthought of you may fhun difgrace, 
Bgre to be greateft, chofe but to be belt ; There, breathing unfulpected influence lurk, . 7 / 
Bit heav’n that knew his afe, forbad his ret: - “Wii patient progrefs crowns your arduons work, 
“Chen from the calms vf conqu’rin thought he rofe, |. Thence thall defcending radiance tafte conveys ./ 
Giow'd in cempeftuous war, and fcorn'd repole. And wilkng kingdoms make the mtles way. ™ 
Uncrown'd, gave crowns at will, their-therus un- | Till time flow fav’riug you may quit difyuife, 
ig try'd; - - on | And wear wit plain emong th’ unlaughing wife. ° 
And more than reigning, without reigning died. Paufing, he fmil'd humanity fo kind, [mind = 
Such, though the iand [ leave could fhow me | That ev'ry mufe wae touch'd, and chang’d her . 
fill, a ee ae All bow'd confent. to his grave purpofe wrought 5 
Calm feafons call not for a pitot's fkill. z And thus Urania vaie'd her fifter’s thonght. 
Peace is the blefling commerze loves to choofez |’. Born toa pzople’s hearts, their darling thine; 
But war and glory tafe the epic mufe. Let ev'ry with; and hope, and joy, be thing, 
Farewell, fure fubjed of my future fong. Mov’d by the magic mercy of thy view, 
»TWhen rifing Ihameful at a people’s wrong, We feel good counfel, and embrace it too. 
~ Intimes yet diftant, thy rememb'ring hand One fole condition grant, and we obey 
Lets loofe correction at fome foreign land, No dang’rous notice muft detec our flay, 
‘hen loud as thy applaufe, reclaim us all; Hid in thy grove, eachi menial mufe fhail claim 
And every mufe of nine (hali wait thy call... Domedtic fheiter from reproach and thanle; 
-Speaking, flee rofe; and with her rifing flow) Till by thy fcheme their yet unrivall’d friend, 
Her eight fad fifters, fighing, turn’d to £9. Their influence widens, and their fuff rings end. 
Lively, upfarting from his thadow’d feat, ‘Then thowa the world, and privileg'd to pleafe,” 
Stay (cry'd the prince alarm’d)--fufpend retreat. | And garh’ring face and fathion by degrees, 
Jutt though your anger, yet revenge forbear Seen at affemblies belies may jokes forbear; 
Left taught by mufes, man forgets to fpare. Nor fhocking modeft flrangers turn and ftare! 
Too foon degen’rate nature warps awry, Thus, in his fhade from public pain exem ty 
‘The bad to copy, and the good to fly: + 4 Sleeping. the vilionary poet dreamt. ... [theres 
-vdFlave you beheld wit's fiream difcolour'd glide, | Then wak'dy and found his tparkling prince was 
And pour'd loft azure on th’ unconfcious tide? | But ex'ry empty mule was lot in air. : 
Think ne blame yours, who heav'n’s beft tincture : 
ing, 
To ftain the current, yet negled the fpring, 
‘Would you at once Cotrulean depth renew ?, 
And gayly bright’sing “Auth - th’ improvement 
7 through ? . ee 
- High at the fource th’ infufive tinge beftow ; 
And ev'ry downward drop fhali tin@ur'd flow. - 

But while a vagrant iufpiration ftrays, 

And here and there unlicens'd pow'r difplayas 

Though fep'rate individual Mlrollers hare 

Some uncellective fcatt’rings of your care; ’ 

‘This way and that though fome faint hint of lighe, 
- Gleams like a metgor, and fbrinks back in night, 

Or, ming'lirg beams to form fome deathlefs blaze, 

Onee in an aye you Popes or Thomfons raife : - 

All the dot labour ferves but to exprefs 

How wide our.wante! how thiply we poffef ! 

Till the day breaks exped no gen'ral glow ; 

For the fky darken'd keeps al! dark below. 

Here for wit's fountain dream not of a coure, 
Falfe and injurious fight rh’ unweigh'd report. . 
Meant for a clime where thrones appropriate 

pow'r, 2 s . 
And one man's paffions all mens rights devour. 
But in free Mates where liberty may choofe, 
‘Tafte knowa no monarch, and obeys ne mife, 
Senates their mufes, property their aim; M 
Their boaft but fafety—and their plaything fame, 

‘No—would your willing culture wafte no toil? 
Would your bays thrive in a relu@ant foil? 
Dudile of form, and changing fhapes at will, 
Allume ney (cs, nga anace,uew views, now fail. 
















CAMILLUS: A POEM, 


|| Hombly inferibed to the Rizht Honourable Oharlég Boot 
of Peterberough and Monmouth. Written in the 
year 17670 7 : 


Wuen injur’d heroes fuffer in their fante, 
Juftice unfumnion'd fhould their wrongs proclaim } 
But Phocbus’ fon thould raife refentment higher, 
And light up vengeance with poetic firs. 
For where injuftice clouds a noble name, 
The patron’s feandal is the poet's thame. 

Permit, great Sir, my humtble mufe to raife 
A privace monument of public praig:: ~ 
Unbend your mighty foul, and ftoop to fame, 
Whofe voice fall fyuug 20 heaven your glorions 

mame. 

Minds that are great like yours difgain applaufe, 
Their inborn virtue gives their reafon laws: 
Above the reach of malice bleft they lve, 
Proud to be envy'd, aud like heaven forgive. _ 
Whar depth of line muft my rais’d fancy find, 
To found th’ unfathom’d ocean of thy mind ! ¢ 
Or through the lab’rinth of thy wonders wind | 
How dares my unrry’d pen attempt a verle, 
Worthy thy godlike actions to rehearfe ? 
How dares my flute’ring niufé invade that fry, 
Where Virgil, cagls-wing‘d, would fail to fly ? 
Dark in my breaft tumultuous tefrors roll, 
And rifing paffions thake my lab’ring foul : 
Encount’riny reafons through my judgment thing, 
Some urge and fome forbid the vat defiga ; 
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ere juftice {ummons---there my youth denies; 
uty to this, to that my will replies, 
Refolv'd at Jaft you fafe return to greet, 
throw my worthlefs punthers at your feet 5 
ifur'd.the generous goodnefs of your eye ~ 
ill fee my zeal, and pafs my errors by. 
But if my feeble genius chance to fail, ° 
FNor ardent pray’rs can with the nine prevail ; 
Think, Sit, how various your great aéts appear! 
‘There war and glory---wit and honour here : 
Qne glitvring moment {preads your wond’rovs 
“fame, * i an 
Battles and bloodfhed celebrate your name, 
‘Now the great hero in a purple flood 
Plunges through ftormy feas of hoftile blood. 
Now ftrides with fkilful courage from afar, 
‘Lo ftop fome gap of unfuccefsful wars”, 
Another moment fmoothly gilds his face 
PW ith lovely fweetnefs and delightful graces 
calmly he tunes his mind to fofter fports, _ 
And lives the matchlefs paragon of :courts. 
| No wonder then if my prefirmptuous eye, © 
‘Viewing thy fun ‘of excellence too nigh, 
Dazzled with light, is fore’d ta look awry t 
A traveller, who thus without a guide, — * 
O'er Lome unmeafor'd tra& attempts to ride; 
“Where thoufand paths of equal breath appear, 
And each fair courfe feems fafe alike to fteer, *’ 
(May fpite of iricteft caution lofe his way, - > 
And {carce be juftly faid to go aftray, 
* In peace the fam'd Hifpania long had flept, 
And free poffeffion of her tndi¢s kept ? 
ade poor by plenty, dull content fhe knew, 
Her flrength declining as her riches grew ; 
‘Till £orc'd to valour fhe begins too late, 
And climbs unwilling bus to pull down fate. 
Their fecond Charies refign’d his princely breath, 
And f{wift-wing’d fame proclaim’d th’ expected 
5 death; 4 6 
uddén the trumpet echoes from afar, 
And friendly nations rife to furious war't 
‘The hardy veterans their arms prepare, 
And waving basiners fai thé heated air : 
‘The fprightly fteeds with lofty bounds advance, 
And curb’d by fkillful riders proudly prance: ~ 
A wild confufion o’er the globe is hurl’d, 
Aud warlike ear#hquakes fhake the Chriftian world. 
‘The Auftrian prince, heir in affirm’d defcent, 
"To grafp thé’crown his ftrong endeavours bent 
‘Bourbon oppos'd, and in the vacant throne 
Would place a royal offtpring of his awt.. 
Doubtful the right-.-but pow'r which all obey; 
Appear’d to juitify the fecond’s fway: - 
"The arms of France allure the voice of Spain, 
And Anjou feated will his poft maintain. = 
| Sighing the young prevented Auftrian ftands, 
Aid lifts to gracious heaven his eyes and hands; 
Implores {wilt juftice to an injur’d man; 
And heaven directs bis prayers to heaven’s vice~ 
* gerent- Anne, . 
Thither they fy whom powr’ful wrongs opprefs, 
And find a certain fhelter from diftrefs : 
‘By her the proud afpirer daily bleeds, 
And biafe’d monarchs wait her dreaded deeds, 
[a though difpleas'd, to her decrees they ftand, 
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And own the fate of Europe in her hand, 
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‘Thither with tow’ring hopes afd longing ¢ 
‘The young excluded  aech fwiftly flies; 
Whifpers in Anna's ear his weighty grief, ~ 
And from her pityfig foul extracts relief. 
At her command th’ intrepid Britons fly, 
Exert their inborn worth, and proudly die : ~ 
Pieas’d with their fate they deaiy fell their breath, © 
And fmile amtidft the raging pangs of death. 
A chofen band of thefe who all things dare, 
For diftant war their mighty fouls prepare : 
‘Through ew’ry car their glorious canfe they ring 
‘Fo curb proud France, and right an injur’d king. 
O’er thefe a chief by art and nature grac’d, 
Renown’d in war and policy was plac’d ; ‘ 
“Beyond mankind his judgment could difcern,- ... * 
And much improve what others could not learn: : 
He ow'd no virtue to a drcad of fhame, *- 
No feeming honefty w promis’d fame : 
On its own bafe in him true honour ftood, 
Wath’d by a generous tide of noble blood. 
Him the great Anna chofe-.Camillus go 
Revenge my brother on his haughty foe; © ~~ 
Guard hinvto Spain-.-there let my will be known, . 
‘And feat the monarch in his ravifh’d throne. ‘ 
The valiant chief without ambition brave, _! 
Humbly receiv’d the weighty charge fhe gave 
Deftin'd in fpite of malice to be great, eZ 
His daring foul contemns the tricks of Rates 
Swiftly he bids his glad commanders meet, 
And lead their army to the waiting fleet. 
Their {welling hopes the fwelling gales invite, 
And heaven and they propitioutty unite ; 
In loud fatutes the deep-mouth’d cannons roar, 
Aalwer'd by zealous wifhes from the thore: 
Whence mingled crowds their hearty prayers re- 
peat, : at . * 
Till rifing waves obfcure the failing fleets 
On the extremeft limits of that land, > - 
Through which the Tague rich'im golden fand,. 
His rapid courfe in depths of waters bends, 
And twice two hundred miles his ftream extends 3. 
Old Barcelona flrong by nature ftands, 
Aod rules a vaft extent of fertile Jands: 
With.rocky mountaits half environ’d round), °~ 
“Phe other half by bogs and marfhy ground + 
Beneath her walls furrounding trenches lie, 
Beyond thofe depths rife bulwarks’vaflly high 


, 


| Walls within walls the folid place defend, 


Where watchful centinels their charge attend : ; 
Whence trains of Hollow brafs with fiery breath, 
Vomit black fulph’rous meflages of death; 


‘| Ramm’d with deftragtion, burft with horrid roar, 


And {catter’d terrors round the trembiing fhore,- 
Hither with crowded fails the Britons bent, 

Big with the meflage their great miftrefs fent. - 

Their warlike fouls to emulation rife, ~ : 

And breathe out pious wifhes to the fkies-; : 
; And now thofe powers which. brave défigns-ate-: - 

- tend, = . 

Had bronghe their voyage to a happy end... 

From Barcelona’s tow’rs with wild affright, - Sp 

‘The trembling foe beholds th’ unwelcome fight; _ 

A mighty fleet approaching by degrees, : 

tm graceful order ploughs the fmiling feas; 5 

Harmonious mufic fpreads the joy,they bring, 

Aad clam’rous hhouts proclaim the coming king 3 
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4 Strove not to hide the hazard of the tafk, 
Nor cover danger with a gilded mafle : 
He bidseach foldier like himfelf perform, 
And by example wins ’em to the ftorm. , 

The rofy morning ufher'd in the fun, 
Which was to fee a bloody. bufineis done ; 
Hia beams fhone bright to guide the battle well, 
And drank their blood in pity as it fell: 
Eight hundred Britons on this glorious day, 
‘| O'er' pathlefs forefts force their oblique way ; 
Tn tedious march o’er high afcents they pat, _ 
And won the dangerous precipice at lat. 

With, ftrange furprife the Spaniards ruth te 

_ arms, 

And bells rung backward ia confus'd alarms: 
‘Phe fummon’d foldiers hurry’d to their poft, 
And pour whole vollies on the climbing hoft : 
Repeated charges from the cannons fly, 
Like fiery meteors blazing through the fry : 
‘The fhatcer'd limbs of men who nobly dare, « 
Are borne on bullets through the daming air: 
The difmal profpe& fhocks the braveft hearts, 
And adds new motion to disjointed parts; 
The brave Camillus with a fierce delight, 
Drives on the headlong fury of the fight ; 
Urges his bleeding troops ftill higher and higher, 
And (catters death for death, and fire for fire, 

Thus, when of old the mighty giants ftrove 
To cheek the boundlefs power of angry Jove ; 
With force like this, but in a caufe lefs good, 
The huge Briareus, their great leader, food; 
‘The folid centre thakes beneath his weight, 

Who, all-unknowing, or unfearing fate, 

Kicks at the thunder which with horror files; 

And while {wift lightning flafhes in his eyes, 

‘Tears up a bundred rocks and hurls ‘em at the 
fkies. . 

But now aloft the mingled war grows high, 
On heaps promifctious numbers fall and die; * 
Rivers of blood from the mix'd battle flow, 

Till death fearce fees to guide a deftin’d blow. . 

The walls are won, the Spaniards fofe the day, 
And crowding Britons win the cover’d way: 
While fome on high the conquer'd pafa defend, 
Others below by mutuaj help afcend : 

No more the driven foes their fortune try, 

But quit their bloody battlements and fly : 
Defpair and horror fill the difmal place, 

And terror fits enthron’d on every face. 
Deftructive fate grows cruel to excefs, 

And rages blindly in her blackeft drefs: 

Matrons and virgins weep with bitter cries, 

And noify forrows pierce the diftant tkies, - 

But ceafe, miftaken wretches! ceafe your moas, 
Proud of your conqu’ror your conqueft awn; 
Your friends vitorious might tyrannic be, 

Your foes but conquer you to fet you free. 
No bafe defign diftains a Briton’s caufey 
But pity guides the {word which juftice draws. 

With fuch fuccefs was that great day begun, 
Which not the army but their general won : , 
While he impatient his great tafk to end, 

Which heaven appear’d fo early to befriend, 

Cheers his glad foldiers with divided gain, 

And leads "cng dover undreading to the plain 
‘Zeiiy 7 


~The founding trumpets his intent declare, ~ 

» And waving ftreamers flourifh in the air: 
yArriv'd at length the cannons loudly roar, 
(And thake with panic fright the wond’ring fhore: 

Mean while the Spaniards all thir force prepare, 

“Ard arm confus'dly for defenfive war: ™ 
Blind with amazement and ignoble fear, 
‘They double all the Britoné that appear ¢ 
Alt think with horror England now had bent 
Her utmoft force, to form one grand defcent. 
But when they faw fo mall a number laad, 
~ And boldly tread the furface of their fand, 
The paler marks of fear forfook their face, 
dnd wonder far more great {upplies the place. 
An equal force withirf their walls they found, 
»Yet fear'd to meet their foes on equal ground: _ 
‘They faw, with wonder at an act fo vain, 
Th’ undaunted Britons win the neighb’ring plain, 
‘Where foon their fquadrons form’d @ camp, and 
; then {men. 
They thought or dreaded they were more chan 

Thus had the great Camillus fore’d his way, 
And void of fear in midft of dangers lay : 
Impatient of delays, the Auftrian youth, 
Deep-touch'd with furrow, litten’d to the truth; 
He law the weaknefs of his daring few,“ ~ 
And with concern his foe's advantage knew: 
The brazen tubes of death were mounted high, 
And clouds of rolling fmoke obfcur’d the fky ; 
All this‘aud more from his fa.all camp was feen, 
And death difguis’d with horror ftalk'd between. 
™ The aged chicfs in cautious war grown eld, 
‘Would rather be too backward than too bold: 
Therefore advis'd the prince to hafte away, 

Since ‘twas fearte pofible to live and ftay. 

‘The prince with melancholy thoughts oppreft, 
Came to Camillus and unlock’d his breaft ; 

Told him the pangs of forrow, fhame, and rage, 
Which thook the blooming comforts of his age :’ 
Told him the flames in which his foal would burn, 
Should he thus unfuccefsfully return. 

With grief the gen’rous Briton heard him tell 
The deep misfortunes he but knew too well ; : 
He rolls his eyes, accufes partial fate, 

And tells the Auftrian that he fhould be great, 

" Refolv’d to act, the council {peak in vain, 
And by debates protrad the fall of Spain 
Camillus had a foul whofe heavenly fire 
Could compafs ali things, and to all afpires 

* Bimfelf alone could with himfelf debate, 

* And mov’d obfcurely like the hand of fate. ° 

Hard by the towers of Barcelona ftands, 

High on the rocks o’erlooking neighb’ring lands, 
A flrong-built caftle, whofe extended fway- 
Obliges ev'n the city to obey. 

Five hundred men the folid ramparts keep, 

On socks beyond imagination fteep 

Whence roiling ftones invading foes can chafe,* 

- When with an aching eye they climb the dreadful } 

‘ lace. 5 

This sees the fource whence victories mui flow, 
Hither the Britith chicf refolv'’d to go: 

Unus'd to fear, and more unus’d to boat,” 
With tcmp'rate words he cheer’d his wend’ring 
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Ranges "em widely near the city’s-bound, 
Refolv’d to force a place they fcarce furround. 
‘Thus moves he brightly like fue wand’ ring ftar, 
And {corns the heavy arts of common war: 
Jn their own fire his matchlefs actions blaze 5 
He needs no counfel, and he feeks na-praife1 
While other generals tedious projets form, 
He thinks artd adts, and wins applaufe by ftormy 
With furious courage ftands and tempts his fate, 
But heaven ftiil {pares the man to blefs the face. 
With threat’ning look each ready Briton ftands, 
* And tharp-edg'd weapons grace their warlike hands; 
“Oblequious filence waits the general's nod, . 
Aa auicient Grecians watch'd the Delphian gad. 
Mean while, each trembling tow’r with horrid 
- "-. dread, sok See 
Lonfen'd its walls and theok its batter’d head 
The lofty works which fhould the town defend, 
‘The Socks of hoftile thunder widely rend ; 
Amidtt thefe crowds of terror and defpair, : 
‘The Britone for a fharp affault prepare; 
‘The Spaniards fee ahd than the louring fates, 
And widely open-their fubmiffive- gates. 
And now the mighty deed is greatly done'y 
A king relievid, and kingdoms bravely won. 
‘The warlike chief, with glory fir'd his breatt, 
Forgot his pleafures and furfook his ret ; 
The Auftrian fix'd—He bravely onward bent, 
And conguet’d rebel countries as he went: 
“The Qubborn Catalans unvs'd to bow, 
Gladly fubmit to firm fubje ion now. 
‘With joyful shouts their happy monarch greet, 
And jeave their mountains for the regal faat ; 
"That flrong-built fort, whofe fate the reft excell’d, 
And thrice ten thoufand Gallic foes repell’d, 
Afraid to flrive, her iron gates untock’d, 
Aud gladly open’d when Cariiillus knock’d, 
To his fuccefstul arms whole nations yield, 
An freely give him up an untry’d field. © 
At his blefs'd feet the rich Tortofa lay, 
And matehlefs condu@ gain’d him Leriday 
Nalencia’s kingdom glorioafly he won, 
And triumph’d o'er the proftrate Arragon, 
__ But hold, unwary mule: no higher foar; 
He who did this, alas, muft do no niore | 
Oh. that thy oumbers could but reach my ait 
How would I celebrate his glorious name { 
How would J paint the battles he has won, 
And all the noble adtions he has done { 
‘How would { paint hint filling gen’rour blood, 
And tempting ‘death for his dear country’s good | 
How would I drag his two illuftrious fons," 
Proud of their mangled fleth and thatter’d bones I 
How would I tone my elevated forig, r 
. and fhame the men who do Camillus wrong! ~ . 
“° But ince his works through clouds are forc’d- 
tofhine, .-°~ ate . 
How could hope fuceeds from fuch as 
‘Let virtue be rewarded if it can, ° 
‘When gratitude forgets fo great a man, 


mine? 
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“SREE THOUGHTS UPON FAITH 
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Syle—~or aflociated—conceivelels power ! 
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,| O'erleap thofe azure voids, where thou; 


oS aE am? 
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“In fearch of whom o’erflretch'd iden burs; ° 
And fenfe rolls back on darkuefs—caufe yncaus'd!, 
Progreflive unbeginuer—wi hopt. end!” ‘ 
Giver of thought, ah guide it——Arm @ mind; 

’ Tremblingly ftrnsk—toflem but one thort glimpfe; 
One diftant, tranfient, momontary flath . aie 
OF thy keen Jight—and live !~-oh, far from dreant. 
To draw th’ Almighty’s. deign’d approach too 


Dear . se 
All that my foul’s touch’d fenfe afpires to tell 
F Is, that fhe dares not view thee, thou who know’& 
The mufe’s confcious rev’rence, aid her fong. 
Avwfully thrinking from th’ affumer's hand, 
That points me to thy place, thy power, thy will, 
Aftonish'd at hie pride ! I ftwrt—and fly.” : 
© pitiey of prefumption ! whence afpires 
Awak’ning dutt's brief glance of fhadowy life, 
To Jaunch its little plummet---into depths , 
Profounder than Eternity !—how dare 2a 
O’erweening, hnole-blind furrowers of dark earth 
Engrofs to their low felves, their Gods whole cara} 
| Slight nobler orbs, a¢ fkirts to this dim ball, 
‘Vhat day by day folls’ round its eyelets bulk, 
Vo beg tight’s needful alms from one kind funy... 
Whily crags fuperior to congeption’s bound, : 
See funs ip millions o’er new worlds pour blaze, 
\Yet reach but confines of new funs, and die. * 
Require not thele vaik works of God, God’a 
race ae . 
Proportton'd to their vaftnefs 2.--how then dares 
Cunceit’s proud pref'rence of its own clay’d cott 
iby and 
















pace, ee each 
And number, and immenfity, aré Toft, 
And comprehenfion aches tg fcalegrepylfe 
Whence had man’s infeédt arrogance of gu 
Such impotent outftarting, to prefume 
His momentary nothingnels of yralfp, > re 
Could know, tak, limit, and defcribe his God { 
Say, bigot boafter of unmanner'd zeal, 
‘Thon that art impudently fure of heaven ! 
And, cov'ring blaiphemy behiad faith’s name, ,,. 
Sinn’ft deepeft where moft fan@ified !--weigh, 
paufe, . ; 
Think---anfwer not from cuftom's light affent gs 
But the try’d foul’s true teft unwarp’d within. : 
4s it in revelation’s awfu)} claim {wil 
That duft fhould dase mifplead th’ Almighty’ 
For infult on his juitica? Dare men pafs % 
For intimates of heaven, who thus degrade 
Th! all-gladd’ning Lord of all thofe widaing 
‘ worlds é 
To one peor partial care of one poor part * 
“Of ote'poar corner of one world’s poor clan 2! 
Our with this av’rice of fanaric ferape! 
That, pinching to itfelf God's nibbled grants -- 
Hedg'd'in th’ Eternal’s common! Greedily 
: Foreftall’d all power of op’ning myftery’s gate 
For its own pick-lock tribe, urkey’d by heaven. 
Why, if enlighten’d moft, thould will moft dark 
Bid thefe few fav’rite handled fpies of grace > 
Conceal from modeft doubt their arts to know % 
Why, if poffefs’d of fome eductive clue, _ 
That fhews loft diffidence truth’s lucid ray, 
Claim they confent iniplicic? Why fubmire 
Belief to bold aflumptivn ?---Tafelefs faith 
ee gene tee Tt 
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Didhonours where it worthips.- Heaven difdaing 
Obedience from the hlind.: and every tec, 
~Were orthodox, if to believe is proof. 

_To me---nor let the rev’rence of my paule 
Offend the power that caas'd it! 4t thould feem 
More impious to decide of God than doubt. 

Oft when { pant for aid to hake diftrutt, 
Humbling imperious reafon ; while 1 bend 
‘With meek attention to the calls of faith, 
Where pious fury leads the paltor gall; 
And what falls fhort in proof o’erflows in.rage. 
‘While revelation, thund’ring on my ear, — [ven! 
Low-rates my heart’s admiffion, help me, Hea- 
To check th’ impaflive ftruggler’s infelt bint, 
That afke how Gud's-almighty ? if his will 
‘Who made this captious world whereon we crawl 
Could to the worm cali’d man be fhown in vain. 
If ‘twas the Maker’s law to man proclaim’d, i 
By man’s refifilefs God, my trembling foul 
Whifpers in thiv’ring horror! Oh ‘tis range? 
God wiil’d---God [poke that will--yet 
proud dirt! - 
Divides, difputes, examines, difobeys ! 
Had Heav'’n requis’d, could Heav'n want force 
7 | to eaufe? 3 tees Ae ity hae 
Dr, not requiring, why was Heav'n profan'd? 
Hum from thy dofky hive, unreas’ning drone, 
Stretch thy tame wings, heave thy dull fearch 
along, {wide. 
Leave thy cav'd home behind, and look more 
Seeft thou not every where earth's emmet fwarme, 
Scheming their buly mount’s loofe crumbling hope 
- For the next cataragt dbower, that {weeps down 


IL. 
Buch are the toils of Muftis, Popes, Pauwaus, «° 
hamas agd Rabbis,\Morabuhts, Bonzees, 
All the Jong-labouring props of faith’s lo boaft, 
Fabrice of tow’ry air, that fright and die, 
O'er worthips thus diftingt have fep'rate gas 
_ Prefided ? or beneath but fep’rate names 
Did one fole power infpire divided prayers, 
Aad {milingly accept ‘em? Nature feels 
This queftion ; and methioks I hear her woice 
Bid reafon thus reply---lf but one light 
Uafur’d falvation’s coyrfe, unfocketed, 
Unlanthern’d, it had known no cprtail’d thine, 
All dark had been illumin’d :---ne’er-with-held 
Jatt Heaven, from more than half th’ extended 
globe, [caus’d. 
“all glimpfe of dawn, yet’ eure'd the gloom he 
Or, grant fome race indulg’d with kinder fmile, 
‘Why partial to the proud, fin’s haoghticit fons? 
Net heedlefs of unfolded flocks, more meck, 
More aw'd, more fimply ferious, in fuith’s field, 
Anxious in adoration’s twilight gleam, 
-And proftrats, though negledied. Why again 
In truth’s appropriate and {elected feats 
Shoots Eden’s heaven-watch'd tree, for ever prun’d, 
For ever fruitle{s, into monftrotis growths. + 
‘Of thorn-branch'd oppofition ? If to doubt 
Religion’s lifelefs form were to deftroy 
The effcnce of her purpofe, why o’er lands -. 
"That boat high claims to fyftems heav’n-infpir'd, 
. Spread fchemes of diff’rent texture? Each avow'd 
~ God's own enjoin'd fols path ceveal’d co faves 
CRE ge 








man—. 


gk? 
Alas 1 ’tis man’s proud heart, that, idly fil'd 

'With felf-paid rev’rence for defert mifclaim’J,. 

Grown impious in imagin’d rectitude, ‘ 

Hugs his own day-dreams, idoliz’d within, .. 

And ftyles ’em revelation | Hence the buz.. 

Of honeylefs and ftingful wafps of zeal, 2, 

Alike on all fides heard, and felt on allt, [hell 

“Each-charg'd in heaven’s pretence with menac’d 

4 Jews, Vastars, Bramins, bord’ring Ganges food, 

| Swit hoards of hot Arabia's fwarthy fons, 7 

Far China's datelels race, long Nile’s old claim 

To fuperflition’s childhood, Each heav'n's chcicty 

Yet each from each diftina, all fpurn’d by all, 

Split revelation into canton’d fnarls, |.” 

And murder to dhow mercy; damo to fave: 

_. Ev'n thefe divifions, fubdividing on, —_[points, 

Break from their centre like the wind’s wide 

Yet ewery radius right, and every wrong; 

All err---but each .--peace be to that alone ; 

The reQ let war involve, and curfe their creeds, ' 
Where act thon found, fair charity? fweet, 



















power - wi * 
‘That ftills che flormy foul! foft cherub’s eye! + 
That weep'ft at all this mifchief---feef man’s 

pride goo con v 
Miftaken for_his virtae ; arguing low 
In the calin voice of pity’s whifp’ring God, 
The od’rous breathings of thy balmy huth* 
Fly featter'd on the winds of keen debate. 
Loft and benighted in this warring wild, 
How hall a lightlefs wand’rer find which front 
Bears heav’n’s commiflion’d ftamp? and which 
bold brow, F > 
Fright’ning credulity, mifcals it faith? 
Bid miracles decide contefted claim. 
-] Where are they? call aloud; they fhin to hear.’ 
Prudent reftraint forbids expectant prayer 
To court renewal of old eye-fight proofs, (dumb. 
Which deign’d in days long paft to ftrike deuby 
Dead time’s departed ghoft recorded holds - 
Millions of wonders dene--.Faith's grey fuppo 
—But millions of pretences too diffos'd 
O’er earth's contentious-fac¢, each unlike each, 
As.night’s dim veil compar’d with fun-gilt day. 
Match miracles "gain miracles array'd, : 
And puth back ev'ry angel's vain defcent 
Who comes on grrands hoftile to their own. 
Where miracles try truth no faith is falfe.- . 
What namelefs corner of the world, ustouch"& 
By trade's far-furrowing keel, even fafely usw. 
To the unquenchable and facred thirit |: 
Of miffionary rapine’s haly ken, 
But boatt believ’d defcent of fome kind God 
That chofe their lov’d forefathers, bleft their race, 
And taught ’em for his glory? Fill’d with traf 
In their teanfmitted tale, th’ invited guefts 
Take place at heaven's high table, upmolt all.’ 
The white-fac’d, olive-hu’d, the fably jet, - 
The greafe-anointed, woolly-headed, horn, [ele&, 
Long-hair'd and fhort-hair’d, curl’d. and. eropt 
All fagely fatisfied, all elfe muft err— 
Swol’n with itffative zeal, catch martyrs 
And die, to live again in fcorn of pain. 
Since then th’ extremeft polar tracts of faith, 
Where reafon’s ane eye winks unbeam'd for day, 





fame, 





“a8 
Plead 'miractes itr proof which none can try,, 
Beeaufe but heard, not feen, let learning {un .” 
Stich Hoary feeblenets of palfied plea, 
‘Which error muft aflert, or truth difclaim. 

“But off: ftand wide, make room, ye coarfe 
oo profane! 20 tT 2 
‘Yé vulgar of religion’s fuburb world! 
Ye goats unfhepherded | unfith’d-for fhoals! 
‘Unmelch’d by myftics union’s indrage’d net 
Of never-erring fweep, deduc'd from heaven t 
Room for the papal’ pontiff’s triple crown ! 
‘Now, heretic prefumer! bow, convine’d 
Yafallibility unwinds her fcrolls — * 7 
Saints, martyrs, angels, feventeen cént’ries down 
Link power to 
% os oldsrod, * a ; 
“Letid faith tradition’s line to hook mankind, 
Hail, venerable weaknefs! awful dream ! 
Shade of a thadow ! thou that blindly hop’t, 
By twice nine'age’s loud-concurring noife, ‘ 
‘To drown foft reafon's évidente, yet fhun’tt* 
To recolled how thrice ten cent’ries join’d 
Their vain fupporr, yet faw Jovg’s fabric fall. 
-"Plead’ft thou duration? plead’tt thou breadth 
{of fpace ? : rane 
‘What are thou but an infant's tott’ring ftep, 
Compat’d to’ mightier ‘growths now found no 
more? : te 
‘Where are the deitics of mufe-tongu’d Greece? 
Greece, from whofe hundred fates ftrong fcience 


vbr 


power, and, length’ning truth’s 





flow’d 3° * : a 
” And arms and arts in one mixtd blaze of power 
‘Held out high freedom’s torch to half mankind ! 
here is‘her Phoebus ? where her Neptune now? 
Turn thy fight eaward o'er the time-huth’d 
- *"plainsy awe eee [o'er 
Now grayes of vanifh’d empire, once gleam’d 
¥roin flames on hatlow'd altars, hail’d: by hymns 
“OF fecrs, awakeners of the worthip'd fun, : 
Atk filent Tigris---bid Euphrates tell (frown 
‘Where is thé grove-crown'd Baal, to whofe ftern 
Bow’d haughty Babylon? Chaldea, fam’d * 
For ftar-taught fages; hard Phannicia’s fons, 
Fierce, fear-furmounting, cuchers of the deep, 
‘Who ftretch'd a floating fceptre o'er the feas, 
And made mankind one empire? Where is now 
Egypt's wide-hothag'd [fis ? where the Mare” ‘ 
‘That fhook the thakers of the Roman worid ?.. 
‘Where-thd Teutonic Woden ?-.-jn his name | 
Alone ftitt reverene’d each revolving week” _ 
Even in fait Albion’s ifles.-.-1f'age bore proof, - - 
Why have thefe funk ? why all the lifelefs gods, 
Loft ‘demi-gods, long, namelefs, countlefs, powers 
“Qhat fill’d th’ adoring world with fabled fame? * 
Are they ot dead? whelni'd o’er in time's black 
* ‘tide? Pe CARE Corse 


And known but by-contempt to ment'ry’s claim? 


+ How was this poffible, had roife been’ proof * * 
“Of faith’s extent in {pace, with realms for 
Mellow’d miftake to equity? Par fhort™” 
Of heaven ‘falle time’s peripective---vainly climbs 
Guile-founded god craft,’ Let proitd fortune fpread 
“Whe lie-tipt pyramid’s broad covering bale, "> 
‘Till earch groans wounded at th’ oppreflive weight, 
Suid but the wider ruins osatk its fall,-- rae 














“| When bow'd before his idols ?—Idols, (now) 


guard, 


THE WORKS OF HIE. 
-| Let him who boatts blind muliitudes convine’ 





Or builds on time for truth’s imagin'd tefl," 
Ak his unjudging rathnefs what rent heart 7 
Of Celtic druid but had fhook more bow’d (thads 
Than his Rorm-lab’ring oak, could foie. paic 
That feann’d futurity, pointing through fate, 
Have thown him his infulted Godhead's doont? 
- Nor let vain pref*rence of our own touch'd’” 
fenfe, ma 
Our own feen furer light, our own fafe truit, 4 
Degrading ancient ftubbornnefs in faith, [ftrong, 
O’er-rate atcachment’s warmth, as now mod 
What aw’d allegiance, what more firm belief, ° 
What haughtier furenefs more inyprints the foul, 
By modcrn truth’s new caft of thought infpir’d,” : 
Than fway’d the folemn Pagan’s breatt, of old, * 








i 
But (then)—vindidtive gods, who thook mankind 
Where are faith’s certaintico—if time's betk 
*-- boafts, >" ‘ 5 : 
Sacred to arts, arms, numbers, learning—all !—> i 
-All fam’d beyond fate’s dread, found al} unfure 2 
Whence then the imperious pofitive difdain, «+ 
That fpurns back modeft doubt—and damns de. 
bate? ° : 
Where the foundation of that holy fcorn, . 
Which lifes the bigot's brow, to fcowl reproach 2 
To pity feéts that hur} his pity hack, whe 
And hare him—for his hatred ?—If nor time, 
Nor numbers who fuftain’d the attefted caule, 
Nor miracles renown’d in reverend hords,.’": 
So awful that no facrilegious moufe ; 
Dare fatiate’ hunger on the duft-veil'd roll, 
But dies to leave untouch’d the dry record— 
If evidence like thefe falls thort of proof, 2 
Where in what dark domain, of thought's deop< 
a maze, 9 8 ee te 7 Edrawatys 
Shall reafon—-through doubt’s crooked windings.’ 
Fuf@ wuth’s white face unfpotred ?—think, aud 
tell. ae 
What if we feck her in man’s moral walks? 
Judge her by life's try'd pradtice !—what more 
>. ‘jut, ‘ : 


F 7m ‘ 
Than 3 conclude, thé faint's uncenfurtd deeds” 
Lend fandtion, to his doctrine ?---here, methink®, 

Froth loves to thoofe her refts Yet here (again) 
‘We wander. into new defed of plea, (hife- 
That proves too much-.-or nothing.---Cou’d loofe 

Anfer faife faith,---how ftain’d even Chriftian zeal | 
Where avarice and revenge, and pride’s big bloat, 

- Taught guilt's blood-coluur'd -hat to hint church’ 

; fpleen: ~ R {rife, 
Whence musdera, robb’ries, treach’ries, per}’rie 
Like taints effluvient from infectious fenay += * 
Difpeopling in their progrefs !.-. anaton’d,* 
‘Till death-bed fanctity abfolves remorle, 
By fear'd conformity to faith’s flat mades--« > 
‘To mock’ries of delief--.and rotes of prayer. 

“_ Since then bad life mutt leave no ftain on faith, 
‘Try if life's purity refines coarfe creeds? «| 

} Try if the good man’s virtues church his claim ? 

jo~--if they cou’d—-thep pole trom pole bug 
pouiis Sr Oe 

Th’ exrepfive true-nam’d church’s general pale. 

Dreadful indeed were (then) th’. cxcluder’s power! 








‘MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


‘Then.--excommumeation’s redchful hand 
Had puth’d off exiles to new worlds---ere dead! 
For this had_all been church—-one truth’s known 
"claims F [mopes, 
“Turks, Jews, wild Afia's wooevmen—india’s 
Wha. pine in pangful abftinence from fin, a 
<And‘fhudder but to crufh the trodden fly t 
Auftralia’s art untafting folitudes, 2 
Where afl ambition’s wealth is eafe from care; 
And hope’s confumptive diet ftarves defire : 
Columbia's many peopled bow’ry groves, ~ 
fabning in feath’ry pomp her tawny tribes, ° 
From the fun’s down-driven ray :—cold Zembla’s 


cots, a 
Of fith-fed thiv'rers furt’d in fhaggy mail, 
"Trampling the ice-bound ocean whiten’d o'er 
‘With endlefs fnows, to fpoil the fpoilful bear : 
All among thefe who love not vice, draw claim” 
From lives of fimplef fandtity---to heaven : 
And multiply th’ ele@---were virtue faithe « 
“.“Paufa here encompafe’d foul. Look round, 
refle. 
Fogulla and central to this whirl of tidea, 
ith each proud vortex threat’ ning-—all to fhun 
Scems fafer than truft either. Hark! they rear, | 


Look 
- “fore: 


All climb to drown each other. “None recede : 
None conquer. Univerfal uproar reigns.-- 
And faith’s a fighting chaos-.-in this truth 2. - 
‘This revelation’s word difclos'd by heaven? 
Poldly refufe confente--it cannot be. 


What then muft be believ’d?---beliewe God’ 


kind--. : 
‘To fear, were to offend him, “Fill thy heart ° ~ 
‘With his felt Jaws: and act the good he loves.” 
Rev'reuce his power. Judge him but by hie works : 
Koow him but in his mercies, Rev'rence too, 
‘The moft miftaken {chemes that mean his praife, 
Rev'rence his priefts:--fur every prictt is his,--- 
* ‘Who finds him in. his confcience-~ by what name 
So-e'er diftinguifh’d---howfoe'er mifdrawn, 
They devioully believe---what though they preach 
Perdition co the mod'rate! truth dares ows + 
Refped to error : if its end is grace, 
And aime at reformation, Mindful yet, -1 > * 
Men ara but ‘men. Where moft thou truf’ft 
beware. ” aa agi 
Stretch not cfteem to homage ; be nor flave, 
Nor cenfurer ; but hear flrong reafon's voice, 


‘Vongu’d by the power who. loves i “And fince: 


that ey 
Cries liberty too loud for Jaw to drown,- ‘ 
Free thy chain’d thought from fears unworthy 
God, 

- And know him for himfelf--were one prim form, 
One fore’d identity the maker's with, - . 
Ne’er had that with prov'd fruftrate. Dare not 
: doubt ; [pels, 

«Bot he, whofe will was power-—whofe with fomy 
Had moulded ail to that ‘one form he lov’d, 
Loves he not unity? he does---But kuow, - 

«The unity God loves, is lodg’d in mind. < 
ifs the heart's conlcisus glow--that beats to 

ae a8 Sy oe pees EY Lge 











with what sage they whiten !.--All foam . 


‘In qualities, forms, colours, diff'rent all, 


‘That dwella on theig d 


Diverfify the verdure’s fluid futge: - 





oo 
zi bh 
Not fcrutinize his boanty. "Tis the chain, 
‘That links inteption---in one warmth-of wills 
Not binds to one forc’d act, of outward form. 
‘Thus thinking,--thou wilt feel the Godhead. 
i right : , ‘ - 
Unclofing in a houfe of jointedsftone; 
Him in whofe temple twenty thoufand funs+ 
Serve buc as lamps---and ali their Tpangly wosids - 
Form foot{teps to his altar_——-this believe : _ 
And-dread no vengeance on miflaken man,, 
Unadequate to man’s brief power in fin, =~ Z 
Offending grain of animated duft ! (fire 
"Gain him, beneath whofe {mile the ftars catch 
Fill’d with ideas thus becoming Heaven, :'— 
Pity the hag-ridd’n quiv'rer who contrads -: 
To fuperftition’s gloom religion's joy, |... 
And humbles adoration into dread. * 


“| Who ekeing his inch’d meafure from within, 


Pecps through his marrow foul’s dim loop.holer 
wink, ee 

And infolenily by his own {cale takes | 

The altitude of heaven. But, if compell'd 

To lend thy patient ear,---and prefs'd too hard, 

By felf-fufficiency of teazing faith, = : 

—That—nothing knowing,—will be fure of alle. 

Hear, with dumb fmile: and afk'd why reafon's 

, range. : [Weak cane . * 

Acquits diffention---teach thy judging eye 

To read God's anfwer in his works for man: 

Where do they tell theeg famenefe was his choice? 

How various are his creatures! various all,” 

His animal, his vegetable tribes: 

Earth’s, air’s, wide ocean’s produc. all unlike, 

[fields, * 

+--Tread but th' enamell’d mead-.or o'er yon 

*Twixt the wind-waving corn indent thy way. 

Qr partial to the garden’s painted proofs, 

Lend there thy firt pleas’d nothing---fnuff this air ¢ 

How numberlefs the feents, yet each difling, 

OF every tree’s kuown bloom---ledn o’er these. 

7 flow’ rs-— : Sith ee 
Lowlieft, yet lovelfeftt excellence deprets’d! 
Worth trod on by de'pifers: thort-liv'd fweets ! 
How oppofitely foft the ftreak-touch’d thades, 
That tinge their fragrant families !---turn fhort, 
From pity due, to life fo low’d, fo brief ! ° 








‘With’d long, by ev'ry thort’ner :.--now look out, 


‘On yon fair op’ning plain---there herb mects, herb, 

All green---yet none refembling : fhades lels deep, 

Touch lights more foft’ning : feaftful to the eye, * 
diftindtions !---ftill new 


glows - i 

And dance delightful fo the breezy bend! ~ 
Next, up this fteepy fhelve afcending flow,” 

Win we the Down's high top.--whofe carpey 
* mqund J 


Ends af the jutting cliff, that thaded the fhore, 
Henée to the wing- divided air exterid” zs 


Survey’s charm’d outlet--o’er this upper fed, ” 


‘.*| Where meditation founders,—-flights ‘immenfe 
Crofs-cut the winnow'd zther.” Black, white, 


gray,” 
Red, blue, brown, golden, verdant, motley-ftain’d i 
oy Diftant in fize ag colours .—'mongh emp all, ~ 





agp _THE WORKS OF HILLE: 


~ None looks nor cafls like other. * No {weet-bird, | Life's unoffending journey. Mark, well-pleas'd, 
‘That bears'the pathlefs void, but pours new notes, | New profpests, manners, tates, beliefs, chang’d 
Difting from every plumy rival’s fong. modes, b , _ 

Stop thy endanger’d foot. Recal the range New fyitems-—every view that fides my way, 
Of thy recovering ¢ye--bend o'er the brow ~ Unprejudic’dto any : titl---at lak _ ha Fee 
Of thistouch'd precipice : and hence look down, | Death opening truth’s barr’d gate, “tis time.to fer 
Whittre the broad fea fcarce heard, rolls murmur- { Gad’s mganings---in the light his prefence lender, 

» ing in. ne e id eee 

“Ponder the deep’s dumb legions-—-infinite 
Their numbera! fill more infinite their fhapes, 
Buiks, movements !---fwift, flow, timid, fierce, 

- © ~ horn’d, barb'd, é 

- Coatlefs, finn'd, fealy, fheli*d, wing’d, motionlefs : 
All difring---till immenfity grows tir'd : 
To note their changeful natures !--can it be, 
That he who fill’d each trowded element, = * 
‘With unrefombling fons of endlefs change--- - .* 
Peopled euch puny drop with varied flaces. 
Each leaf, with new-fhap'd nations, too minute 
‘To dread ambition’s ravage---veil’d each path 
To heaven's blue lawns with clouds that fhift each 

how. - ws 
Form, texture, hue-—to fuit their painted glow 
‘To man’s undazzled gaze---attemp’ring lights, 

"That teach the fun's too fervid beam to break 

«In coloury rays and touch the fight more fafed 
-~-Can it be poflible that he,--pieas’d power! 
Who o’er creation’s gicbe fow’d feeds of change, 
Should but from unity, bald harveft reap ! 

shod barn ice tares—-thofe beautgous growths he 
rais’d, . 

To fmile fuck lov’d variety !-.-’Twere fin—-. 

?Twere blafphemofly blind---to dream fuch wrong, 

No, let me fill'é with awe think fear a faule. 
¥ear but affronts the God, I'm born to love." ” 
Yam, but by his pity: and want weight” 

«To juftify his anger,——If | err : 
*Gainft in-lodg’d impulfe, by his goodnefs lent, 
‘To guide man’s choice to virtue fome {ure fate, 
From fuff’rings adequate muf punith guilt. 

But what, where, how.--he who decreed can tell. 
wel, by miflake, on life’s blind rocks 1 fplit,-. - 

By no fafe pilot pointed out to fhun, : 

‘There---erring weaknels meets avoidlefs fin - 














“THE JUDGMENT-DAY. 
. A POEM. . 
Hover no more, my mufe ! oer idle themes; * 
Sliding fhadows, flipp’ry dreams! 5. - 
By heaven’s high call, from buman bias freed, 
Imagination climbs with dreadful fpecd. 
Unfettet'd from earth’s humble heights I rife, 
And ftretch fublime a dang’rous flight, which 
: none untrembling tries. i 
‘Tremendous Maker! arm-my aching yess! 
Aid and fupport, O God’! my failing power; 
Teach my bold thought to wing the blazing 
ikies ! 2 1 
Fearlefs to ftem deftruGion’s driving fhower, .. 
And fafe’twixt burning worlds ambitious towel 
O! let my hot, my flruggling bofom glow, 
Swol'n by a burfting flood of bright defire;~ 
°Till the aftonith’d foul is taught with ftartin: 
dread to know, et 
How groaning nature thall diffolv’d expire, -'4 
- And tumbling orbs, with orbs involy’d, flov 
Joofe in feas of fire. {framy 
“How this blue void’s imménfe; and concay 
Spangled with ftarry worlds, to pieces broke,’ 
“Shatl feel heaven round it fhrivel from the flami 
And melted funs, from diftane fpheres, pour }} 
quid through the fmoke. 


Now, now on fancy’s faily wings I rife, > {at 

. Aw’d and confounded, through deep wilde ¢ 

Millions of opening wonders ftrike my eyes; 4 
And reafon’s finite view is dazzled here! 

+» ¢Globes behind globes yonumber'd hence ay 

: pear! . : [mot 

The twinkling ftars, that from’ yon earth 1 

Seem heaven-fet gems, aud fcatter'd feeds « 








And needs no pardon: for it meant no wrong. |} 1. days a git Ba. ae ing 
. Doubt all faiths boldly then, undoubting God, Here wid'ning into flaming worlds, *mid& ra 
Appendant to nd pride, mif-rob’d like zea}, - of zther float, 


And o’er blue kingdoms hold a fiery fway. | 
In diftaht orbits, round each reigning Rar, 
Huge earths and moans their circly homag 


+ Hope all men bleis’d alike---and injure none, 
Grateful, Pil trace the fainter lights I find, 
WUn-envying other’s blazing :---humbly own 
My aw'd conviction of man’s reachlefs power 
‘To pierce omnipotonce--and know it near, 
Let me, with diftant rev’rence,-pond’ring, dumb, 
Dread arrogant decifion; perfecute a 
No fancied herefy---but clofing calm, , 

Opinion’s dazzled eye, bow darkly down, - ~ 
And hail th’ unfathom’d vaitne{s! through the 
i. dufk 

Thopght fails to penetrate, revere what ine 
Undaring to defcribe it, Let no pomp 
Of pofitive prefumption fwell my foul, 
To felf-preferring fcora of alien creeds, >. 
Yncestain in my own: yet---fure of this, 
Yhat virtue cannot err, but judgment my. » 


* ”. Rangelplly, pationt Agr travel ug =” 


ays 0 ae ¢ 
Millions of countlefs miles are loft between, i 
And fick’ning thought grows tir'd to. Arete 
fo far. [fer 

How vaft the concave fpheres, which hence ai 
‘Th’ enormous vaults with wheeling vorlj 
glow round : ‘ 

Rolling fublime they flide oblique, yet none the 
ae ths confound! * ; 
‘A thonfand bright crofe-ewrrents caufe no jara 

- Nor one the others progres bars; 

Wide round their central worlds of fire their v4 
rious tours they make ; : 

Yer no proud planet dates his ine forfak 
Partis!, an inter: pred ray to breaks, © 
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‘They trke and lend by turns the feaming, 


3 light, F 
Ang filent form in folemn round; alternate day 
i and night; : . 
" Yee beauteous as this heavenly fab-ic fhines, 
An hour fhall come when it mutt all decay + 
When-farting man from midnight fleep thail fee | 
th’ incumbent figns,- 
‘That time is fick, and nature melts away. 


Hark! the diffolving trumpet roars! thunders o’er 
eae: thunders roll! : a 
A trembling angel founds th’ eternal cal]! 
‘The unbgpnded notes whirl higher and higher, 
: and rend my thiv'ring foul! 
Echoing from world to world they burft o'er all; 
Aad gathering horrors, cold.as death, in thow'ry 
thadowe fall ; 
The confcious plauets ftart to hear the found, 
And from their orbits bound ; : 
Now void of motion, and depriv'd of force,” 
‘Th’ arrefted fyftenis ftop at once their courfe. 
The languid orbs, grown dim, their thine with- 
v bold, 
And night creeps o'er them in a deadly cold. 
‘The guardian angels hear the alarming blaft, 
And from their feveral ftations wing their way; 
Upward, in glittering crowds, they tower in 


ate, 
And, looking back, figh fad arid feel the day. 
' Thin troops of naked ghofts, long ftript of clay, 
That, wand’ring ‘twixt the {pheres, admiring 
. az'dy : : 
Stare in loofe thonls, and glide like mitts awny ; 
Gathering above, expecting and amaz‘d! 
- Again th’ intolerable found 1 hear! 
~The dreadful fammons tears my deafen’d ear. 
‘The trembling air unbracing lets me fall ; 
(, fave me heaven | { fink apace to. yon benighted 


pee Malte OTE Sas 
“Heil, doom'd dominions! hail, my native 
clay ! : 


O, what a blefling here ‘were vanith’d day ! 
Again, what rumbling horror burits its way ? 
Save me, my God !---a flood of flathing light 
Gleams its red luttre through the depth of night. 
The poles ftart fudden frem the frightful burt, 

“ And earth's fnap'd axis groaning quits its ten. 
No more th’ ungravitated globe goes round, 
“inward convulfions power and furm confound, 

“Wan defolation fades her cind'ry cru&, [duft. 
‘And a@ive life creeps through the quick’ning 
Vales aw'd beneath me at th” impending doom, 
In billowy heaving, roll upright along th’ in- 
cumbent gloom. ~ 
“Term from their roots, the groaning forefts lic, 
And hills leap headlong and invade the fey: 
Mankind now, fir united, join in prayer, 
Shrieks from a thoufand kingdoms rend the air, 
And ghaitly horror fulks o'er ali, and leads on | 
fone pale defpair, é Pe 
* ‘Bee, how dehtrudiive flathes wind their way?! 
‘And point the fellowing thunder where torend. 
Mark ! how ‘the fpouted rivers upward fray, 
find biG againft the light’nings which defcend. | 






Mii 
Aad vil 


ait 
Heaven! how the falling cities buried lie 


Extomh'd in their proud palaces earth's humbled: 


. shonarchs die. os (give, 
See! through the flath’d diftindien, fires can 
Naked crowds who with to five. o 
Mix’d in cenfulion, to the mountaing run ; 
Mountains which moye afraid than they have 
their own flight begun, + 
o'er the fwallow'd tribe briag on 
¢ fate'they fhun, 5 
On every fide, from every part, | 
Disjointed realms afunder ftart; 
Wide gaping: clefts earth's inmoft entrails 
fhow, © : [below, 
And from th’ uprooted mountain's chats 
Unprifon'’d feas in roaring torrents flow, 
Comniiffion'd ocean, breaking loofe, difdains his 
crumbling bounds, . 
And hoartely climbing o’erthe rocky mounds, 
Swallows Pyrene's fnowy top, and Alpine bar- 
” tiers drowns. =.’ Sa 
Now all is ocean! and a dreadful blah . 
Burtts from beneath and {wells jt to the fey + 
Torn from’ their feats, the fea-tofs’d hills are 
*gainit each other dath'd, 9... 
And bulging on the foaming furface fie, 
On floating oaks the wond’ring lion rides,” 
And clings majeftic to th’ unftable feat ; 
The elephant bears up his buoyant fides, 
And paws the groaning waves with his broad . 
_ i 


feet. ; f 4 
.Th’ affembled birds ia clouds fkjm low in-air, _ 
Wind-thaken, fearch'd, and wail’ by driving 
rains; . 
“in cirely flight thrill fereame theje woe declare, 
Te find no remnant of their theltry plains. 
Deep-fwallow'd earth, mesnyyhile, {ill looy’n~ 
ing mere, gue 
Lets in old ocean to her central fires; 
Th’ aftonith'd deluge, ne'er fo check’d before, 
Shrinks from the pain, and in loud roar retires. 
Clofe in purfuit, the busfting flame breaks through 
‘th’ unufual vent, 
O’ertakes the rolting floods flow flight, and climbs, 
th’ immenfe extent, . oe 
On all fides now the fire-affaulted waves 
Feel themfelves boil, and curl to than the heat > 
A sight of fteara climbs, dark :and broad; from 
- their. voracious graves ; {meet, 
And plunging whales, which ,ne cool comfort 
Spout the hot flood to heaven in rage, and the 
froath'd billows beat, 4 


~ Melting within earth’s fulph’ry folids low, 
Piere'd by the force of her expanding fame : 
Metals, diffolv'd jn blazing Jakes below, 
With liquid burnings dafh her concave frame. 
Vidor at length outburfts the flooding fire, 
And rolls triumphant o’er the bellow’ing feg 
Rivers of flaming gold in fpouts afpire, - ! 
And ftruggling through repugnant florms a la~ 
bring paffage free. 
As when from furnaces thick fmoke expires, 
And towersin inky velumes to the iky; [fpires, 
‘The warcing wind beat down th’ unyielding 


And fpreads the fable eddies broad and high, 
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_ So rifing hills “of fiquid Haine, by cov’ring waves 
opprefs’d, [ecean’s breaft ; 
in glowing whirlpools, driving round, torment the 
Furious the batcf'ing element engage, 
And twifting hoftile hifs with mutual rage ; 
Coated with fire in trong and rampant tides, 
Reluctant ocean lef ning faft fubfides ; 
Mix'd with the melted world it famesalt round, 
_And feas that drown’d the earth themfelves are 
i drown’d. 


How low proud earth are all thy honours laid ! 
Where are thy late contefted empires found? 
Where the big boafts of arts and arms difplay'd?_ 
“Where are the dreadful pomps which hemm'd 
thee round? °, [mains? 
* What, differencé now ‘twixt rich and poor rew 
‘Ihe ruler's (ceptre anid the captive’s chains? 
> ‘Where lie the properties of boaftful wealth ? 
DiftinGion and degrees now clath no more ; 


,PaJe ficknefs here flows mix'd with ruddy { 


health, *- {before. 
‘And feorn and pity now vitte, which never join’d 
. Melting like wax thy kindled rocks in tow'ry 
flames afpire, me ee 
And liquid kingdoms undulate in fire. 
From the fad fight tir’d fancy turn thy eye, 
See what amazing changes blot the fy ! 
_ Longer and louder the laft trumpet's found 
* Rolls its encreafing clangor to the fun ; 
"The ftarting fires convolve, and backward ran, 
Struck tothe heart he darkens and decays, [blaze ; 
And ftrongly trembles through his breadth sof 
As when in living man, fome {wift furprife 
Chills the warm region of his beating breaft, * 
' The failing members fet] ch’ oppreffion rife, 
, And hang of force and motion difpoffeft : | 
= So when the fov'reign fun forgets his care, “- 
Dependant worlds in fympathetic woe, 
Halt in their courfe, and fick’ning with defpair 
‘Their vaft echerial rounds forego, 
«And rolls in devious mifchicf down the air. 
Yost wat'ry moon, diffolving broad, now feéms a 
. dufky flood, 
And now at.once, O horrid ‘change, fhe reddens 
" into blood! ” i . 


‘Wide from its centre, fee th’ efcaping fun, ”* 
‘With randggn dread revolves his ioos’ning {pires; 
€eld orbs which plac’d, remote. hig influence 
Pe fhun, Shy eas 5 
Now feel th’ attraGiion of his bordering fires. . 
Suck’d to his burning breaft averfe they fow, ~ 
And icy cegions roar to meet his glow. - .- 
Plung'd in embracing froft unquench’d he lies ; 


And the thaw’d clime round his hot convex fries. ; 


‘Worlds by his abfefice from dependance freed, 
Scud in luofe liberty along the fky; > os 
‘Wild and licencious drive with headfong Speed, 
‘Till "gainft (ome fhealy comet bulg'd they lig: 
‘So rebel kingdoms ftruggling to be free, 
[Shun regal power and f{plit on anatchy, 
See, fee where blazing orbs in fpheres remate, 
_ Wrecks of loft worlds through forms ef zther 
float. “Fe high, 
“AANith (piry climb, vaft tongues “of fire ftretch 
FR dreadipl cones to dweep cach other try,” 
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While thies betwee Mirink op and watp thei 
frame, . . 
As crackling bay-leaves curl in circling fisine,’ 
Iavolv’d 2t length, th’ attracted planets irong 
And burn confounded with their central fund; ' 
Tumbling from every part they flrike, and thuny 
d’ring rend-along ! 
Th’ unhinging fhock the Ii'ning angels ftuns.. 
Worlds againft worlds, with clafhiag berro! 
s driv’n, 
Dath their broad ruins to the throne of heav'n: 
‘Through flaming regions of the burning air, 
*-Down rain diftilling {uns in liquid rills, 2 
Mix’d with red mountains of unmelted fire 
_” Hiffing, perplex'd, with thowers of icy hills, fers 
And cat’ra feas that roar from worlds ftill highs 
‘Mingled, like driving hail they pour along, 
:And thund‘ring on our ruin'd fyttem fall; “i 
Flames grappling flames combine to grow niore 
ftrong, : 
And in wild bleze fweep boundlefs over ally 
>" One fiery deluge, wafteful, boils below, 
_And crumbled worlds in liquid millions flow, 


Th’ accomplith'd ruin fleeps, creation dice f 
_ And untatk'd angels rove o'er empty ficies !” 
The foft’ning trumpet breathes harfh ftrains na 
more; : _ froar, 
But in funk founds grows fweet and: falls, ita 
Celettial voices fwell twixt warbling notes, 
And thrilling joy on circly raptare floats! ,, 
O’er the vaft void melodious praifes flow, 
‘7. And liftning fiends from the red lake below, 
Huth, for a while, the creeping flames and - 
half futpend their wo! 
. But while in deep and fix’d attention charm’d, . 
‘Their hungry fouls devour the biifsful found, 
o- By fudden filence ftruck, they ftart alarm'dj->{ 
Aod mark’a fad, an awful fillnefs round ! 1 
Confcious of coming judgment, down they fink,, 
Diving by thoufande through the burning lake ; 
Calm with incumbent dread from brink to 
. brink, - eer 
‘Th’ unheaving ocean fearce is fen to quake, 
Nor {wells one daring billow up in fiery foam 
break! 


; from fhore to fhore, wide round the laky flame,| 
High-arching heav’n contracts its {pringy frames! 
\Broad as the ruin fpreads, the unmeafur'd dome! 
'Tow’'rs in full compafs o'er the waite below ! 
-Affembling angels now no longer roara, iia 
But in throng’d radiance giid the reofy bow; .'” 
_ A folemn black does the vait concave line, 
‘Where ftreaky waves of rubied rednefs glow 
_,2T wiat their loofe curls, white beams oFfile'ryy 
thine, ~ . oe ha 
Involv’d with rolling tides-of azure flow ! j 
Currents of mingled black, red, gold, and blue, ; 


_ | In glitt'ring chafes. fport, perplea’d and wind une . 


ceafing through. darts, 
‘Btream’d through the whole a quiv'ring luftre | 
‘Which, as bright groups of angels interpofe, 
. A twinkling change of coldury says imparts, 
‘Ane, from their wings a fow'ry light’ning ¢ 
2 F brows pee Efe 





Far above all through the dome’sop’ning crown, 
Broad as a world, th’ Almighty’s eye looks 
F yoy earn ee Z ; 
“deep glory thadowit round his Keen 
Gatilgente hide, ~~ ~§ aecicel 
And dazzled angels tutn their eyes afide. ” 


Hark! what tranfporting majefty of found, 

In folemn fweetnefs rolls its force along? + 
Soft and yet lond it leads its thunder round, 
And firikes-chill rev’rence through th’ angelic 

throng! {waken death ! 

‘is the Eternal’s pow’rful voice that calls to 
_And refutrection waits th’ Omnific breath! 
"The Jake groans deep! the Jabour will begin! 
-O’er its broad face: life-heaving billows curl; 
And burning’ bowels fep’rate flow within, 
And fmoky clouds expire in pitehy whirl | 
Bodies-of'men in ages long fince paft, _ {forms 
‘Whofe wand’ring duft has chang’d a thoufand 
Purg’d by the boiling fires evaporate fait, 

And fteami ife in mifty fwarms ! 
Sexes cohjoin'din Hbaly atoms fwim, 


And fallying loofe, the fiery furface fkim ! 
Kings, flaves, and patriots undinguifh’d flow, 

> And mount entangled from the gulf below! — 
Jf the mid air difpers’d unnumber’d ways, ~ 

» Each in his fellow’s {earch inftinctive ftrays! - 


Circling like flaky o 
Which whirlwinds into mazy wav'rings blow. 
In endlefs intricacies winding through, 
Aroms join atoms and loft forms renew. 
With fympathetic cling together fly, 
And limb’d for life in. rous millions lie ! 
‘defeend | your join.” 
Sudden thin clouds of hov’ring lives appear, 
“And Jeaning anxious in foft {quadrons thine! 
Loos’d at th’ Almighty’s word diftin& they fly, 
Swift as the fight-beams of a human eye ! 
Ardent with longing shoot each ftrikes his own, 
And fmiles to fill his long-loft home again ; 
Bodies fupine by ent’ring breath new-blown, 
Flafh fudden into life and tart up men! 
Chey wake! they pant! they try their limbs ! 
t they gaze! x ‘ 
- Loft in fhort horror and fevere amaze t 


Armies unnumber’d throng th’ etherial fpace, 
ternal Adam views at once his whole colle@ed 
race, see ee ‘ 
"And with big tears for confcious woe bedews his 
: reverend face: x 
Parents meet children, and tranfported, cling, 
id d friends in mutual ures ts] 
Th’ obliger and th’ obli er {pring,,. 
- And trembling traitors injur’d fov’reigns meet! 
Cxfar on Brutus looks ferenely down, 
And cloudy Cato ftalks with fullen will, 
Glares on him envious with inferior frown, 
d-wonders'that .in {pite of death he fcels him 
_-. conqu’ror ftill! p22 Z 
Viajeftic in the folemn front of Stuart’ 
¢ kingly martyr rears bis aw: I 
erc’d by the force of his forgiving face, 
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‘A gloomy hoft of back’ing 
And: r too late that fove 


~Decrepit age, to more than yo 
nd pining oases freed fr 
Exert the vigour theif new 
And mie tranfpo sae cf 
Palemurd’rers meet alive whom 
And ruth throngW crowds th’ 

' 


Fancy, thou fail’ft me here! 1 fe 
1 feel thee fink beneath th’ o’erpow 
Aid me, O Saviour! teach my f 
‘Thron’d on thy Father’s Tedaight h 
dreadful ftate! ame r 
Thou feet the humbl’d pri 
Mankind collected intolife, the 
And thus th” eternal doom thou fpe: 
tence of their fate + t 
“ Come, my bleft remnant, ye fe 
Who pes but ie obviou 
“* Who, fafely pointed 
s pale Bt 4 virtue and 
« Who, or by Sistpee by 


“* Have or 
“ Who from the guilt of 


« Feel voartelvet light and ncondemn 
is" on dark and: 
heay'n’s high 
« Enter with me to joy: 
“« And leave th’ sccurs’d 


They Serer args ape es 
ftreamy glare!) 
Bright as they move th” encircling angels 
Heard jahs fhake th’ inferior fky 
‘In diftant expirin; r 
And with tranfporting 


fol’ nings die. rx Bis 
See! through the portal, how attraéted day, 
Like a fwift earrent’s fpiral-ebb glides after 
away . = 
Now all is dark and difmal as yon fcene 
Ah! wis Ee eee 
profpedt fereen, 
‘What does Teyana shalt glkiteiog 
And why no room till y makes | 
a wretch as 1? 
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s her garlands won, mes 
the ‘of man could write, 
th elo 


und or turn 
Mowe oo del : 
and benefits ré 
coreg othe 0 
1 01 5 % 
sok my ec each tl 
on th vt es Bie al 


°d pity fealt my 
henceforth 
fous things T with to dos” 
d that’s worth a wife man’s ear, 
perform’d that's greatly new, 


wide 


TiMe-piece. — ; 
be Date not marked by the Painters 
d the mufe have err’d. *T'was juft ad- 


A $ 
t that check’d too hafly praife. 
have cool’d pre-currence into paule, 
'd the voice oppos’d-to mine's 
found the future in the paft; - 
harg'd, contractions 


d ‘etch’d a’pcople’s blifs. ~ 
the pulfe—for thy fweet call, 
wuncharm’d ¢an hear ?—Bid ‘burn the 
eal duefatire’s frown. => 
ers that made drunk by pow'r, 
's dry promife; and prefume, 
that the world forgets it too. 
confecrate the rages + 
ition’s curfes. Rage at zeal 
, hot envy’s hell 
of patriot femblance hid, 
‘in wait, till av'rice fnapt: 
atch’dsfor lure: then, off. at once 
ic. 


| That blathes but for others. — Fall di 








* 


fe 
Deep-ftain’d with cank'ry ordure. Lambent tla 


: Fiene-tlovee vongues !-gracd ‘once, to fham 


And make diftrut feem virtue !—yet, vai truth! 
Nofooner test the mufe her poet's cally > 
‘Than venal calumny whets every fling," 

‘To wound his h purpofe. Public fenfe 

With her is feeling: Satire’s frown 
Mean warmth from difappointment. Spurn the ' 


hag: 

Or let her err d.  Perith warmth, e 
That adts, or wills, or thinks from partial pique, 
Unfaithful to its feemings! Self avaunt ! 
Self is beneath refentment; nor defcends 
‘The mufe to note fuch wafte of wild impute. 

Unperfonal the cheeks indignant 
On ears of dattard ftart that dare-not hear : 
Or tongues that dare not own trath’s boldeft call? |) 
Fall even contempt on worth, where fac'd for} 

» feorn, 

pa aero brow bids pride with-hold 

'y finile, cheap gratitude! craft's low guile 
Oft lends the bezgar'd heart chat wants within. | 
Shame on the: ftretch that racks the great!) 

dignity like 
Dwells in itfelf, difplayer, undifplay’d. 
How have I feen che native courtier thi 
Warp’d to-no four fublime, enchant men’s eyes 
Cpe dot in eafy honour's effivent air, 
out diftingtion’s without "s aid, 

Strike in defcending; and Sctend fepecne 

Oh thou ! to whomrloft Anna’s evening ray | 
Ow’d love's allegiant luftre : Aame of joy, 
Wit, genins, tide of art, whence letter'd hope * 
Drew depth to failungrounded. Soul of tatte ! 
Shade without chill! foft’ning fuperior height 
With accefs and urbanity !—what need 
‘Thy name here added? Day’s meridian blaze , 
Marks the known hour ubtold.—O fay, beft judge, 
Thon, who fo ngbly trod’ft th’ illufttious flee, | 
Off clouded fince thou left’t it !—Teach th’ un- 


look’d up to ?—'Tis to try 
m red. staf 


to fit fo mounted. ta 
Their ftrength to lift low climbers. Down 
fnails re fexpofe ! 
That crowl’d too high, your flime track’d fhelle 
Out.with thefe fnuffs in blaze-that fhine to'ftink ! 
What have the lame to do with wreftler’s toils ? | 
*Tis impudence. that prompts deformity r 
To prink itfelflike:beauty, Wantoflight © i 
Were flatt’ry to the ugly. - Drag “em out, 
And leave ‘emit the: ¢ye of fcorn impall’d,_ 
- Thefe are the minds that difavow the at 
Dead to the formful glow that figures thought, 
Blots low fenfation from the wid’ning heart 5 
Lends an elaftic nerve to.cvery ferfe; 
‘Pufhes exerted virtue into ads 

Feels for a-worid embrac’d, and warms mankjnd. 
—Nothing of this, poor fouls, difturbs their calm, 
Clofing their tortois'd lump of cold content ; 
Diftant, perhaps, they hearthe poet's name ; 

Lefs probably, fornetimes perheps, half deign 

To turn th’ untafted page; there, lumb’ring 
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Find Bothitig in the ‘noblett verfe but rhymes... 
And equal Dyrfey’s froit to Dryden’s fire! 
Sleep, genius ticep—the times iuvite repofé. — « 
No fource of all Britannia’s filv'ry ftreams, 
Sball feed hope's with’ring root, where hearts 
2 thas dry, : 
Have drunk like fponges fortune’s ponded fwell; 
And o'er th’ unmoiften’d virtues fhake no drop. 
+ O Lycidas! how climbing zeal will lie! 
Come help me to deplore thofe bluft’ring gales, 
‘Whofe ventilative heave puff ’d out their void, 
‘With thows of airy ardour, Tit! upedriv'n 
O'er fkreerful clouds, there burft the bubbly 
. forms! : 
There fhrunk their fatiate bulk to tfacklefs hafty! 
Speak ye forgotten graces, if unfworn 
To hold damb diftance, round the feats of power, 
And rev’rence unapproaching ftep more near : 
Untarnih chofe bald ftars; cell "em, their lights 
‘Were lent to be reflected. Every mufe, 
By ev'ry art attended, fighing, prone, 
Complains of interception. Each in vain 
Invokes one beam ;’ but pines in fhiv‘ring thade. 
Why, Lycidas, were ends and means misjoin’d ? 
‘Why am I born to pain for pity will’d? [heart, 
‘Why choofe the God, that charm’d thy widening 
‘To curb thy fhorten’d hand, and prefs down fire ? 
‘What thall we fay, to touch thefe fans of noife 
‘With fenfe, how boldly death diffects their name ? 
‘What thall we do to break th’ imperious blinds, 
‘That rife ’twixt power and tafte, to pierce their 
mitt? ; - [form ? 
And teach th’ incombent reeks, what clouds the 
How thall a notelefs, namelefs, filent, friend, 
To thought’s obfcure retreats, unnerv'd like mie, 
By dignity’s bold brace, or fame’s flt fpring, 
Shake thofe clofe groves of ftate, whence kin 
... atch gloom? . (wiih'd, 
‘Oh, were their reach but thine! or lot more 
Happier and fafer, mioft remote from thrones! 
O, were thy will but theirs !—Then, Lycidas,° 
No felf-expofing halt,.in place poffefs'’d, 
‘Wou'd thame remember'd fweep to diftant hope, 
CorreQive care wou'd change what once it charg’d. 
Watchful difcernmene feize unfhould’ring worth, 
‘That crowds not into notice. Tate wou'd dare 
Feel uninfus’d diftindtion; take no cug 7 
From int'refts venal nod—lefs wait for prayer, 
From virtue's bafhful pang, or art’s dumb claim. 
For excellence hugs clofe heremodeft veil, 
Bat (actively inquifitive for woe, S Z 
For wit's guefs'd wants, for forrow's cover'd tear, 
For pains, wrongs, penury of every good, 
With-held by every evil) drag back weight, 
wbat holds down worth -deprefy'd,—and bid ic 
{pring. . 7 
So cou’d he verfe, ah! frnitlefs dream, infpite 
Then fhou'd | feel 1 breathe, nor life's dim track 
Touch'd languid, lofe each footftep’s feeble mark, 
And leave no freak on time to note my name., 
-~But huh, vain ftruggler, bid thy breaft contract, 
And fatisfy with will thy pow'rlefs foul. 
How fhou’d fuch lot be mine, who. drink wit’s’ 


k dregs 
"Ia defarte, where feduction’s drowth bag chok'd, 
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- With venal duft, Caftalia’s dwindled rill 2 
How thail £ raife my voice till creatnefs heats? 
. Write, faye the whilp’ring impulfe, that affumes 
Ambition’s airieft hope, yet hates her names 
Write, but be read. ‘Write rugged truth, untun’d 
To fiate'ry’s dulcid lentor, roughly Joud, . 
As when the laft heard call fhall wake the dead. 
Court fome kind angel's aid to voice thy theme. 
Alas! no angel dwells where avarice reigns — 
Oh! for fome hoarfe Teutonic note more fern 
Than Runic bard, o’er hoftile fealp e’er fung, 
“When Woden's hall refounded'to his clang. “ 
Then fhould fatiric fervor, tbarply ftrong, 
Roar like the mufes’s bull, till the wak’'d nine 
Concurr’d in frightful confores while intenfe, 
Up the fleep cliffs of Pindus’ pathlefs brow, 
Rambling, { roll’d my tumbril theme along. 
Wrong not by numbers tun'd to concord’s thell, 
The brawl-devoted tafte that tans thy times, 
Softnefs be opera’s claim : be fharpnefs th: 
Softnefs in fatire afks good fenfe in guilt: 
'Twere loft on power’s blind puddlers. 
light gnat, ° 
Humming its courteous buz, is bruh’d from note. 
Her wafp, clofe-faft’ning, bids th’ uulif’ner feel. 
Sting then, and force from pain what pride withe 
holds. ‘ ‘ 
So fhatl thy verfe at leaft out-foar contempt s 
And lend diftatte difcernment.—Touch no praifes 
’ Lis idol facrifice to gods of ftone, * [friend, 
Praife has but one pleas’d reader, ‘fearce one 
Satire can {queeze kind looks from bitt’reft gall. 
Loofen the reins to fpleen, cties angry truth; 
Where phlegmful fogs diftil their lazy damp 





| ‘Tis wholefome to be mad. Nor paufe for thought; 


Who thac but fees or hears needs think for fames 
Born to no paft’ral plain’s romantic range, 
Calm and cool-fann’d by reafon’s temp'rate gale, 
Feel that thou breath’ft in paffion’s haziell fen, : 
Contagious air by fenfual funs infam'd: 
Where carnate emulation, ftript of mind, 
Glows mufcularly ftrong : where licenfe reigns 
Uncurb’d by Jaw’s reftraine: where youth’s fed Gre 
Bids bafhful diffidence of felf be boid.- 
Where not to rev'’rence isto know mankind 
Where difrefpect is cafe, nuife tafte in life, ° 
And modeity low breeding : where defcent . 
Drives literally downward ; till, behold! =) 
»Yon coachman’s copy’d foul propels the peer, 
And dim-ftar flouchers thine by glare of fhame, ° 
Downcaft decorum {wells the public laugh. 
Judgments ahd views run backward. Nature nods. 
Ends but fucceed as means prepott’rous err. 
Malice grows faft, water'd by pity's tear ; 
And’ factions but contend for rank iu wrong, 
Up from rbyme's popy’d vale, atcepd fame’s 
hill: . * 


Soft tothe foft, thy theme ba tempeft—on. . 
Write with a whirlwind's fury. . Snatch the God, 
‘That thunders in blank verfe to ride thy ftorm. — * 
So may they hear though cricket ftakes were 
. pitch’d; tthe: : 
Though the won: plate’s broad triumph thook the 
fields [rings 5 
“Though cocks hatd-conqu’ring crow to fhonting 


bid 
Or Briton’s enarfedehates ont-qnarrel Rome's, 
—Mule, | begin! Afftf with alt your fail 

‘Ye profe-inflating hawks of Helicon ? 

Lend me your wing’s wide ftretch to aid my fweep? 


Come, let the foul of freedom’s reinlefs power, 


‘Vatt and uncon(cious of conftraint infpire! _; 
‘Wild let her lift me from the lawns of fong, — 
Mufic’s hedg’d “houndicts, mem’ry’s meafur'd 
meads, e 
Where rhyme-trac’d cadence in harmonious clofe, 
Rivets recorded fenfe, and pins down thought,, 
Light.and difrob’d of fofwnefs Iet her drive, 
Loofe to the voids of fancy’s viewlefs fcope ¢ 

Vague and unfhap’d, and pathlefs as the air. 

_ What fhallbe fung, ye fons of vaftnefs fay 2 
What fubject, fadly foundful like the ruhh froar? 
Of hoarfe. broad cat’rads, fhall blank: numbers 

Shall it be forrow’s energetic plaint, 
"That groans away the fun, and lends new gloom 
To midnight’s mournful umbrage? ‘Tim’d too 

well, 7 

Too lately Albion’s boreal waftes had wept 
"The fuited theme; when teats from rafh revolt 
Wafth'd ruthlefs prifons ; when th’ acceflcfa wilds 
©f bleak. brow’d’ mountains ‘thriek’d with vocal 


wot; + 
Mothers and orphan's cries! whom famine found; 
‘Where only famine cou’d. Delpair’s pale tribe, 
‘Weeping in death's chill grafp, their own unfelt, 
Some pat or fueure fate of friend more dear. 
Why fhou’d the gen’rous mufe infult the fall’a? 

‘Why not deplore the pangs of hoftile pain? 
Jot if they thought their caufe their crime feem’d 
faith, : me 
Gniltlefs in will by tafte involv'd in wrong, 
From educative cuftom's devious warp, * 
Spare the perfifting blind; unhoping graces 
‘Trodlefs of regal vircues; erring on 
From doubt of mercy. .. For, alas! no voice 
Of truth in defarts heard had taught “em kings, 
‘Who laft can fear offence, can firit forgive. 
Paint then their pity'd anguith : nobly (cel, 
"Yo make fublimely felt this brave man’s teft : 
‘That hearts, unfhaken by refifter’s rage, 
Are conquer'd by their forrow.—Vain attempt! 
Spread the fogoroas wing for flights of joy. “ 
Sorrow renounces latitude of range : {chain’d, 
Dwells in confinement’s cave ; where thought fits 
Mujes are fhunn’d; and horrot’s winking lamp, 
Ghaftlying nighe’s chon eye, fees woes on woes, 
Year following tear, figh echoing figh combin’d, 
ove in clofe confonance of fift'ring found. 
Shall it be love, foft whifp’ring out che foul 
‘From its own manfion, tenderly exhal’d 
"To reach fome fweeter felf ? No: dare not touch 
"That theme, ’tis facred to the rights of rhyme, 
Union will-ne’er by diffonance be fung. 
‘Love's links are married couplets: hand in hand 
“Vhe willing yoke-mates thare confederate fall : 
‘Soft asthe zephyr fkims the dew-drop’d rofe. 
But even had rhyme confpir’d to tempt—for- 
4 bear, @ ee 
Awful refign a wreath more nobly won, i 
Saint John, his country’s boatt, his country’s crime, 
“'Wheo courts at leifure leit bis youth to love, 


THE WORKS OF HILL. 


Saint John, the mufe's lord, this theme once fang. 
Sung it in verfe more foft than beauty’s eye: * 
More ftrong than her attra@ion! Alnahide, ob 
Immortal Almakide! by Saint John lives. 
Who fhall attempt to touch the cheme he chofe 
He who was-voic'd by mufic; mien'd by love! * 
He who by turns has every mufe poffefs'd,. 
and every art protected: Every grace 
Through every fortune led---Supreme in all, 
St.. John! whom worhan with’d, man envied: , 
realms . : {hate ! 
Made war on; yet whom tone found power to 
Nor grief thy theme nor love. What choice re-" 
_, Mains? 
Shajl it be death’s grim wafte, war’s field of fire? - 
Aptlier the fubjett would have warm’d our ifle, 
When England's fun fhot wide th’ irradiate flanie 
Ofher fam'd Edward’sday-dawn.---Yet who knows, 
But at fome far thrown moment, whit’ning broad, 
Some light new rifing may (perhaps) dnce more 


-Off-roll che fullen fhade that ylooms our fame... 


Rekindlirg fenfe of martial fire may glow, 
‘Vill the rous'd nation blazes. Then the fons | 
Of fires unfkidl'd to think defeat no hame, eS 
Srarting to deftin’d vengeance, the ftruck drum. 
No more fhall bid the form-drefs’d foldier feep ¢ 
But roll its deep'ning bafs to wake duc death ; 
Then too, no more the trumpets clang’ry fhrilly’ 
Fright’ning the opera dame, fhall to her ear -* 
Call her affected hand, and fhut out claim » 
To promife of a fon like him fhe loves.” 

Hail the with d wonder : give him birth, O time! 
And into fame’s rough ocean launch his name,+, « 
But when he rifes bid him hate no mufe. 
Fan his inipatient blade to letter’d love. - © 
Pour the enthufiait fervour through his ear,’ - ., 
That fir'd the conqu'ting Ammon’s thirity foul— 
Born for the poet's praile, tcach him to know, 
That war's wing’d Bileby love of verfe impell’dy 
Burfts every bar to glory. Werfe to war 
Lends ardour: war to verfe new warmth impart 
So join’d that never hero reach renown,,., an 
Qr reach'd, ne’ef held; who wrong'd the mufes ® 

claim. : ae 

+Oh wha: ye Gothic renders of the ear! 
Ye blank verfe burftersof Pierian bars!) 
Strong beyond chaining comet; fwerves of thought! 
Giant furmounters of wit's loftieft Alps! 
Ye hurlers of profe rocks at mufic’s heaven! 
What thall deferve the dead four thunder bear? 

Fadtion deferves and claims it : cries a howl, 
That paints th’attentive foul—Come learn her laws. 
Give to the deity that thakes down thrones, | 
Th’ allegiance of thy mufe, Blank verfe be ming, 





 Guidelefs and boundiels in afpiring graip, 


And frownful in majeftic fullennefs, 

Her mufic dwellé in murmur. Let her growl’ ~- 
For fa¢tion : tafte her tult of loud complaint, * 
And hang on empire’s wheels the drag of hates 


*} Range fate beneath her ftandard : mark ite{weep! 


Unfurling into length, the dreadful wave. [Shade ! 
Seca earth’s chill'd kingdoms thake beneath its 
Kaeel and be her’s: enrail thy name—and rath 

+ Thow fart’ :—alas, for verfe thae dares fiot 
rail! 
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‘What canft thou hope from praife? it wounds no 
nantg. [hoards 

te thou co lesrn thow liv’ ft where greawmels 

Regard, to bribe repugnance? o’er affur’d, | 

And cheaply negligent of zeal inclin‘d. 

80 mutt it be where party’s billowy furge” 

Bids wave pulh wave from power: There {cience 

; - feeps. 

Uproar and conteft reign. Deep to the root, 

Pain-trod Parnaflus thakes; and each fap’d {prig 

‘That green'd the mufe's grove finds dry decay, 

‘While pelted into fright, or laugh’d to {pleen, 

« Deaf minifterial ears abforb’din fret; - 

AOr dirtily engrofa’d by craft's low buzz, . 

“afte not the calm furveys of leifure’s range 

“Share no delight in fong ; nor woo rior weigh 

‘The power that dwellsin gen’rous praife, to guide 

f nation's doubtful heart to find her friend. 

‘Wafte noc the warmth of verfe on things like 
thefe, , 
‘Or ftain their mem'ry with effacelefe gall. . 

Yet fince fometimes in power’s obfcureft night, 

Through | fably jet pale threads of white may {‘art, 

“Should vite fhame one, to virtue lend him light, 

. Fa@ion, that loves ‘no truth, muft gwn this one, 
"That never friend to verfe malign’ 'd the juft. 
‘Virtues, however thanklefa, forc’d or few, 

* Compel the poet's praife—But would thy fong 
‘Wake thefe fublime infolvents into fenfe 
Of what they owe attachment? Let it rail. 
“Rail horrible : in accents like their own 
‘When envy’s acrimonious rage impells ; 
Detraction's venul infult. Nerve in founds 
Like thunder’s gath’ring menace, the rais’d arm. 
‘OF oppofition’s onfet. “Tell the prefs 
‘Where public plunder bawds for private thrifts 
‘Where grandeur holdsa ftalking horfe to thame, 
.jAnd fereens guilt’s aim at honefty, Why laws 
“Bent and rebent like wire, crack fhort, tare wide, 
‘And with two ends bind nothing. ‘ell whole 
tte thirft 
“By tafte unguided fnaps at bubbly froth, 
And leaves the fapid depth untouch’d below = 
~’'Teach where bought ftrength was weaknefs, wif- 
dom-craft, ~ < 
And infamy long due where chance gave joy. 
Begin, defcribe, difcolour, Spread abroad. 
[Sedition’s fluid taints, and ftain a ftate, 
So fhall attra@ed notice deign regard, 
And Mander fratch the perquifite of praifes 
. Such are the tafles of office ! fuch the fouls 
“That aduate balf the inighty ! Note it, you 
‘Who rev'rence high diftindion. This unmark *d, 
__ Hope’s cmty dwell plumes broad her feathery 
creft 
But bald in difappointment, frights belief, 
Court crocodiles are feal’d : they feel no tweak. 
He who would wake muft wound ; ; fecn danger 
ftrikes 
More forcibly than ail thy pathos, wit! 2 
Say, Tacitus,—thy ikill the fecret found : 
.,In what ftate-feale five hundred infulrs ‘pois'd, 
¢ Weigh'd down five hundred thanks in grateful 
gold. 
Dream not thy Romans genius mov’d fuck boon: 
Vou. VIE 











Not his fam’d father’s vidt’ries ten times won, *. 
And to thy claim transferr’d had there fa charm'd. 
Oh power of prompt reproach to rafp reward ; 
And fiath conception’s fire from flint moft cold? 
Call it not bounty: blaft it angry mule ; ° 
And from the fame of Albion blot that tale: ‘ 
Th’ embitter'd hand of calumny bows down’ * 
The hearts ite -gall corrades, to.fmile through 
wrongs, nh 
And pay compell'd refpeé to dreaded fcorn : 
While on the candid courtthip of the Kind,- 
No foft’ring glance defcends !—untote’ ring power 
Takes compliment as tribute. Over-cramm'd 
With felf, and fusfeiting on brief fuccefs, 
Fhe narrow-compafs'd heart wants room for ta(te. 
—Ot grant fome glimm'ry ray give light to guefs 
Th’ effec of fkill’d applanfe : what thence refulyp 
But infolent contempt of aid unfought ? 
The bufy breaft that pants in poft hard held, . 
Wants Ieifure to be grateful: *Lis the talk s, 
Of grandeur in difgrace to thank a friend. ©. , 

So {poke th’ inurbane voice. The mufe figh'd fads 
Paus'd long, withheld confent ; and thus reply’ ‘ds 

FaGion is fam'd for falfehood—-If fhe now.. 
Hints truth, tis infamy too poor for verfe : ge 
Leave it to profe-tongu’d party’s cool difplay— . r 
Nor Jove the meafures ; nor malign the men, 
Grant imag’d worth by erring fancy form’d, 

Ideal as the dreamer’s empty grafp, 
Who fufférs but the fhown ? unmafk’d and found! 
What has miftaken candour Joft but faith? 

When mifcomputing their unfounded fwell, | 
Deep'ning proud fhallows thou o’er-rat'ft defigny-- 
And wrong’tt the guiltlefs by refpe@ undue, 
Bluth and be dumb? repent; and fin no more...; 
Where, arrogant in virtue, confcious claim =~” 
Looks cold on praife confign’d to lenghth’ning 

time, 
Or uninfpir'd to judge, reads flat : nor finds 
Diftindivn ‘twixt the bellman’s power and thine, 
Smile and forgive the blind : but fti!] he jut, 
Still be the worth thy theme: the tafte thy fcorn, 

And thou, fled foul of Pope! difrob'd from du, 
And in that duft depofing each faint ftain 
That fpeck’d, while here, thy part divine with man! - 
If from that fourceof truth where now thou thin’, 
Spirits like thine look down and love it Rill; —_- 
Hear and atteft. Sareaftic as thou waft, — * 

All fcorn of fiatt'ry fleeps not in thy grave, * 
There lives who dares affert the poet's fire, 
Undimm’d by venal fmoke. Who boaft.no mofe: 
Yet owns the rights of all; and loves their fame. 





. Who from retreat’s fafe depth feels virtue’s wounds: 


Adopts th’ impropriate pang, dnd flies from reit. 
Who from the fummit point of fortune’s {pire 
There could his fate fland rais’d, would, touch'd 
as now, 

Bow proftrate as the wowm to hail the wrong’d ; 
Then greatefe when moft leffen'd by falfe fears, 
From envy’s mifcreant arts, and firipp’d of nanie! 

And you, whoe’er you are, where’er you pine, 
Who glow perhaps unmark’d,} ‘perhaps o’ erlook’ 4, 
Perhaps untafted by fublime defect 
Of dignity in fenfe; which kings may want, 
Bat hone *mid& all his titles can beftow + 

Dg A 
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Grieve not to them too Little to the great. And yet, ftrangé paradox” permits © virewe’s 
What lofe the gen’rous, who profufely watte: foes, 
Oo high-plac’d weaknefs all the mufe’s frength?| The mounts of power, from whence.to ain ! 
Shines the fan faintlier for thofe beama he pours, their blows, ‘ 3 - 3 
Wain and unthank’d to warm th’ infenfate rock ? ‘And buri red rain down in furer throws, | 
Tell the big blanks, that he who courts negle&, | With levell’d malice nicely pois’d to hit the climb. 
And loves to praife unpaid, is paid within, - ing head, ; : r 
3s greater than the great : Pities their fcorn; While they fic fafe, and laugh above to fee th’” 
Aad bids their merit five by vwerfe they wreng’d, \- afpicer dead! vo : 
Why? If reafons may be giv'n 
To earth for laws which pafs in heaw'n!. 
Why am | doom'd tu toil with vain defire ? 
Be ever climbing and yet never higher? 
Why am I curs'd with fcenes of heiplefs woe, 
Which fince to cure I mutt not reach the pow'r, 
Why am f not permitted—not to know? 
~ Why feels not yon proud tord his Qare, 
OF my heart-piercing care, 
For fuff rings 1 can neither help, nor which my 
\ bus’nefs are? * 
. Why Qeep princes void of pain, 3." 
For thofe fad thoufands who complain; oat 
And wath with tears their deep-dy’d griek 
ce in vain? 
Thefe men could lend compaflion handsto reac ' 
‘The finking mis’ries which their help befeech ! 
_ 1, who my own misfortunes cannot cure, 
With barren forrow other men’s endure! 
While they whofe fmoiles might heal and voice 
might chear, es, 
Have eyes, and cannot fee !—-have ears, and 
will not hear ? : 














THE EXCURSION OF PANCY; 


A PINDARIC ODg, | 


« Anp why ye empty names of things unfound |“ 
‘Ve almoft thadows e’en of found ! 
“¥ame, glory, fortune, fate, and all the fairy faney 
round : 
Or rather would ye but vouchfafe to tell . - 
The caufe of ills, Ye know too well; 
Say, ye proud tracers of difdainful ftate ; “i 
. ‘Who buy diftinion at the world’s low rate ! 
"| Yemean alpiters to be great, 
By aims which earth-born hopes, not heavenly. 
truths, create! . 
‘Why mutt the facred {pring of honour’s flood, 
» Be we'd to rince the dutty robes of pride, . 
With blood and purple doubly dy'd ? 
‘Why foully trampled in by wealth’s- bold fer? 
wy there mutt lep’rous vices meet ? 
And why mutt poverty, however fweet, 
: And naked innocence anftain'd and neat 
Be rudely driv'n away: or terribly withftood, 
By giant forms! chimeras ftain’d with blood ! 
Who dreadful ftalk about, withine-and raife th’ 
uncleanly mud? 


"Tis wond'rous ftrange all this'—but man fhould 
never gaze, "Y 
With fearch too curious on the myttic ways, 
Which form the foul-bewild’ring maze | 
Jt is cnough for us that there muft be 
Ends in this we cannot fee! 
And fince ‘tis vain to tug at fate; 
With unavailing human weight,’ a 
Let us throw down this load of doubt with which 
No rate is won + 
And {wift to eafier conquefts lighter run,’ 
The way which reafon is not bid to fhunt 
Let us with, never-yielding courage ftrive, 
In fpite of villany to thrive ; 
And from our refolution's fpring long ftreams of 
Dlifs derive! . 
Like the gay ball ftruck down Aill highes toe 
us rife, ok ao . oars 
And obftinate difpute th’ unwilling prize ! 
Rebound with ten fold vigour at each blow f 
And that to wounds we may a victory owe, 
Antaus like {pring freth from ev'ry throw: 

Till hort. breath’d fortune tir'd and fick with our 
. unthought defence, : 
At once, permite us to enjoy both her and ia-- 

Rocence, 


“Say, coward learning! Jong, too long miffed ! 
y UE yet thou dar'tt ered thy dizzy head f 
+. And art not yet heart-conquer’d uite, 
By power fight! and cuftom join’d; too, too 
unequal ; : 
¥F yet once more thot dar’tt affert thy eyes, 
Once mote undazzled view truth’s beamy fkies ; 
x, And can’ft with ftrong unflagg'ring fight, 
Firm-fix’d in Reddy gaze take in the o’crwhelm. 
. _ ing light! - 
» Say, nor fear th? opprefiive hate, foe 
Which truth told plainly muft create! 
The foes of truth, in bulk though great, 
Lifted boldly want in weight! 7% 
- Say to what fad caufe we owe, 
That naked virtue muft regardlefs gol. 
Or, thiv'ring (tand in fortune’s frow z 
Ti chance docs fome gay: mantle o'er‘ her 
i throw, P 
Ané notice does not from her worth, but her 
-. .- adornments flaw ? oes 
* Immortal heav’n ! if man may dare 
__ Climb thither to refreth his cate!" 3 
‘What means our God ! when he requires, i 
* Phat man in virtue’s Tugged pathe fhou’d 
tread, : & 
Wito bleflings he afpires? 


- Well then! refotve we t—he it for” 
. further thought we fliall not need ¢ 
That we fet forward ftands decreed ! ‘ 
Bur hold ! what journey thall we choofe te 
ge? 
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+ L wilNgnbark me, on-yon boundiefs fea ! 
* The ea of knowledge! proud! imperious 
ftore ! Sy. thore, 
Of heaven-affanlting waves which gnaw the 
_On ev'ry fide with hungry roar ! 


‘Ype always gaping always {wallowing more;- 


- before |- : 

+ Well! I ant fail'd :—I plow thé foamy deeps 
And now my climbing veffel mounts on high, 

And now I fweep the ftarry tky! ' 
* And now! ftand firm my brain! ruth down 
the wat'ry fteep ! : try! 

Ah me! half-founder’d now, in vain all arts 1 

~ "This way and that, immortal heaven I derive ! 

. | Currents encount’ring currénts, ftrive! 

« The fruitlefs rudder ill-obey’d in vain, 
Struggles opprefs'd againft the madding main, 

Eddies crofa eddies whirl:--and whelm it back 


Bull ‘fows forever, and will flow—voracious as 


cme: apaing eet 
Hold! Tam fick, TH fail Ad’mafe: 
y | Pilot give thy labours o'er! te 


«Put in and {eek repofe on yonder peaceful fhore. 
. Where am ! now ?—-"Pis wond’rotis dark all 
~ yound | ; 
‘What means this thadow-cover'd ground! 
- This is the land’ of ignorance wild and rude ! 
Bleak comfortlefs and bare: 
A areary foil! an empty alrt 
. By fhadowy nothings I am here putfued; , 
X gape, and yawn, and tite in fleepy folitudel *- 
"Let me turn which way I will, : 
. Sight has narrow quarters ftill ! 
v Scarce can {fee above a fathom round: 
{ tread on foft and fandy ground !, 
"At ev'ry Rep I take, my feet fink in; =, - 
Already I to fear I-kaow not what begin ! 


Hark! what ftrange noife is that which whilifes | 





& round my head? : 
Ghofte and gobbiings this way tread! 
ANonith’d eyes! whar (cenes about me draw 
Now flagg'ring reafon, where's thy law? 
‘My foul grows week with childith awe’: 
Fancy has courage captive led; , 
Empty fomethings fill I dread! , * 
Ha f' fee—at once what objeéts rife |}—How horri= 
. bly they fpread! oe i . 
T'tkod too loud, and with’ the noile havé wak'd the 
filent dead, ; 
Fly, fly, night-wand'ring feet ! explore loft day. 
If this the land of ignorance be, 
T'lt drive again on Jearning’s fea! *- 
. Bete I dare no longér ftay ! ‘ 
» And yet I fee not how to get away! *- -. 
‘What's this?—methinks | fee the rathy brink ~ 
Of fome deep current in my way!-"- + 
Help, help me, fortune, or [ fink! ~~ - 
Now 1am in, wheim’d o’er amidft the flood! ‘ 
Ha! though the chance was bad th’ cfie@ is 
*, gaod! : , mee 
Tt is pot water this, but fluid mud. . 


Siagnate and chitk the fleepy depth I’ tread with’ 


tinhop'd cafe ! ee 
Ad now t fee the land again; and now”* 
+ “Phe liquid field J up before me plougtt’s - 















|, E know the country now as 1 draw ne: 








| B7te 
Wade ont and climtthe bank By flow degrees '~ 
V’ve “fcap'd the lake, thank heav’n! but all this 
5 while .- - ee 2 
T wander guidelefs ii the fame dark ifle. 
-+ What's this which wouid be thoughta wind? 
Which heaves by fluggith fits the drawfy air? 
- Which creeps in broken murmurs far behind, 
And idly {ems to flumber in its care ? [affuage ¢ 
+ Now fwells in fudden gufts, now. does at once 
Like dranken men who, ftrive.to talk, but ficep 
amidft their rage? : Ps Be 
Curfe.on his foul-condenfing folitude! 
‘This land of ignorance appears as rude ; 
* ‘And far more dangerous thefe unastive ills, 
‘Than all the bufy frightfulnefs which fills 
Yon fea, where ftorms my devious bark purfucd{” > 
Tell me then, directive far, Pr 
‘Thou that guid’ me from afar, < 
Mf Icarning’s voyage is not. fafe to take, ”: 
.And ign’rance, dreadful fhote, {now forfake, fia 
What more inviting land my next lock-out half 
make? 7 
“I fee, methinks, far off a fudden glare! ° 
Ma! look—a mousitain rifes to the fea! 
From which ten thoufand flames thot through 
the air, ‘ 
. Spread circling brightnefs wide to fach- degree, , 
That a kind crail of light darts outward ev’n to tine # 
Blels’d with this glorious unexpected gutde,.- 
T look about me now with pridef 
And lo! @ narrow caufeway thither Jeads+ ; 
» Narrow indeed it is, and feems to fhow, 
‘That few fhould hence to yon gay mountain go ! 
Care and diligencé there needs; 4 
For ev'ry tott'ring ftep I tumble fo, 
That fearce I feape the waves which faatn‘a 
“al break below!" = 7 > - 
Would I had never landed on this thore. 
‘This caufeway is a dangerous pafage o'er? ’ 
_ And I was nearer to che mount before,’ [roar ! 
When my bark mifs'd its fight amidit the ocean's’ 
Courage, my foul, I fhal! anon be ther 5 





ea 




















leis the far-fam’d realm of war ! 
“ How red the fies about itare!  ~ | . 
Oh, let me climb the clifly Reep, and ftrike yon’, 
_, vopmoft ftar!” 
Thank heayen! my achng foot has reach’d the 
ftrand: tee yak . 
- What's chis,? the ¢arth is iron ; and fulphur all’ 
: _ the fand. a : a 
Inftead of air, here’s ‘fmoke;—but flame docs 
ight fupply!.. er 
. And from within where Rrongly fed they He, 


Torrents of fiery day break up and ftétak the footy’ 






ep hys ty 
; Hark ! as up the hill f go, roar, 
From. the wide top huge ful -mouth’dthundeys 


While far within and.more below, < 
Hoarfe infant noifes faintly blow ; 


', <-ahpd, flowly rifing, more.and more,’,, . 
Grumble, in horrid notes, their new-taught leffons’ 


> oer: SPW ae 
Some the thrill trumpet imitate,‘amd fomée 
. Boffct, unikiil'd, the fulien drum,” 
sayy 
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~‘Vhrough my aflonith'd ear, harth-mingling pafs Begin, begin ele plovioustath &- 
- ihe found of bells,. clafh'd fwords, and clatt’ring | Defend at once and ftrip yon kinge“of power’s 
z brafs. . ill painted mafk! aac 
Loud-neighing horfes, ftorms of vollied hot, + ‘Fell ’em they the nymph difprace 3: 
Shouts, groaus, and words confounded all, heard, » Power thould wear.a lovely face ; sagt 
but diftinguith'd not. f And hideoufly to:hide her charms is horrible and . 
: Well, 1am up at laff; and new I’m here, F bafe, © [for place, 
Let me look round and fee how things appear. | Bid ‘em, in empire’s mafquerade, elbow no more 
Oh! my glad foul---what profpeAs open there, | But bravely dare pat on plain truth,-and fcorn a 
.. My hope-enlivening heart to cheer ? borrow’d face. : 
Now I am in.my with'd, my proper fphere ; Are they difturb’d ?—1s all the hive.in arms 2 
What is therc ii: yon fair-ken'’d world which hence See they bug in hoftile fwarms ! . 
we may not fhare? But ’tis no matter, let "em bring 
Oh, Heaven! what falfe appearance.dwells below; Hoarded malice in their fing; - 
How is man deceiv'd by fhow! H They cannot pitrce, much le{s difplume, the pi-, 
“Yon Viceroys (as they would be thought) of fate ; : nions of thy wing, 
Yon poppet managers of {tate ; What is that they feek to know 2? - 
*Thofe things which bid life-watting followers wait ‘What commiffion we can thow. “ 
For bubbles, which at jewel’s price they rate; -«: Tell me; Fancy, was it fo? Be eas 
“And poff and fwell with emipty pride---and call | Conumiffions fay are fometimes forms which men 
si. themnfelvesthe-great, * . to cuftom owe ; 
Ye Mars :..-How hamhly they all look this way, | A fhape of power which tyrants fteal, and having 
4s who would feem to fay, : + ftol’n, bettow, 
Great Sirs! permit us dill to cheat the fool with -Yet, to pleafe ‘em, be they told, : 
whom we play; 0. 7 ‘From higher hands than theirs we hold f” 
+ They turn to ua the cringing fide, and ftrut the -. From juftice,. truth, and reafon fay, 5 
other way. ‘That great triumvirate of power !---which they 
Pretend, and but pretend t? obey! oa 
This ovr authority; and if thefe not fuffice, 
We can fhow 'em large fupplies 
Of vengeance, force, and fiubburn will 3 our fworp 
5 ie! auxiliaries. 
+ Now they tremble, now they mourny 
Now with heiplefs rage they burn! .” 
+ Well may they raye indeed to fee thei frlerids 
 againft ’em turn. ” : 
Stay! and e’er we farther go, 
Let our great meaning be aloud proclaim’d ; 
* “Our deeds thal be as juft as fanv'd,. 
Friends and enemies thall know 2a 
Why we make war, and what we meaii ‘to day 
Herald vengeance ! fwift arife! ° 
Shall with fleel thy flinty heart ! 
And fince hy nature blind thou art, © 
Bury thy lifted hand in yonder tkies, é 
And pluck two comets down to ferve for eyes. 
Dawh thy difmal face with blood abe 
4nd with extenlive ftzide, crofling the trembling 
flood [thook robe, 
Of fire-embroider’d fmoke, throw on a wind.’ 
Ard thoct thy fhadow over half the globe.- 
Tn thy right hand lift quiv’ring light’nings high 
Hardly held, and mad to fly! 
From thy rais'd left tet heaven's lovéetolt be 
hurl'd; S 
And roll th’ alarming thunder round the world, 
When wak'd attention pricks her frighted ear, 
And talking apprehenfion pants with fears 
When all the ftarting nations upward look, 
“* By convulfive horror thook, : . 
Botrow the northern wind’s big voice, and then 
Three times pronounce 0 yes! gnd thus addrefa 
Oe the fons of men: : 




























"Sul recline and take thy eafe; - 
' Look about thee by degrees; as 
¢ profpect's wide enough to pleafe. 

Since the commanding top is thas atrain’d, - 
..  Ufe with care th’ advantage gain’d, 

‘What wilt thou do that thus I feel thee fwefl? 

Yn ftruggling filence loves defign to dwell. - 

__ + Or are thy views too vaft to tell ? fwen. 

Go on, form boldly, fwift refolve—and execute it 
“Send out fancy, the can fy;. , 

.Nimbly wing'd, her own bet Spy; 

; Every danger, eve drawn nigh, 

Th’ air-footed Amazon difcerns, and {catters with 
v* her eye. ee hae 
Fancy then, proud goddefs' rife : 

- “From earth extend thy ftretching fize, 
And puih thy active head through the difcover'd 
tkies, 7 
Stamp, ambitious, with thy foot, 
., And bid the threaten’d world look to’ts, 
Farthou baft mighty work: to do, and’ power 
enough to do’, 
Grafp yon'efvaping earthquake, ‘twould depart; 
Blow new: vigour to its heart. + 
‘Take it and give the lazy globe a thake; © 
~And when fcar'd nature's broad awake, © 
» All her coy aid demand-and take, £ 
Break open ev'ry inmoft part; 
Through all the gloomy chafms of matter darts 
' Ler in light to fied out art; = 
And fille to fee the blaze-thot nymph with fnd- 
den wonder fart. sp erigens fs 
* Seize her quickly, bind her fah, = °° - 
Diflant elfe behind her caft; *- {paft. 
A théuland mazy turnings fic muft tedioufly be 


Doubly arm'd, and fated thuy %3- 
Whe is tew Advaih Loy usd. 








a Hear, ye people | far and wide; 
-:  Reafon’s force will now-be try'd s: 
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Tren Me, ye tyrants! at the near defence - 
Of. long -opprefs'd and helplefs isnocence. 


Where isthe y:retch, who, deep entrench’d in Bate, | 


,, Impioufly defies his fate; <. 


"And dares be wicked without bouads becaufe im- |. 


- 7 menfely great : 
Him let injur’d virtue fhow, 
And we proclaim ourfelves hig foe. 
Fortunate ufurpers quake ! ~ ftake, 
Let the fore’d thrones, whofe feats uncall’d ye 
Beneath your pond’rous ruia thake; =. 


‘Or let ’em {well to throw yeu out; or with your ,. 


fortunes break [wealth. 
‘Rapine difguis’d in faw, ‘oppreffion arm’d with 
+ Rock-hearted cruelty, and feomful pride 
2 Hear and tremble when ye know, 
‘We the great healers bring th’ unhappy~health, 
And draw the thorn from virtue's bleeding fide. 
Ye fap-engrofling weeds which. bet for mifchief 
tr grow ; 
Pay plunder'd excellence, ye flavee! the vait ar- 
rears you owe,” 73H 
Or we pronounce ourfelves. your mortal foe, 
Wifdom, knowledge, juftice, arty... 
». Peace, mecknefs, truth, and fandtity of heart ; 
Difcourag’d indultry, unfriended grief, , 4 
, Charity, gentlenefs, and to be brief,” 
Each weeping virtue that deferves and has not 
found relief, 2° 
.. March and join us; we are friends: |' *., 
i What though your numbers are, but few?” :. 
» Ovr mufter’s well-weigh'd ‘Mrength attends; 
. Where thow is Wanting, fubltance makes 
amends, et eee aay 
‘We, your allies, can lend you arms~-and give you 
courage too. F 4 : 
‘They come from ev'ry purt, they, fathering, fly; 
But, trembling, backward caft a doubtful eye, 
Aftonith'd at the hoftile {warms which round ‘em 
fhad’wing lie! ar 
Safety from filent caves arife > 
‘You cryfal pillar from heaven's palace break, 
27nd cope it down to our allies, = 
“Twill a glitt’'ring caufeway make. _ 
So'they are paft, encamp ‘em on th’ afcent go 4 
Stretch out the bright divifions line by line 
* Unfold our milky enfigns to the wind ; 
Draw the battalions dawn in juft extent 3, 
: And bid the iron face of battle thine. # 
t. * What's this! the'rath audacious foe, 
Far from fear, and mad with pride, 14 
. Scorns to wait a threaren’d blew, 
i And this way turns invafion’s tide: ~ 
, They will not fay it feems to be a fecotid time 
: defy'd, {p: 
= They weigh, they fail, they fpread from ev'ry 
Nombers following numbers ftart. 
, Their navies hide the fea through which they 
Po {weep ; 
And th’ o’er-labour’d wind grown fick atcheart, 
After the flagging canvafs feems to creep; 
» And groans behind, opprefs'd with weight fo 
a ftrong, S 7 
‘And puffing forms, with checks-balf-burft, {carce 
f  , prdr.it Low along. 




















Jit: Bleed at every pit’roys vein! 


arty | 





” aR, 


’Tia.warth our wonder, Fancy, fince.we-age.. * 
Poffefs'd at, orice of the whole realm of War, 
Whence thofe prodigious magazines fhould 
“*. dpring,: = [bring. 
Which, nations, ill-ally’d, do thus againgt us’ 

: At times exported hence, at fir they went 

Like naval ftores from Chriftendom, to Barbary 
ogy Rovere fents: ne yt 

And hoarded long, to be-at att i fpent; ~ 

Come now againft their mother's bofom' bent. : 

Since it is thos we'll dif’ rent arms prepare !/ 

‘Our terrors thal} new unknown. habics weary «7 

‘And like our caufe,-our ‘weapons too fhall huge. 
‘advantage bear! Be 
Nature our confedérate-found,° «1 
~ And Proteus’ art our captive hound’ © a 
“What force can earth againit us bring which thefe 
“8 “ofhall not-confoundi! o: oat es 
Hear, thou tall foreft, from thy. loos'ning Toot 
Hither thy piny offepring thoot : ie sagt 

And thou, proud hoft of gloom.arrefting oak, 

‘Fhrough whofe élofe ranks the day's tighthorfe 

ne'er broke, 

With reverend awe eonfefs the amighty call’! 

. Ned confent-..and groaping fall {5.11 T[joia . 
(Now fwift together rufh again, once more clofee 
With animated, fympathetic twine! : 
Embrace at once, and new io form with concava, 
; beauty thine ! 
Deftend complete, ‘and plongh the ftood ‘ia shal. 
“bodied-line ! : 
a1 Scorn the help of canvas wings! 
‘Art fhall lend felf-moving {prings? : 
Yeuir active forms fhail never need attend thé hus 
‘ morous wind; . 
‘Setf-oar'd with 


i 





Spoky fins your furrowing kects ~ 
Shall duth the biliows back with living Wheeiag. 

, Aad ftriking fwiftly every mark defign'd, 

Sweep on through winds and tides averié,’ and 

; Teave the gales behind, 2 2... 


: i ~Mountain, open thy hot breaft, thy icon finewa * 


ftrain! : 

when: 
“Yawn horrible, and with convulave pains «0: 

Bux& thy dame-lab'ring hegd, and hoor thy mi-: 

‘ neral brains . 

i" Take ’em, art, and mix ’em well! : 

‘Thou canit the dark proportions tell ! 

Let death the bitter kernel be, and forge thow 

! thick the thell f, 0 55" : 

| Kindle fire like light'ning bhue !. 
‘Aad that its dreadful work it may 

Breathe 2 living {pirit through, : 

And give the deadly compound fight, and force, 

and fwiftnefstoo 1. ease 





tnerting do, ° 


.Pake this new gigantic mould; he: 
And by it form fuch tubes as may befit * 
‘The mafs which their impregnate wombs muh : 

hold! : ee, 
- + Ram their greedy throats with it; _* 
And teach new thunders to out-mouth the old t 
Hold, it not fuffices get} - —* ‘ 
Not one advantage hall the proud foe, boat 
* *Tis not enough that viory we get, 
. Unlefs the gain is ours with nothing loft} > 
S - gAilj 


Ne 


i 
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Bid yon aérial fubftance fhed its down ; 

Spin ic thick, and weave it ftrong ! 

Draw out the force-repelling texture long 
And with it fence each veffel round, like {ome 
‘Well bulwark'd town ; Mees 

Now we are proof againtt their gather'd pride, 

* Be all’their bateerics on us hourly try’d!° ~ 

Breathlfs and dead their fruitlefs force fhall 
1. bifs Sur foft'ned fide. -” : : 


Embark, ye well-appointed few, embark ! 
-Pur out, and meet the number-trufting foet 
Their circling fleet has made the day look | 
: dark, | i sped us {blow ! 
And fednis in fate drefe'd to monrn the coming 
Rofh again ’em—gore ’em through! » 
Bear ’em down beneath the fea!, i. . 
‘As weeds before the furrowing plough torn up 
: and buried be ! a ie 
If while onward ye purfue, . ry 
On either Gide they flank ye too; [throats, 
At once clear all your thunder’s dreadfgl 
And roar deftruétion out in paffant notes! 
*Tis done; and glorioufly the banith’d day, 
Which late their gloomy. fquadrons chas'd 
away, r 
Reftor’détriymphant thines with ten-fold light: 
Their curling ruin thines to heaven, and makes 
: the fun more bright ! 
Sce, fee, mark well this fcene-recording fame! 
‘The hiffing ocean toils with vain defire, 
To quench with {pouting waves the batt'ling 


flame; 
But fcorch'd with clinging heat, and mad 
with fhame, 
PPoes every way st-onee-in blazing tides retire, 
And flying frights th’ aftonifh’d world with floods 
of liquid fire. [feels ; 
Pride-{woll’n oppreffion now hot vengeance 
i Their falling flags blufh deep in blood! 
And hide their fhame within the flood ! 
‘ Thee matte tirn-downward, and th’ uplifted 
eels ' ‘ 
‘Float reverfe with wave-wath’d reels! [gay, 
And all th’extended ftrength but now fo proudly 
Like fnow-top'd fields o’er-ruy by fire, melts all at 
once away. é 3 


Whither thall we now proceed ? 
‘arn your heads to yon white shore; 
.Follow fortune ftiil with fpeed, : 
Ye who would engage her more! | + 
Jt matters nothing what we now have done; 
Or vidl’ry mutt be well purfued, or the is never won, 
+» Ha! what means yon op’ning fcene?. 
The warlike land is gilded o'er . 
‘With glite’ring arms in diftant marches feep, 











»-¢ Moving awful ; looking kind; an 
‘Now glides before to light ‘em on; pow cheers 
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Aad graceful troops that edge the guareed thore} 

And from behind to clofe us up betfveen,:- 

*.A huge half moon of naval ftrergth, = * 
:Stretch’d in gay and pompous length, - 

Advances on us flow and well affur’d: 


Thefe cannot of the number be, who late fuch lofg 


endur’d! % 
Mark the impatient hafte of thofe behind!  - 
As if o’erjoy’d an enemy to find; at 
‘Their wanton Qreamers lath the lazy wind, 
And like their genius bov’ring in the air ! 
* See that glorious fomething there ! 
‘Which does a form unufual feem to b 








“em up behind. a 
In fhape 2 lion fierce, and ftrong it feems,: 


‘But’ like fome figure fancy-form’d that fills mens 


active dreams; 


An eagle’s talons and keen bill it dreadful feems 
et tobeargey oo, we ah 
‘Atv eagle’s broad and thad’'wy wings. dired it 


through the air! 


Qbferve what's he, who folemnly fevere, 

With grave arid awful fenfe of majefty, 

Hemm'd with reverence does appear ! 
Whofe eye fo piercing feems to be! * 


‘Whofe forehead wears beneficence to temper dig- 


nity! : 
‘Who marches ftately down yon hill to fees 
But not to fee with fear! 
To look and judge what we may be! 
Ye powers, where are we ?-——-How did faney, 
fteer? 
1 know the hero; now he draws more near! 
How came we blindly thus to touch a fhore? 
‘Thus hoftilely a land explore, i 
Where heaven does only bleffings ftore ? 


: Where wailing forrow thall be heard ap more, . 


Nor virtue e’er in vain the help of power im- 
plore! : 
Away! heave anchor! we've no bufinefs here !; 


Yet flay! divinely led, L err th’ unmeant good to: 


blame! 


Infpir'd at once 1 fee and own ’twas heaven’s un-° 


erring aim! : 
:, Hail, immortal fon of fame! 
Take thefe legions, they are thine! 
With theirs thy navy fhall refiftlefa join ; 


And virtue’s fquadrons led by tice, o'er earth's 


. whole furface thine. eee ‘e 
Root out oppreflion wherefoe’er fhe grows, * 


Let ftubborn tyranny fall dead beneath ‘thy pond’. 


~ -rous blows ! 


And over all the wide-watch'd world leave inno- 


gence m0 foes. : 


= 
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Even f, the meaneft of the mufes train, 
Inflam’d by thee, atterapt a nobler ftraing 
Advent’rous waken the Malian lyre, 
"Tun'd by your hand, and fing as you infpires 
Bo arm'd by great Achilles for the fight, 
, Petrocius conquer'd in Achilles’ right; 
Like theirs our friendthip ! and I boaft my name 
To thine united—for thy friendbip’s fame. 
RPITER TO vors. 
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‘Wittram Broome was born in Chethire, as is faid, oftvery mean parents. Of the time and place’ 
of his birth, vr the early part of his life, no intelligence is to be found. He was educated upon the | 
foundation at Eton, and had the misfortune of being captdin of the fchool for one whole year, 17072 
without any vacancy, by which he might have obtained a {cholarfhip in King’s College, Oxford, 

: Being by this delay, fuch as has happened but four times in 160 years, in 1619, 1653, 1707, and 
1956, fuperannuated, his friends fent him to St. John’s College, where, by their affiftance, and = 
Small exhibition, he was maintained til] he entered into orders. : 

At his college he had the reputation of being an excellent Greek fcholar and a fkilful verfifier, 
but he is defcribed, as being a contracted {cholar, and a mere verfifier, unacquainted with life, and 
uofkilful in converfation. He was fo much addigted to verfifying, that his companions familiarly’ 
called him Post. When he had opportunities. of mingling with mankind, he cleared himlelf, it is 
faid, from great part. of his {cholaftic ruft. 

« He appeared early in the world as a tranflator of the “ Iliad” into profe, in conjandioa with 
Ozell and Oldifworth ; but his thare in that verfion, which is now negleged, is not known. Ha 
gwas introduced to Pope, who. was then upon a vific to Sir John Cotton at Madingley near Cam 
bridge, and gained fo much of his efteem, that he was employed with Jortin to make extraéts from Eus 
ftathias for che notes to the tranflation of the“ iad ;” and in the fecond volume of “ Mifcellaneous 
Poems, Tranflations, and Imitations,” publifhed by Lintot, commonly called “ Pope’s Mifcellanies,"~ 
twelve of his carly pieces were inferted. That he furnithed “ the greater part of the Remarke from 
Euftathius,” together with feveral excellent obfervations, is acknowledged by Pope; who, it hag 
been faid, promifed him a handfome gratuity for his trouble; and, when the work was finithed, 
quarrelled with him, and difappointed him of the promifed reward. It is certain that Broome thus 
yeprefented the ftory to his fricnda; yet, in a letter to Lord Hervey from Pope, who had bee 
tharged with felling Broome’s works, printed with Pope's name,” he tells his Lordfhip he print-. 
ed not his name before a line of the perfon’s his Lordfhip mentions; befides, my Lord, when you 
faid 1 fold another man’s works, you ought in juflice to have:added that I bougét them, which very 
much alters the cafe. What I gave was 5001; his receipt can be produced to your Lordthip.” ‘ 

Ruffhead relates that Broome, in conjundtion with Fenton, had formed a defign of tranflating 
the Cdyfey, while Pope was employed upon the “ Iliad,” and went through feveral books of 
the Odvjey, which they defired him to perufe; and having .made a confiderable progrefs.in the 
taanflation himfelf, adopted what he found thus ready for the advancement of his work. - 

It is fome confirmation of what is thus related, that among the poems in “ Pope’s Mifcellany”™ 
there is one To a Gentlemen who arritied fome of my K.tfes, the title of which hé afterwards. thus. 
thanged, To Adr. A. Pope, who correfied ony Verfet. 

That the verfion of the Odyfzy wae not wholly Pope’ 's was always Lacie: He had men-. 
tioned the affitance of two friends in his propofals; and at the end of the work fome account is 
given by Broome of their different parts, which, however, mentions only five books as written by 
the coadjutors; the fourth and twentieth by Fenton, the fixth, the eleventh, and eighteenth, by- 
himfelf; though Pope, in an advertifement. prefixed afterwards tq a new volume of his worka, 
claimed only twelve. 

‘peThe books allotted to Fenton were the firft, the fourth, the nineteenth, “and the twentieth ; to - 
jhe fot of Broome fell the fecond, fixth, , eighth, cleventh, twelfth, fixteenth, eightecnth, and swentys, 
third, with all the fotes, 
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The price at which Pope purchafed this affiftance was.gool. to Fenton, and soe, to come, 
with as many copies to his friends as made one hundred more. The payment made ar se is 
not cestainiy known. Lord Orrery fays “ it was an errant trifle:”” Broome’s is very diftindly told 
by P.pe in the notes to the “ Dunciad.* 2 

dt is evident, that, according to Pope's own eftimate, Broome was unkindly treated. {f four 
Books could merit zoe]. eight and all the notes, equivalent at leaft to four, had certainly a right te 
more ghat “ 

Broome, probably finding that Pope got more than cither of them expeéted, was defirous of a 
Share; but though Pope was not generous on this occafion, if Broome received what they agreed 
for, there feems no juft ground of complaint. 

There was for fome time, from whatever caufe, more than coldnefs between Broome and his 
‘employer, He always {poke of Pope, as did his friend Fenton, as too much a lover of money, and 
Pope purfved him with avowed hoftility; for he not only named him difrefpc@fully in the * Dua“ 
«iad,” but quoted him more than once in the “ Bathos” as a proficient in the “ Art of Sinking ;" and 
im his enumeration of the different kinds of poets diftinguithed for the profound, he reckons Broome 
among * phe parrots who sepeat another's words in fuch a hoarfe odd tone aa makes them {ecm 
their own.’ 

ft appears by a letter from Pope to Broome, in 1730, in which he comminicated to him am 
accotnt of the death of Fenton, which is noticed in the life of chat amiable and elegant poet, that. 
they were afterwards reconciled, but their peace was probably without friendfhip. 

In 1727, he publithed his Poems on Several Occafions, with a dedication to Lord Townfhend, dated ' 
Jan, 16. 1726; being at that time reclor of Sturfton in Suffolk, and chaplain to Charles Loré 
{afterward Earl) Cornwallis. 

: At Sturfton he married a widow lady who had a good fortune, which enabled him to o take the 


‘degree ‘of Do@or of Lawa, when the king went to Cambridge, April as. 1728. 


« Upon his refignation of the living of Sturflon, he was prefented by the Crown to the reGory of 
Pulham in Norfolk, in Auguft 1733, which he held with Oakley Magna in Suffolk, given him by 
Lord Cornwallis, who added the vicarage of Eye in Suffolk; he then refigned Pulham, and retaine 
‘6 the other two till his death. 

Towards the latter end of his life, he amufed himfelf with tranilating Odes of Anacreon, which he 
publithed in the “ Gentleman’s Magazine,” under the fignature of Cbefer. 

He died at Bath, November 16. 1745, and was buried in the Abbey Church, by Dr Gooch bithop 
of Norwich. He left an only fon, Charles, who died of the fmall-pox in 1747, an under graduate 
of St. John’s Colisge, Cambridge. a5 

His Peems on Several Occafons were reprinted in 1739, and again in 217 50; with feveral additions 
and variations, which are retained in the prefent edition. 

‘The charaGer of Broome, though -he never rofe to a very high dignity in the church, fcems to 
pave heen amiable and refpe@table. At college he was univerfally beloved ; and in more advanced 
hfe he was diftinguifhed by his exemplary obfervance of the focial and domeftic duties, and his piety 
and diligence in the exercife of his paftoral fundctiog. He is mentioned by Shuckford (Secrad and 
Profane Uijiory Conneéied, vol. iii. p. 60 ) under the title of “ the ingenious Annotator on the Eng- 
lift Homer, whee ~ worth, as well as learning, makes it a arn to me to fay, that I have a 
friend =f pvcd? 

Asa poet, his aes are charaGerifed by corredtnefe of judgment,elegance of diGion, and nar-- 
mony of numbers, rather than by ‘force of genius, or grace of fancy; neither of which, however, are: 


* wanting. To examine hie performan ces one by one, would be tedious. One of his pieces is intituled, Aft 


Jancholy; an Ode, occaftoned by the Death of a beloved Daughter, 17233 but it is not quite certain that it was 
written on a daughter of hisown. His Vez/es on the Death of a Friend, which were printed in 1727, were 
afterwards very happily enlarged, and applied to Fenton, who died in 1730. His Per/er to Mrsy 
Elizabeth Townfbend, on ber Pidlure at Rainbam, are elegant and poetical in a high degree. Of his 
Porapbrafes from Scripture, nothing very favourable can be faid ; yet the shird chapter of Habakhus, and 
the Parapbrafes from Fob and Eeclefiaftiew, have merit; the language not being afficient either ig 
Bzength or melody. His Tresfation are frgootb, clafScal, and Spirited 5 z and moft of his original: 


THE LIFE OF BROOME. “ay 


spieces have fomething to be praifed, either in the thought or the expfeffion. Dz. Warton thinks the 
books he tranflated for Pope, in the Odyfzy, are inferior to Fenton's; but it is no {mall honour to 
him, chat the readers of poetry have never heen able to diftinguifh his books from thofe of Fenton 
“and Pope. ie ae rs : 
+ OF Broome,” fays Dr. Johnfon, * though it cannot be faid that he was a great poet, it would 
be unjult to deny chat he was an excellent verlifier ; his lines are {mooth and fonorous, and his dice 
tion is fele@ and elegant. His rhymes are fometimes unfuitable. In his Melancholy he makes breath 
rhyme to #irth in one place, and to earth in another, Thofe faults occur but feldom; and he had 
fuch power of words and numbers, as fitted him for tranflation; but in his original works, recol- 
leétion feems to have been his bufinefs more than invention. His imitations are fo apparent, that it 
is part of his reader’s employment to recal the verfes of fome fermer poet. Sometimes he copies the 
moft popular writers; for he feems fearcely ‘to endeavour at concealment; and fometimes picks up 
fragments in obscure corners.” His fines to Fenton, oc 


Serene the fting of pain thy thoughts beguile, 
And make afflictions objects of a fmile, 


brought to my mind fome fines on the death of Queen written by Barnes, of whom I thoalg 
fet bave expedted to find an imitation. = 


‘ But thou, O mufe! whofe fweet Nepenthean tongne 
Can charm the pangs of death with deathlefs fong; 

, Can flinging plagues with ealy thoughts beguite ; 
Make pains and tortures objedts of a fmile. 


* © To detect his imitations, were tedious and ufclefs. What he takes he feldom makes ‘worfe ; and 
he cannot be thought a mean man, whom Pope chofe for an affociate; and whofe co-operation wag 
gonfidered by Pope’s cnemies as fo important, that he was attacked by Henley with this ludicrous 
aiftich.” ‘ 

Pope came off clean with Homer; but they fay, 

Broome went hefore, and kindly fwept the way. 
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~ DEDICATION. 








‘To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES LORD VISCOUNT TOWNSHEND 3 , 


Late one of bis Majefly’s Principal Secretaries of State, 


and Knight of the Mop 


Noble Order of the Garter, &¢, 


"Mr Loxp, 


I Bro leave to publith the following poems under 
Your patronage: a prefent, { confefs, unworthy 
+ of it, and of little value, excepting what gratitude 
gives it: but, I fear, ic may be efteemed a boalt 
wather than an acknowledgment, or at beft an 
.oftentatious kind of gratitude, to tell the world 
" that {have received the higheft obligations from 
the Lord Townfhend.: it is an honour to be re- 
garded by a perfon of fo diftinguithed a charaGer : 
am proud of it, and, not being of a nature to be 
- content with a filent gratitude, am not deterred 
from owning it, though it be liable go be mifcalled 
‘vanity. i 
You have, my Lord, the happinefs to enjoy 
; what that great ftacefman Wallingham, who held 
the fame office which you fill with fo much ho- 
nour, frequently wifhed, but never obtained: 2 
retirement from bufinefs in the declenfion of life, 
to enjoy age in peace and tranquillity : this lat 
' a@ion {peaks you truly great; for that perfon who 
by a voluntary retreat, could induftrioufly re- 
gounce all the grandeur of the world, muft evi~ 
dently have a foul above it. 
Tully in his Tufcutum was never more happy, 
than the Lord Townthend in his Rainham 


| eee Where majeftically plain 
* Pure nature reigns, where varied views from 
“ views wee “  fwonds, 

“* Diffulive profpedts yield *: here thage’d with 
“ Here rich with harveft, and there white with 
: ‘© flocks, 
“ And all the gay horizon {miles around 
*¢ etnies genius! Lo! between yon groves 
ne fe dome with eafy grandeur, like the foul 

Of its great mafter, rifing overlooks 
The fubje& regions, and commands the charms 
Of many a pleafing tand{cape, to the eye 
“ Delightful change! here groves of loftieft thade 
Wave their prond tops, and form of flateliet view 
A fylvan theatre! while nature’s hand (lawn, 
® Pours forth profufe, o’er hill, o'er vale, o’er 
- Her choiceft bleflings: fee! where yonder lake 








Se’ Mr, Thomfen's excellent seems, 
: ¥ 
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“ Spreads its wide liquid plaifi: now. itands une 
« mov'd, (fleas 

“ Pure as th’ expanfe of heaven, and heaven re- 

“ From its broad-glittering mirror; now with 
“© waves 

“ Curl'd gently by the breeze, falutes the flowerg 

“ Phat grace its banks! in ftate the {nowy fwans 

“ Arch their proud necks, and fowls of various 
* plume 

“ Innumerous, native or exotic, cleave [lawns 

“ The dancing wave! while o'er th’ adjoining 

“ Obverted to the fouthern funs, the deer 

“ Wide-fpreading graze, or ftarting bound away 

“ In crowds, then turning, filent ftand and gage! , 

“ Such are thy beauties Rainham, fuch the haunts 

“ OF angels in primzval guiltlefs days, 

“ When man imparadis'd convers'd with God."" * * 


This, my Lord, is but a faint picture of the 
place of your retirement, which ne one ever ene 
Joyed more elegantly: no part of your life lie 
heavy upon you; there is no uneafy vacancy in, 
ic; it is all filled up with ftudy, exercife, or pow 
lite amufement : here you thine in the moft agrees 
able, though“not moft ftrong and dazzling light + 
in your public ftation you commanded admiration 
and honour; in your private, you attract love and 
efteem: the nobler parts of your life will be the 
fubject of the hiftorian; and the ‘aéions of the 
great flatefman and patriot will adorn many pages 
of our future annals: but the affectionate father, 
the indulgent mafter, the condefcending and be. 
nevolent friend, patron, and companion, can only 
be deferibed by thofe who have the pleafure and 
happinefs to fee you ad in ail thofe relations: K 
could with delight enlarge upon this amiable pare 
of your character ; bat am fenfible that no portion 
of your time is fo ili fpent as in reading what 
write, 1 will therefore only beg the honour ta 
fubferibe myfelf, : ; 

My Lord, : 
Your Lordthip’s moft obliged, 
And moft obedient fervant, 
*Wittiam Broome, 
Pulbam in Necfolt, 1739. 


a 


“PREFACE. 


am very fenfible that many Hard circumftances 
‘attend all authors: if they write ill, they are fure 
to be ufed with contempt; if well, too often with 
envy. Some men, even while they improve them- 
felves with the fentiments of others, rail at their 
benefactors, and while they gather the fruit, tear 
the tree that bore it. I nyuft confefs, that mere 
idlenefs induced me to write; and the hopes of 
entertaining a few idle men to publifh, Tam not 
fo vain as not to think there are many faults in the 
enfuing poems; all human works mutt fall fhort 
of perfe@ion; and therefore to acknowledge it, is 
no humility: however, [ am not like thofe au- 
thors, who, out of a falfe modefty, complain of 
the imperfeGions of their own works, yet would 
‘take it very il! if the world fhould believe them ; 
Twill not add hypocrify to my jother, faults, or 
dt fo abfurdly as to invite the reader to an én- 
tertainment, and then tell him that there is no- 
thing worth his eating; [ have furnifhed out the 
table according to my beft abilities, if not with 
‘a fplendid elegance, yet at leaft with an innocent 
wariety. ‘ 

But fince this is the laft time that I fhall ever, 
perheps trouble the world in this kind, I will beg 

leave co fpeak fomething not as a poet, but a cri- 
“tic; that if my credit fhould fail as a poet, T may 
have recourfe to my remarks upon Homer, and be 
pardoned for my induftry as the annotator in part 
tapon the Iliad, and enrirely upon the Odyffey, 

I will therefore offer a few things upon criti- 
cifm in general, a ftudy very neceffary, but fallen into 
contempt through the abufe of ir. At the reftoration 
of learning, it was particularly neceflary ; authors 
had been long buried in obfeurity, and conle- 
*qnently had contraéted fome raft through the ig- 
porance and barbarifm of preceding ages: it was 
therefore very requifice that they fhould be po- 
lithed by a critical hand, and reftored to their ori- 
ginal purity : in this confifts the office of critics; 
But, inftead of making copies agreeable to the 
manufcripts, they have long inferred their own 
conjeftures; and from this licénfe arife moft of 
the. various readings, the burdens of modern edis 
tions; whereas*books are like pictures, they may 
be new varnifhed, but not a ‘feature is tn be al- 
tered; and every ftreke that is thus added, deflroys 
Gn fume degree the refemblance ; and the original 
$s no longer an Homer or a Virgil, but a mere 
ideal perfon. the creature of the editor's fancy. 
"Whoever deviates from this rule, does not correct, 
Dut corrupt his author . and therefore, fince moft 
books worth reaving have now good impreffione, it 
isa folly to devote too much time to this branch 
of criticifet; it ie ridiculous to make it the fu- 
preme bufinefs of life to repair the tuins of a de- 
cayed word, to trouble the world with vain nice- 
ties about a letter, or a fyltable, or the tranf- 
pofition of a phrafe, when the prefent reading 


is fufficiently intelligible. Thefe learned triflers 
are mere weeders of an author; they collect che 
weeds for their own ufe, and permit others to ga-. 
ther the herbs and flowers: it would be of more 
advantage to mankind, when once an author i¢ 
faithfully publifaed, to turn our thoughts from the 
words to the fentiments, and make then more cafy 
and intelligible. A fkill in verbal criticifm is in 
reality but a skill in guefling, and confequently he 
is the beft critic who gucfles beft : a mighty at- 
tainment! and yet with what pomp is a trivial 
Alteration uthered into the world! fuch writers 
are like Caligula, who raifed a mighty army, and 
alarmed the whole world, and then led it to ga~ 
ther cockle-fhells. In fhort, the queftion is not 
what the author might have faid, but what he 
has actually faid; it is not whether 4 different 
word will agree with the fenfe, and turn of the 
period, but whether it was ufed by the author + if 
it was, it hds a good title ftill to maintain its poft, 
and the aiithority of the manufcript ought to be 
followed rather than the fancy of the editor: for 
can a modern be a better judge of the language of 
the pureft of the ancients, than thofe ancients who 
wrote it in the greateft purity? or if he could, 
was ever any author fo happy, as always to choofe 
the moft proper word ? experience thows the im: 
poflibility. , Befides, of what ufe is verbal criti. 
cifm when once we have a faithful edition? it em- 
barraffes the reader inftead of giving new light 
and hinders his proficiency by engrofling his time, 
and calling off the attention from the author to 
the editor; it increafes the expence of books, and 
makes us pay an high price for trifles, and often, 
for abfurdities. I will only add, with Sie Henry 
Saville, that various ledtions are now grown fo 
voluminous, that we begin to vahie the firft 
editions of books as moi correct, becaule leat 
corrected, . 
There are other critics who think themfelves 
._ obliged to fee no imperfections in their 
Of partial author from the moment they under- | 
* tale his caufe, they look upon him as a 
lover upon his miftrefs ; he has no.faul:s, or hie 
vgry faules improve into beauties: this, indeed, 
is a well-natured error, but ftill blameable, be- 
caufe it mifguides the judgment. Such critics af 
no lefs erroneoufly, than a judge who fhoul’ re- 
folve to acquit a perfon, whether innocent oF 
guilty, who comes before him upon his trial tt 
ia frequent for the pastial critic to praife the work 
as he likes the author; he admires a book as an 
antiquary a medal, folely fram the impreflion of 
the name, and not from the intrinfic value < the 
copper of a favourite writer fhall be more efteemed 
than the fineft gold of a lefs acceptable author : 
for this reafon many perfons have chofen to pu- 
blith their works without a name, and by .this, 
method, Jife Apelles, whe ftood unfecn 


| hopes t 
much ‘merit as they ‘deftroy. in. in. their 
I never look into one of thefe critics but he 
me in mind of a giant in romance: the 
giant confifts in the number of the limbs ss 
men whom he has deftroyed; that at the critic in 


moft fuccefsful, is leaft defirable.. 
juftly be thought to peer fe imagir 
who fhould delight-only to draw-the! f 
and diftortions of human nature, 
ecuted by the ers n rly | 
holder with 


d only to difpesites a practice, ‘h 


carcals to a li 


-to fill every 
te te give tellimony of their ene- 


their malice 
my’s merit, and 


their defign, 
ng all their weapons againit him; {uch critics 


‘tue than his his sive and 
critic, yet proves hi 
fies no one is to 

fuch faults as others ar 


« {sacra vase 


nefs even to the poff 
| difficult to be pleafed, ai 


| wa ge cto ; 


ire like dead coals; they may blacken, but aie 4 
n, Thefe writers bring ig to my memory a paf- | hi 
inferior ; 


in the Hiad, where all the 
he Plebs ‘Superdim, or rabble of 
tied to unite their endeavours to pull 
the earth : but bythe attempt enh 
heir Ywn inability ; Jepsen is nig Jupiter, and 
“unavailing they manifeft: his fu- 


ity. 
odefly ixeffential to true criticifm : no man 
las a title to be a dictator in knowledge, and the 
fe of our own infirmities ought to teach us to 
eat others with humanity. ‘he envious critic 
gt to confider, that if the authors be dead 
in he cenfures, it is inhumanity to trample 
on their afhes with infolence; that it is cruelty 
non, implead, and-condemn them with ri- 
and animofity, when is not in a capa fio 


it; he that lives the longeft, has. but the 
privilege of creeping more leifurely | oth 


a 


his grave; what we call. 
longer time of | 1 ee 
} as thort-lived 
is Bate a8 aaa 
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HABBAKKUK, CHAP. II, PARABHRASED. 
: AN ODE, 
Written in 1710, as an Exercife. 


Wnxy, in a glorious terrible array, 
From Paran's towering height th’ Almighty took 
hie way; - 
Borne on a cherub’s wings he rade, 
Intolerable day proclaim'd the God ; 
No earthly cloud 
Could his effulgent brightnefs fhroud : 
Glory, and majefty, and power, 
March’d in a dreadful pomp before; 
Behind, a grimand meagre train, 
Pining ficknefs, frantic pain, 3 
_. Stalk’d widely on! with all the difmal band, 
“RWhich heaven in anger fends to fcourge a guilty 
Jand. a5 


‘With terror cloth'd, hc downward flew, ~ 
And wither’d half the nations with a view 5 
, Through half the nations of th’ aftonith'd earth 
* He featrer’d war, and plagues, and dearth! 
And when he fpoke, 
The everlafting hills from their foundations fhook ; 
* ‘The trembling mountains, by a lowly nod, 
‘With reverence ftruck, confefs'd the God = 
On Sion’s holy hill he took his ftand, 
Grafping omnipotence in hisright hand; © 
Then mighty earthquakes tock’d the ground, 
And the fun darken’d as he frowa’ds 
He dealt affliGion from his van, 
And wild confufion from his rear ; 
They through the tents of Cufhan ‘ran, 
‘The tents of Cufhan quak'd with fear, 
And Midian trembled with defpair. 
© fee! his fword wave naked in the air; 
it theds around a baleful ray, 
; 
é “VARIATION. 
* § {ce his fword wave with redoubled ire, 
Ah! has it fet the very clouds on fire? 
he clouds burft down in deluges of fhowers; 
ierce lightning flames, vindidtive thunder roars. 






‘Nos otia vite 
* Solamur Cantu.” 


The rains pour down, the lightnings play, 
And on their wings vindictive thunders bear. 
‘When through the mighty flood .~-.-~ 
He led the murmuring crowd, 
‘What ail'd the rivers that they backward fied £ 
Why was the mighty flood afraid? ~ 
March'd he againft the rivers? or was he, 
Thou mighty flood! difpleas’d at thee ? 
The flood beheld from far = 
The Deity in all his equipage of war ; 
And lo! at once it burfts{ in diverfe falls 
On either hand ! it {wells in cryftal walls! 
Th’ eternal rocks difclofe! the tofling waves 
Ruth in loud thunder from a thoufand caves fs 
Why tremble ye, O faithlefs! to behold 
‘The opening deeps their gulfs unfold? 
Enter the dreadful chafms! *tis God, who guides 
Your wond’rous way! the God who rules the tides? 
And Jo! they march amid the deafening roar 
Of tumbling feas! they mount the adverfe fhore £ 
Advance, ye chofen tribes '———Arabia’s fands 
Lonely, uncomfortable lands! ; 
Void of fountain, void of rain, 
Oppofe their burning coaftsin vain! 
See! the great prophet ftand, 
Waving his wonder-working wand! 
He ftrikes the ftubborn rock, and lo! 
The ftabborn rock feels the Almighty blow f 
His ftony entrails burit, and rufhing torrents flow. 


* Then did the fun his fiery courfers flay, 
And backward held the falling day; 


ee 


VARIATION. . 

* Ah, what new {cenes unfold, what voice I hear’ 
Sun, ftand thou fill; thou moon, thy courle forbear 
Ah, .... fon, thy wheels obedient flay, 
Doubling the fplendours of the wondrous days 
‘The nimble-footed minutes ceafe to rua 

And urge the lazy hours on. ; 
Time hangs his unexpanded wings, 

And all the fecret fprings 

That carry on the year 

- Stop in their full careers. 


POEMS. 


Whe nimble-footed minutes ceas’d to ron, 
_| And urge the lazy hours on, 
Time hang his unexpanded wings, 
And all the fecret {prings 
‘That carry on the year, 
Stopp’d in their full careers 
‘Then the aftonifh’d, moon 
Forgot her going down; * 
And paler grew, 
The difmal fcene to view, 
: ‘How through the trembling Pagan nation, 
Th’ Almighty ruin dealt, and ghaflly defolation. 


But why, ah! why, O Sion, reigns 
Wide watting havock o’er-thy plains? . 
» Ah, me! deftruction is abroad ! 
Vengeance isdoofe, and wrath from God1 
See! hofls of {poilers feize their. prey ! 
See! flaughter marks in bload his way.! 
See! how embattled Babylon 
Like an unruly deluge rufhes on ! we 
Lo! the field with millions fwarms! 
Thear their fhoute! cheir clafhing arme ! 
Now the conflicting hofts engage, 
With more than mortal rage !——~ 
Oh! heaven? § faint———I die !—— 
The yielding powers of Hrael fly !—~ 
Now banner'd hofts Surround the wails 
Of Sion! now the finks, fhe falls !—— 
Ab; Sion, how for thee 1 mourn!, ... 
What pangs for thee t feel! .- 
Ah! how art thou become the Pagans* tora. 
+ Suovely, unhappy Ifrael! 
oA fhivering damp invades my heart, ' 
A trembling horsor shoots through every part ; 
My nodding frame can fearce fullain 
‘Lh! oppreflive load | undergo : - 
Speechlef I figh ! the envious woe 
Forbids the very pleafure to complain : 
. Forbids my faultering tongue to tell’ 
. What pangs for thee J feel, : 
‘Lovely, unhappy Hrael}> +... 
Vet though the fig-tree fhonid no burthen bear, 
‘Though vines delude the promife of the year; 
‘Yet though the olive fhould not yield her oil, 
Nor the parch’ 'd glebe reward the peafant’s toils 3 
Though the tir’d ox beneath his labours fall, 
And herds in millions perifh from the fall; 
Yet thall my grateful ftrings ; 
“For ever praife thy name, 
Vor ever thee proclaim, 
‘Thee everlafling God, the mighty King of Kings. 


“+ TO BELINDA, 


ON AER SICKNESS AND RECOVERY, 


Suxz never pain fuch beauty wore, 
Or look'd fo amiable before ! 





VARIATION. 
_ At once th’ aftonifh’d moon 
Forgets her going down, 
And paler grows, 

‘To view th’ amazing train of woes; 
*. While through the trembling Pagan nation 
‘Th’ Almighty ruin deals, and ghaitly defolation. 

Vou, Viik, 
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You graces give toa difeale, 

Adorn the pais, and make it pleafe: ~ 

Thus burning incenfe fheds perfumes, ~ 

Still fragrant as ic {till confumes. 

Nor can even ficknefs, which difarms 
‘All other nymphs, deftroy your charms 
A thonfand beauties you can pare, _ 

And fill be faireft of the fair. : 

But fee! the pain begins to Aly; ; 
Though Venus bled, fhe could not diet 
See! the new phenix point her eves, |“ 
And lovelier from her athes rife : 

Thus rofes, when the ftorm is o'er,» - 5 
Draw beauties from th’ inclement fhowees 

‘Welcome, ye hours! which thus repay 
What envious ficknefs ftole away! 
Welcome as thofe which kindly bring, | 
And usher in the joyous fpring ; 

‘That to the fmiling earth reftore 

The beauteous herb, and blooming flower, 
And give her all the charms the loft 

By wintery ftorms, and hoary froft4 

& And yet how weil did fhe fuflain, * 

And greatly triumph o’er her pain? 


| So flowers, when blafting winds invade, 


Breathe fweet, and beautifully fade, 


Now in her cheeks, and radiant eyes, 
New bluthes glow, new lightnings rife; , 
Behold a thoufand charms fucceed, 


For which a thoufand hearts mu't bleed} 


Brighter from her difeafe the thines, 
As fire the precious gold refines. 

y Thus when the Gilent grave becomes 
Pregnant with life, as fruitful wombs ;. 
When the wide feas, and {pacious earth, 
Refign us to our fecond birth ; 

Gor moulder’d frame rebujlt affumes 
New beauty, and for ever bluoms ; 
And, crown’d with youth's immortal pride, 
We angels rife, who mortals dy’d, . 


TO BELINDA, 


ON HER APRON EMBROIDERED WITH ARMS 
q AND FLOWERS, 


* Tuz liftening trees Amphion drew 

To dance from hills, where once they grews 

But you exprefs a power more great; 

The fiowcre you draw net, but create, 
Behold your own creation sife, 

And fmile beneath your radiant eyes! 

Tis beauteous all! and yet receives 

From yeu more graces thea it gives, 


But fay, amid the fofter charms” 


Of blooming flowers, what mean thefe arms? 





‘ WARIATION. 
_ * The lovely Flora paints the earth, 
And calls the morning flowers to birth : 
But you difplay a power more great; 


She calle portly flowers, but you create, - 
. 33 
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So round the fragrance.of the rofe, 
The pointed thorn, to guard it, grows. 
But cruel you, who thus employ 
Both arms and beauty to deftray}  * 
So Venus marches to the fray 
In armour, formidably gay. 
It is a dreadful pleafing fight! 
The flowers attract, the arms affright; 


1 


‘The flowers with tively beauty bloom, . 
The arms denounce an inftant doom. ° 
‘Thus, when the Britons in array 
‘Their enfigns to the fun difplay, 
In the fame flag are lilies fhown, 
And angry tions flernly frown ; 
On high the glittering ftandard flies, 

‘ And conquers ali things—like your eyey, 

PART OF THE XXXVIIf. AND XXXIX. 

" CHAPTERS OF JoB. - 
: A PARAPHRASE,* zi 

Now from the fplendors of his bright abode 

On wings of all the winds th’ Almighty rode, i 
And the loud voice of thunder {poke the God. 
Cheruhs and feraphs from celeftial bowers, 
Ten thoufaad thonfand! bright ethereal powers! 
Miniftrant round, their radiant files unfold,. * 
Arnr’d in eternal adamant and gold! 
Whirlwinds and thundrous ftorms his chariot drew 
* Tween worlds and worlds, triumphant as it flew: 
He ftretch’d his dark pavilion o’er the floods, 
Bade hills fubfide, and rein'd th’ ebedicnt clouds ; 
Then from his awful gloom the Godhead fpoke, 
And at his voice affrighted nature fhook. 

Vain man! who boldly with dim reafon’s ray 

‘Vies with his God, and rivals his full day! °* 

* But tell me now, fay how this beauteous frame 
OCall things, from the womb of nothing came; 

» When nature’s Lord, with one almighty call, 

Trom nowhere rais’d the world’s capacious ball? 
Say if thy hand ‘direéts the various rounds 
Of the vaft earth, and circumfcribes the bounds? 
How orbs oppos'd to orbs amid the fky, © ~ 
1A concert move, 2nd dance in harmony? 
‘What wondrous pillars their foundations bear 
‘When hung {elf-halanc’d in the fluid air? * 
Why the vaft tides fometimes with wanton play 
in fhining mazes gently glide away; a 
Anon, why fivelling with impetuous ftores - 

--Tumultuous tumbling, thunder to the fhores? 

By thy cornmand does fair Aurora rife, 

And gild with purple beams the bluthing tkies; 

“The warbling lark falutes her cheerful ray, “* 

And welcomes with his fong the rifing day; ~ 

‘The rifing day ambrofial dew diftils, 

‘Th’ ambrofial dew with balmy odour fills 

‘The flowers, the flowers rejoice, and nature 
Smiles, oo : 





os VARIATION. . 

* But tei me, mortal, when th’ Almighty} faid, 
. Be made, ye worlds! how worlds at once were 
made; i : i 
‘When hofts of ange)e, wrapt in wonder, fung 
His praile, as order som diforder fprung ? 
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Why night, in fable rob’d, as daylight fades,. 
O’er half the nations draws her awful thades 
Now peaceful nature lies diffus’d in eafe; 
A folemnh ftillnefs reigns o’er land and feas, 
* Sleep fheds o’er all his balm! to fleep refign'd,' 
Birds, beafts lie hufh’d, and bufy human-kind. 
No air of breath difturbs the drowfy woods, 
No whifpers murmur ftom the filent floods! 
The moon fheds down a filver-ftreaming light, 
And gladsthe melancholic face of night: ~ 
Now clouds fwift-fkimming veil her fullied ray, 
+ Now bright the blazes with a fuller day: ” y-. 
The ftars in order twinkle in the fkies, , 
And fall in filence, and in filence rife: 
Till, as a giant ftrong, a bridegroom gay, " 
‘The fun {prings dancing through the gates of day: 
He fhakes hie dewy locks, and hurls his beams 
O’er the proud hills, and down the glowing ftreams; 
His fiery courfers bound above the main, 4 
And whirl the car along th’ ethereal plain : 
The fiery courfers and the car difplay 
A ftream of glory, and a flood of day. 
Did e’cr thy eye defcend into the deep 
Or haft thou feen where infant tempetts fleep? 
Was e’er the grave, or regions of the night, 
Yet trod by thee, or open’d to thy fightt =~ 
Has death difcios’d to thee her gloomy ftate, ‘> 
The ghaftly forms, the various woes that wait t 
In terrible array before her awful gate? -' 
Know’ft thou where darknefs bears eternal fwayy 
Or where the fource of everlafting day? 
Say, why the thriving hail with rufhing found 
Pours from on high, and rattles on the ground? ~ 
Why hover fnows, down-wavering by degrees, 
Shine from the hiils, or glitter from the'trees? * 
Say, why in Incid drops the balmy fain * 
With {parkling gems impearls the fpangled plain? 
Or, gathering in the vale, a currest flows, ; 
And on each flowér a fudden fpring beftows ? 
Say, why with gentle fighs the evening breeze 
Salutes the fowers, or murmurs through the trees? 
Or why loud winds in ftorms of vengeance fly, -~ 
Howl o’er the main, and thunder in the fky ? 
Say, to what wondrous magazines repair 
The viewlefs beings, when ferene the air? .. 
Till, from their dungeons loos’d, they roar aloud, 
Upturn whole oceans,.and tofs cloud on cloud, 
While ‘waves encountering waves, in mountaing 
driven, ~ . 
Swell to the ftarry vault, and dafh the heaven, 
Know’it thou, why comets threaten in the air, 
Heralds of woe, deftruction, and defpair, i 
The plague, the fword, and all the forms of war ?, 
On ruddy wings why forky light’ning flies, 
And rolling thunder grumbles in the fkies ? 











+ ‘VARIATIONS. 
* No mare the monfters of the defert roar, 
Doubling the terrors of the midnight hour. 
The fowl, the fithes, to repofe refign’d, 
All, all Sie huth’d, and bufy human-kind. 
The fainting murmur dies upon the floods, 
And fighing breezes lull the drowfy woods. | 


{ Now bright the blases, and fupplics the day. 


POEMS 


Say, can thy voice, when fultry Sirius reigns, 
And funs intenfely glowing cleave the plains, 
"Tu exhautted urns of thirfty fprings fupply, 
And mitigate the fever of chy thy? {clonds, 
Or, when the heavens are charg’d with gloomy 
‘And half the fkies precipitate in floods, |” “~~ 
Chale the dark horror of the ftorm away, 
Reftrain the deluge; and’reflore the day ? 

By thee does fummer deck herfelf with charms,, 
Or hoary winter lock his frozen arms? 

Gay, if thy hand infirné the rofe to glow, 

Or to the lily give unfullied fnow? — 

Teach fruits to knit from bloffoms by degrées, 
Swell into orbs, and load the bending trees, 
Whofe various kinds a various hue unfold, 

With crimfon blufh, or burnifh into gold? . 
Say, why the fun arrays with fhining dyes 

The gaudy bow that gilds the gloomy ‘kies ? 

He from his uen pours forth his golden ftreams, 
And humid clouds imbibe the glittering beams ;, 
Sweetly the varying colours fade or rife, 

And the vaft arch embraces half the fkies. 

Bay, did thou give the mighty feas their bars, , 
Fill air with fowl, or light up heaven with ftara, 
Whole thoufand times ten thoufand lamps difplay 
A friendly radiance, mingling ray with ray?” 
Say, canft thou rale the courlers of the fan, 

Or Jath the lazy fign, Bootes, on ? 

* Doft thou inftrud the eagle how to fly, 

“Fo mount the viewlefs winds, and tower the Sky ? 
On founding pinions borne, he foars, and fhrouds 
His proud afpiring head among the clouds; 
Strong-pounc'd, and fierce, he darts upon his 


rey, 

He faildin triumph through th’ ethereal way, - 
Bears on the fun, and baiks in open day. 

“Does the dread king, and terror of the wood, 
The lion, from thy hand expedt his food ? 

Stang with keen hunger from his den he comes, 
Ranges the plains, and o’er the foreft roams; , 
* He f{nuffs the track of beafts, he fiercely roars, 
Doubling the horrors of the midnight hours: 
Wich fullen majefty he Qalks away, 
And the rocks tremble while he Sek his ptey: 
Dreadful he grina, he rends the favage brood = 
With untheath’d paws, and churns the {pouting 

blond, f . 
Doft thou with thunder arm the generous horfe, 
Add nervous limbs, or fwiftnefs for the courfe ? 
“Fleet as the wind, he fhoots along the plain, 
And knows no check, nor hears the curbing rein; 
His fiery eye-balis, formidably bright, : 
Dart a fierce glory, and a dreadful light: 
’ Pleas’d with the clank of arms, and crumpets’ found, 
He bounde, and prancing paws the membiliag 
ground ; . * 

He fouffs the promis’d battle from afar, [war 
Neighs at the captains, fhouts, and thunder of the 
Rous’d with the noble din and martial fight, 

He panes with tumuits of fevere delight: - 





VARIATION, 


as 
His fprightly blood an even courfe difdaina, 

Pours from his heart, and charges in his veins ; 

He braves the fpear, and mocks the twanging bow, 
Demands the fight, and rushes onthe foc. 


_ MELANCHOLY : 
_) AM Opt | 
Qecaftencd by the Death of a beloved Daughter. 1723. 


Aptev vain mirth, and noify joys! 

Ye gay defires, deluding toys! 

Thou, thoughtful melancholy, deign 

To hide me in thy penfive train fr: 

Lf by the fall or murmuring floods, 
Where awful fhades emhrown the woods, 
Or if, where winds in caverns groan, 
Thou wandereft filent and alone ; 


Come, blifsful mourner, wifely fad, 


| In forrow’s garb, in fable clad, : 


Henceforth, thou care, my hours employ ! 


‘| Sorrow, be thou henceforth my joy! 


By tombs where fullen fpirits Malk,. 
Familiar with the dead I walk ; 

While to my fighs and groans by turne, 
From graves the midnight echo mourns, 
Open thy marble jaws, O tomb, 

‘Though carth conceal mie in thy womb $ 
And you, ye worms, this frame confound, 
Ye brother reptiles of the ground: 


'| © life, frail offspring of a day ! 


’Tis puff 'd with one fhort gap away} 
Swift as the fhort-liv’d flower it flies, 
it {prings, it blooms, it fades, it dies. 
With cries we usher in our birth, 


‘| With groans refign our tranfient breath ; 


While raund, ftern minifters of fate, 
Pain, and difeafe, and forrow wait. 
While childhood reigns, the {portive boy 
Learns only prettily to toy ; 
And while he roves from play to pley. 
The wanton triffes life away. 

When to the noon of life we rife, 

The man growe elegant in vice; 

To glorious guilt in courts he climbs, 
Vilely judicious in.his crimes, 

When youth and ftrength in age are Joft, 
Man feems already half a ghoit; 
Wither’d and wan to earth he bows, 
Awalking hofpital of woes, 

Qh happinefs, thou empty name! 

Say, art thou bought by gold or fame & 
What art thou, gold, but thining earth ? 
Thou, common fame, but common breath 
If virtue contradiét the voice 

QF public fame, applaufe is noife ; 

Ev’n viGors are by conqueft curft,* 
“Fhe braveft warrior is the worft. 


Look round on all that man below 


© He mocks the beating forms and wintery thow- | Yaly calls great, and all is thow ! 


i ers, . 
Making night hideous afhe fternty roare, ~ 


All, to the coffin from our birth, 
in thie vatt toy-fhop of the earth.” 
3By 


[2s = ; 
Come then, O friend of virtuous woe,: 
With folemn pace, demure, and flow 

j Lo ! fad and ferious, 1 purfae F 

, Thy Qeps—adieu, vain world, adieu : 


DAPHNIS AND LYCIDAS; 
A PAUTOWAL. 


, EThey fing the different fuccefs and abfence of | 


i their loves.) _ 
Lo the Right Henonrable the Lord Viftount Torinftend, 
of Rainbam in Norfulb. : 
—— Bylya: funt Confule dignz.”—Vire, ’ 


Daptnis, 

How calm the evening ! fee the falling d 

' Gilds every mountain with a ruddy ray! 

f An gentle fighs the foftly whifpering breeze 

| Salutes the owera, arid waves the trembling trees ; 
Hark the night-warbler, from yon vocal boughs, 
Glads every vatley with melodious woes! ** 

} Swift through the air her rounds the {wallow takes, 
Or fportive fkcims the level of the lakes. 
The timorous deer, fwift-farting as they graze, - 

! Bound off in crowds, then turn again, and gaze. 
Sce! how yon {wans, with {nowy pride ciate, 

: Arch their high necks, and fail along in ftate ! 

| Thy frifking flocks fafe-wandering crop the plain, 

« Abd the glad feafon claims a gladfome ftrain, 

+ Begin—— Ye echoes liften to the fong, 

+ dnd with its fweetnefs pleas’d, each note prolong } 

Ripe eaee:  Lycidat. oe } 

* Sing, mufe—and oh! my Townshend deign to view 
‘What the mufe fings, to Townthend this is due ! 

_ Who carrying with him all the world admires, ' 
From all the world illuftrioufly retires; a 

‘sand cality wandéring in his Rainham, roves 
By lake, or {pring, by thicket, lawn, or groves; = 
‘Where verdant hills or vales, where fountains tray, 
Charm every thought of idle pomp away ; 
‘Unensy'd views the fplendid toils of ttate, 

* In private happy, asin public great. 

‘Chua godlike Scipio, on whofe cares reclin’d 

The burden and repofe of half mankind, 

Left to the vairi their'pomp, and caimly ftray’d, 
The world forgot, beneath the laurel thade ; 

Nor longer'would be’ great, but void of ftrife, 
Clos'd in Soft peace his eve of glorious life. * |, 

Feed'round, iy goats; ye fheep,in fafety graze s 
Ye'winds, breathe gently while I tune my lays, 

1 The joyous'fpring draws nigh ; ambrofial fhowers 
Unbind the earth, thé earth utthinds the flowers ; 
‘The flowers blow fweet, the daffodils unfold’ *** 
‘The {preading gloriés of their blooming gold. 

" Dupbnin 0 
As the gay hours advanee, the bloffums fhoot, 
‘The hitting bloffoms harden into fruit; * 
And as the avturnn by degrees enlues; >; 
‘The mellowing: fruits difplay their treaky hu 

tes ~ Lysidas. : 
‘When the winds whiitle, and the tempeft roars, 
‘When foanting billows Iath the founding thores, 
‘The bloomty beauti¢é of the paftures die, © °° 
And in gay heaps of fragrant tuin : 


Shan iy 
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Daphais: 
Bevete the ftorms! when fhuddering winter hinds. 
The earth! but winter yields to vernal winds, 
Oh Love! thy rigour my whole life deforms, _ . 
More cold than winter, more feyere than ftorms} 
 Lycidas, : " 

Sweet is the fpring, and pay the fummer hours, 
When balmy odours breathe from painted flowerg; 
But neither fweet the fpring, nor fummey gay, 
When hhe I love, my charmer, is away. 

j “ ” Dapbnis. “ 
To favage rocks, through bleak inclement fkies,- 
Deaf as thofe rocks, from me my fair one Bies : 
Oh virgin, ceafe to fly! th’ inclement air Uparg! 





| -May hurt. thy charms '!~—but thoy hat charme yo: 


Lycidas. 

Llove, and ever thall my love remain, . 
The faireft, kindeft virgin of the plain; . 
With equal paffion her foft bofom piows, ’ 
Feels the fweet pains, and fhares the heavenly woeg, 
: 7 Daphnis ‘ a 
With a feign’d paffion, the I love beguile: 
And gayly falfe the dear diffembler imiles; 
But let her ftill thofe ble deceits employ, * 
Still may fhe feign, and cheat me into joy! 

7 Lycidas, 
On yonder bank the yielding nymph reclin'd.: . 
Gods! how tranfported I, and the how kind! 















| There rife, ye flowers, and there your pride difplay, 


‘There thed your odoura where the fair-one lay 

ae “Depa 

Once, as my fair-one in the rofy bower 

In gentle flumbers pafe’d the noon-tide hour, 

Soft I approach'd, and raptur’d with the blifs, 

At leifure gaz’d, then ftole a filent kifs + 

She wak’d; when confcious fmiles, but jlt repreit 

Spoke no difdain !\—Was ever fwain fo bleit ?' 
” Lycidas, *  * : 

With fragrant apples from the bending hough - 

in fport my charmer gave her fwain a blow 3 

The fair offender, of my wrath afraid, 

Fled, till 1 feiz’d and kifs’d the blooming maid : 

She fmil'd, and vow'd if thus her crimes I pay, 

She would offend a thoufand times a day! 

‘ Daphnis. 

Over the fteep mountains, and the pathlefs mead, 

From my embrace the lovely {corner fled i 

But fumbling in the flight, by chance the fell: 

1faw—but what—her lover will not tel). 

oie. 

From me my fair-one fled, diffembling play, 

And in the dark conceal’d the wanton lay ; 

But Jaugh’d, and fhow'd by the directing found 

She only hid, in fecret to be found. 


; “" Daphnis. © 
Far hence to happier climes Belinda fitays, 
But in my breait her lovely image ftays; 

Oh+! to thefe plains again, bright nymph, repair, 
Or from my breaft far hence thy image bear! => 
: : Lycidas. - 
Come, Delia, come ! till Delia blefs thefe feats, 
Hide me, ye groves, within your dark retreats & 
In hollow groatis, ye witids, around me blow }- 
Ye bubbling fountains, nvwmur fo my. woe}. - 


POEMS 


Daphris 

‘Where'er Belinda roves, ye zephyrs, play ! 
‘Where’er the treads, ye flowers, adorn the way! 
From fultry funs, ye groves, my charmer keep! 
‘Ve bubbling fountains, murmur to her flcep -; 

: Lycidas. 2 : 
If ftreams fmooth-wandering, Delia, yield delight; 
If the gay rofe, or lily, pleafe thy fight ; 

Smooth reams here wander, here the rofes glow, 
Here the proud lilies rife to fhade thy brow! 
» Dapbnis 
Aid me, ye mufes, while I Joud proclaim 
What love infpires, and fing Belinda’s names 
‘Watt it, ye breezes, to the hills around ; 
And fport, ye echoes, with the favourite found. 
Lycidas. 
‘Fhy name, my Delia, thal improve my fong, 
‘The pleafing labour of my ravith'd tongue : 
Her name to heaven propitious zephyrs bear, 
And breathe it to her kindred angele there! 
Dapbnis. 
Bat fee! the night difplays her fterry train, 
Solt filver dews impearl the glittering plain ; 
An awful horror fills the gloomy woods, 
And bluith mils rife from the fmoking floods : 
* Hate, Daphuis, hafte to fold thy woolly care, 
‘The deepening fhades imbrown th’ unwholefome 
. air, 
_ THE FIRST ODE OF HORACE, 
TRANSLATED, 
Maecenas, whofe high lineage fprings 
From a long race of ancient kings, 
Patron and friend! chy honour’d name 
At once is my defence and fame. 
There are, who with fond tranfport praife 
‘The chariot ‘thundering in the race; 


‘Where conqueft won, and palms beftow’'d, 
Lift the proud mortal to a god. 


The man who courts the people’s voice, 
And doats on offices and noifes 
Or they who till the peaceful fields, 
‘And reap what bounteous nature yields, 
Unmov'd, the merchant's wealth behold, 
Nor hazard happinefe for gold ; B 
Untempted by whole worlds of gain 
To ftem the billows of the main. 


The merchant, when the ftorm invades, 
‘Envies the quiet of the fhades; 
‘But foon relaunches from the fhore, 
_Dreading the crime of being poor. 


Some carelefs wafte the mirthful day 
‘With generous wines, and wanton play, 
Indulgent of the genial hour, 

By (pring, or sill, or thade, or bower. 


Some hear with joy the clanging jar 
OF trumpets, that alarm to war; 
‘While matrons tremble at the breath 
"Vhat calls their fons to arms and death. 
en 
“ WARIATION. 


§ Hlafte, Lycidas, to fold, &q. 


+ 
| 
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“The fportfmah, train’d in ftorms, defied 
The chilling blaft, and freezing fkies: 
Unmindfal of his bride, in vain 
Soft beauty pleads! along the plain 
The ftag he chafes, or beguiles 
The furious boar into his toils. 

:,, For you the blooming ivy grows, 
Proud to adorn your learned brows; 
Patron of letters youarife, , : 
Grow to a god, arid mount the fies, 

Hombly in breezy fhades I ftray’’ 
Where fylvans dante, and fatyrs play} 
Contented to advance my claim, 
Ooly o'er tixen without a name; 

Tranferibing what-the mufes fing 
Harmonious to the pipe or ftring. 


But if indulgently you deign 
‘To rank me with the lyric traia,, 
Aloft the towering mule fhall rife 
On bolder wings, and gain the tkieg. 


AN EPISTLE * / 
To my. Friend My. Elijah Fenton, Author of Ma- 
: rlamne, a Tragedy. 1726. 


Way art thou flow to ftrike th’ harmonious fhell; 
Averfe to fing, who know’ft to fing fo. well?. 
If thy prond mufe the tragic bufkin weara, 
Great Sophocles revives and re-appears ; 
While, regularly bold, the nobly fings 
Strains worthy to detain the cars of kingé: 
If by thy hand th’ Homeric lyre be ftrung, . 
The lyre returns fuch founds as, Homer fung. 
The kind compulfion of a friend obey, _., 
And, though reJuane, fwell the lofty lay; |” 
Then liftening groves once.more thall catch the 
found, . . . 
While Grecian mufes fing on Britith ground. 
Thus calm and filent thy own Proteus roves -. 
Through pearly mages, and through coral groves; 
But when, emerging from the azure main, 
Coercive bands th’ unwilling God conftrain,., 
Then heaves his bofom with prophetic fires, 
And his tongue fpeaks fublime, what heaven ine 
fpires. Pree ; 
Envy, ‘tis true. with barbarous rage invades, 
What ev'n fierce lightning fpares, the laurel fades; 
And critics, bials'd by miftaken rules, 
Like Turkith zealots, reverence none but fools,. 
But praife from fuch injurious tongues is thames 
‘| They rait the happy auchor into fame ; 
Thus Phebus through the zodiac takes his way, 
And rifes atnid moniters into day. : 
Oh vilenefs of mankind! when writing well. 
Becomes a crime, and danger to excel ! 
While noble fcorn, my friend, fuch infult fees, 
And flies from towns to wilds, from men to trees, 
Free from the lo of wealth, and glittering 
fhares, fi 
That make th’ unhappy great in love with cares, 
Me humble joys in calm retirement pleafe, 
A Gilent happinefs, and learned eale. 
Deny me grandear, heaven, but goodnefs grant! 
A king is lefs illuftrious than a Gint: , 
a2 ii 





fwell with barren pride ; 
ales in ufeful beauty lie, 
proud naked fammits to the tky. 
. place, ye great, tranfcend ! 
‘4 with his thrines ; 
ft, but that he fhines, 


© heave by baihase paises coin ibiesy'4, 


eafon, by his will betray'd! 
Sc pr iriten HA 
— though 
in rps ‘thorns for flowers; 
¢ y St he fees the way, 
to flray! 


fouls indulge their craving thirft, 


el 


# Tho fel’ her power, ny friend, St 
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| The foul of mortals, muft with Hanmer di 


at ten’ bowers, 










Be all but virtuoi Oh! unwife to five 


Unfathionably good, and hope to thrive ! 
‘Trees that aloft with proudeft honours rife, 


Root hell-ward, and thence flouriffi to the fkies, 
O happier thou, my friend, with eafe contents 
Bleft with the confcienve of a life well-fpent! 
Nor would’ft be great; bat guide thy gather’d fails, 
Safe by the fhore nor tempt the rougher gales; 
For fare, of all that feel the wound of fate, 
None are completely wretched but the great : 
Superior woes, fuperior, lations bring ; 
A peafant fleeps, while cares awake a king > 
Who réigns, muft fuffer ! crowns with gems inlaid 
At once adorn and load thé royal head + 
“Change but the fcene, and kings in duft decay, 
Swept from the earth the pageants of a day 5 


| There no diftin@ions ‘on the dead await, 


But pompous graves, and rottennefs it fate, 
Such now are all that fhone on earth before ; 


Cafar and mighty Marlborough ‘are io more! 


Unhallow’'d feet o’er awful Fully tread, 


| And Hyde and Plato join the vulgar dead 


And all the glorious aims that can 


O Compton, when this breath we once refign, 
My duft thalf-be as a 2s thine! 4 

Pil that Taft hour which ealisme hence away 
To pay that great arrear which all muft pay; 
on! 


may I tread fhe paths which faints have'trod, 

Who knew they walk’d-before-th”all-feeing God ! 

Studious from ways of wicked men to keep, 

Who mock at vice, while grieving angels weep, 

Come, tafte, my friend! the joys retirement brings, 

Look down on. flaves, ad th Aan a 5 

More happy! !id where trees trees entwin'd 

In bowery arches tremble to the wind, 

With innocence and fhade like Adam bleft, 

While a new Eden opens in the breaft ! 

Such were the feces defcending trod: 

‘tn guiltlefs days, when man | with God, 
Then hail my lyre to loftier founds be ftrung, 
Infpir'd by * Homer, or what thou haf fung : 
My mafe from thine thal! catch a warmer ray ; 
A$ clouds are brighten’d by the God of day. 

So trees unapt-to bear, by art refin'd, 

With fhoots ennobled of a generous kind, 

High o’er the ground with fruits adopted rife, 

And lift their Spreading honours to the fkies, 


A DIALOGUE 
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the Green-Sicknefi: 
Tie gay Ophelia view'd her face = 
In the dlear al of her glafs; 
‘The lightning from her eye was fled, 
Her check was pale, the rofes dead. 
Then thus Ophelia, with a frown :— 
Art thou, falfe thing, perfidious grown! 
I neyer could have thought, I fwear, 
To find fo great a flanderer there! 
Falfe thing! thy malice 1 defy! 
Beaux vow I'm fair—who never lye. 





*® Dr. Br come’ tranflated eight books of ihe Odyfey. 














Between a Lady and ber Locking-Glaf, tobile joe had 


BOR MS 


SAboie tifierle far thar bitte tho, 
‘Would every grace of woman grow, 
"Ef charms fo great fo foon decay, 
"The bright polfeflion of a day 
Bug this | know, and this declare, 
"That thou art falfe, and [am fait. 


> "The glafs wae vex'd to Be bely’d, 
_And thus with angry tone reply’d: 


No more to me of falfehood talk, 

But leave your oatmeal and your chalk; 
>is true, you’re meagre, pale, and wan; 
The reafon is, you're fick for man.— 

“hile yet it fpoke, Ophelia frown'’d, 
And dath’d th’ offender to the ground 
“With fury from her arm it fled, 
And round a glittering ruin Spread ; 
‘When Io ! the parts pale looks difclofe, 
Pale looks in every fragment rofe; - 
Around the room inftead of one, 
‘An hundred pale Ophelias fhene 5 
Away the frighted virgin flew, “ 
And humbled, from herfelf withdrew. 


THE MORAL, 


Ye beaux, who tempt the fair and young, . 

With Tnuff, and nonefenfe, dance, and fong ; 
Ye men of compliment and Ince! 
Behold this image in the giafs:~ 
‘The wondrous force of flattery prove, 

: "To cheat fond virgins into love : ae 
Phough pale the cheek, yet fwear it glows 
‘With the vermilion of the rofe: 

Praife them—for praife is always troe, 
"Though with both eyes the cheat they viow. 
From hateful truths the virgin flies; 

But the falfe fex is caught with lies, 


| *.POEM ON THE SEAT OF WAR iN 
: FLANDERS, 


Chigfly with Relation to tBe Sieget : 


- Worn THE PRAISE OF PEACE AND RETIAEMENT, 
i _ WRITTEN IN 1710- 


& Seceffus mei non defidiee nomen, fed tranquillitatis 
* saccipiant."s= rit, 


Harry, thou Flandria, on whofe fertile plaing; 
{n wanton pride luxurious plenty reigns; 
Happy | had heayen beftow’d one blefling more, 
And plac'd thee diftant from the Gallic power! 
But now in vain thy lawne attract the view, 
They but invite the vitor to fubdue : : 
‘War, horrid war, the fylvan feene invades. 
And angry trumpets pierce the woodland fhades; 
Here thatter’d towers, proud works of many an 
‘ age, ; “5 
Lie dreadfal monuments of harman rage} 
There palaces and hallow’d domes difplay 
Majeftic ruins, awful in decay! =. 
Thy very.duf, though uniftinguifh’d trod; 
Compos’d, perhaps, fome hero, great and 
“Whe nobly for his country loft his blood | 


vs 


as$ 
Ewn with the grave, the haughty fpoilers war, 
And death’s dark manfions wide difclofe to air 
O’er kings and faints inflting ftalk, nor dread 
To fpurn the afhes of the glorious dead. = 
4 See! the Britannic lions wave in air! [wart 
See! mighty Marlborough breathing-death and 
From Albion's fhores, at Anna’s high commands, 
The daontlefs hero pours his martial pandas... 
As,whei in wrath fern Mars the thunderer fends 
To feourge his foes; in pomp the God defcends 5 
He mounts his iron car; with fury burns; 
The ear fierce-rattling thunders as it turns; + - 
Gloomy he grafps his adamantine fhield, 
‘And featters armies o*er th’ enfanguin’d field > 
With delegated wrath thus Marlborough glowey 
In vengeance ruthing on his country’s foes, 
Bee! round the holtile towers embattled ftands 
His banner'd hoft, embodied bands by bands! © 
Hark! the thrill trumpet fends a mortal founds 
And prancing horfes fhake the folid ground 
‘The furly drums beat terrible afar, : 
With all the dreadful mufic of the tar ; 
From the drawn {words effulgent flames arifey 
Flafh o’er the plains, and lighten to the fkies ; 
The beavens above, the ficlds and floods beneath, 
-Glare formidably bright, and thine with death 5 
In fiery ftornts defcends a murderous fhower, 
Thick flat the lightnings, fierce the thunders reat’ 
As when in wrathful mood Almighty Jove’, 
Aims his dire bolts red-hiffing from above: 
‘Through the fing'd air, with unrefifted {fway, - 
The forky vengeance rends its faming way, 
And, while the firmament with thunder roars; 
From their foundations hurls imperial towers 3 
So ruth the globes with many a fiery round, 
Tear up the rock, or rend the fedfaft mound. 
Death fhakes aloft her dart, and o'er her prey 
Stalks with dire joy, and marks in blood her wa’ 
Mountains of heroes jlain deform the ground, 
"The fhape of man half bury’d in the wound : 
And jo! while in the hock of war they clofe, 
While fwords meet fwords, and foes encounter foes, 
“The treacherous earth, beneath their footiteps 
cleaves, 
Her-entrails tremble, and het bofom heaves 
Budden in borfts of fire eruptions rife, 
‘And whirl the torn battalions to the fkies~ 
‘Thus earthquakes, rumbling With a thunderidg 
found; Le ee 
Shake the firnt world,and rend the cleaving grotind; 
Rocks, hills, and groves, are toft into the fky, : 
_| And in one mighty ruin nations die. i 
See! fhrough th’ encusiber’d air the ponderdis 
Orn 
Beare magazines of death within its womb; 
‘The glowing orb difplays a blaaing train, 
And darts bright horror through th’ ethereal plait; 
* Ic moiints tempeftuous, and with hideous found, 
Wheels down the heavens, and thunders o’er the 
ground: 


wih ee meats VAntAtion.. . 
® fv'A the fer fouls of heroes feel difmays 
Proud temples nod, opines towers give way 
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Th’ imprifon'’d deaths tufh.dread{yl in a blaze, 

And mow a thoufand lives, a thoufand ways; 

t Earth floats with blood, while fpreading flames | 
arife ‘ q 

From palaces, and domes, and leindle half the fkies, | 

‘Thus terribly in air the comets roll, 

And fhoot malignant gleams from pole to pole; 

’T ween worlds and worlde;they move, and from 
their hair q 

Shake the blue plague, the peftilence, and war, 

But who is he, who ftern beftrides the plain, 
‘Who drives triumphant o’er hoge hills of dain; 
Serene. while engines from the hoftile tower 
Rain from their brazen mouths an iron fhower; 
‘While turbid fiery fmoke ob{cores the day, :. 
Hews through the deathful breach hia defperare” 

way? 
Sure Jove defcending joins the martial toil; 
Or is tt Marlborough, or the great Argyll? 

Thos, when the Grecians, furious to deftroy, 
Levell’'d the Qrutures of imperial Troy ; 
Here angry Neptune horl'd his vengeful mace, 
‘There Jove o’erturn'd it from his inmoft hafe + 
Though brave, yet vanquith’d, the confels'd the 

odds; 
Ber fons were herdes, but they fought with gods, 

Ah! what new horrors rife? In deep array 
.The fquadrons form ' aloft, the ftandatds tay | 
The captains draw the {word ! ow every Peow 
‘Deterimin'd valour lowers’ the trompets blow 
Ste | the brave Briton delves.the cavern'd ground 
‘Through the hard entrails of the ftubborn mound! 
And, undifmay’d by death, the foe invades 
‘Through dreadful horrors of infernal thades 
In vain the wall’s broad bafe deep-rooted lice, 

Yn vain an hundred turrece threat the fies! .,. 
Lo } while at cafe che, bands. ignmur'd tepofe, 
“Nor catelefs dream of fubterranean foes, - 

‘Like the Cadmaan hoft, embattled fwarms 
Start from the earth, and clath theis founding atm, ° 
And, pouring war and flaughter from beneath, - 
‘Wrap towers, walls, men, in fire, in blood, in death. | 


So fome fam'd torrent dives within the-cavea ¢ 4 
4 Chi 


Of opening earth, ingolph'd with all his waves ; 
High o'er the latene ftream the thepherd feeds - . 
His wandering flock, and tunes the {prightly reed ¢ | 
‘Till fron. fome rifted chafm: the billows tile, , 

And foaming busit tumultyous to, the fkies; | 1 
“then toarmy dreadful o'er the delug'd plain, 4 

Sweep hetde and hinds in thunder to the main. 

;, Bear nte, ye triendly powers, to gentier fcenes, 
‘To thadowy bowery and pever-fading greens’! 
‘Where the fhrill trumpet never found alarmsy 
Nor martial din is heard, nor clafh of arms; 
Tail, ye foft feats t'ye-timpid {pringe and Booda! 
Ye flowery meads, ye valea, and waods ! 

Ye finpid floods, that ever murmuring flow f 
Ye verdant meads, where fluwers eternal blow ! 





: VARIATIONA, 
“Dretdful it mounts, tempeftuous in its flighe, 
Tt finks, ir falls, earth groans beneath its weight, : 
‘Yh’ imprifon'd deaths ruth ott in {moke.and fire, 
‘The mighty bleed, heaps crufh'd on heaps expire, 
$ The bacriess burt, wide-Spreading flames arife, 
aha : 


| How. the duft mov'd and quicken’d into man 





_THE WORKS OF BROOME. 


Ye thady vales, where zephyrs ever-play{ ~ <2 
Ye woods, where little eae tune their lay 
- Here grant me, heaven, to end my peaceful days, 
And teal myfelf from life by flow decays ; . 
Draw health fiom food the temperate garden yields: 
From fruit, or herb, the bounty of the fields; 


1 Nor let the loaded table groan beneath 


; Slain animals, the horrid feat of death :+* 
With age unknown to pain or forrow bleft, 


| To the dark grave retiring as to rett ; 
| While gently with one figh this mortal frame, 


Diffolving turns co afhes, whence it came; 


| While my freed foul departs without a groan, 
|| And joyful wings her Aight to worlds unknown, 


| ° Ye gloomy grots! ye awful folemn cells, 
‘Where holy thoughtful Contemplation dwells, 
Guard me from {plendid cares and tirefomie ftate, 
That pompous mifery of being great ! 
Happy! if by the wife and learn'd belov'd; 
But happieft above all, if felf-approv'd' .* 
Content with eafe : ambitious to defpife 
MMuftrious vanity, and glorious vice: atc 
Come, thou chafte maid, here ever let me firay, 
While the calm hours fleal unperceiv’d away ; 
Here court the mufes, while the fun on high 
Flames in the vault of heaven, and fires the tky: 
Or while the night's dark wings thisglobefurround, 
And the pale moon begins her foiemn round, 
Bid my’ free foul,to ftarry orbs repair, 
Thofe radiant worlds that float in ambient air,” 
And with 2 regular confufion ftray 
Oblique, dire&, along th’ aéiial way : 
Or when Aurora, from her golden boweré, 


} Exhales the fragrance of the balmy flowers, 


Reclin’d in filence »n a mofly bed, 
Confult the learned volumes of the dead; A 
Fall'n tealnts and empires in defcriptiori view, 


‘| Live o'er paft times, and built whole worlds anew 


Or from the burfting tombe in fancy raile 
Vhe fons of fame, who liv d in ancient days 3 = 


| And to ! with haughty ftaik the warrior teeade} 


Stern legiflators frowning lift their heads ! 
fee proud vidtors in tciumpha: cara, 
kings, and heroes, feam’d with glorious 
fears! inte : 
Or liften till the rapear’d foul takes wings, 
While Plato reafons, or while Homer finge. 
Charm me, ye facred leaves. ¥, with loftier 
themes, aa 








oe 


| With-pening heavens, and angels ¥ob’d in famest 


Ye reftlefs paffions, while I-read, be aw'd 


‘| Hail, ye myfterious oracles of God 


Here | behold how infant time began,” 





-Here through the flowery walks of Eden rove, 
Court the foft breeze, or range the fpicy grove ; 
There tread cn hallow'd ground where angels trod, © 
Aud reverend patriarchs. talk’d as friends with 

God; ae ‘ e . 


| OF hear the voice to Mumbering prophets given, © 


Or gaze on vilions from the throne of heaven; . 





But nobler yet, far nobler {cenesadvance! 
Why leap the mountains? why the forefte dancea. 


* The Holy Serigtaress 


© 








gP 0 ¥ M:s, 


YWhy flathes ploty fron the golden (pheses? ..., | 
Rejoice, O earth, a God, a God appears, | 

A God, a God, defcending angels fing, 

And mighty feraphs thout, Behold your King ! 
Hail, virgin-born . Lift, lift, ye blind, your eyes ! 
Sing, oh ye dumb! and oh ye dead, arife ! 7 
Tremble, ye gates of hell: dn nobleft ftrains +. - 
‘Fell it aloud, ye ‘heavens ' the Saviour reigns! 

Thus lonely, though:ful, may 1 run the race 

Of tranfient life, in-ne inufeful eafe |! acirety 
Enjoy cach hour. nor, as it Meets away, 
‘Think life too fhort, and yet too long the dat 
-Of right obferyant, while the foul attends 
Each duty, and.makes heaven and angels friends, 
And thou, fait Peace, from the wild floods of war 

Come dovefike, and thy blooming olive bear ; 
Tell me, ye victors, what ftrange charms ye find 
tn conqueft, that deftrudtion of mankind !- 
Unenvy'd may your laurels ever grow, 

‘That never flourith but.in human woe, . 

If never earth the wreathe triumphal bears, - 
Till drench'd in heroes’ blood or orphans’ tears, 
“+ Let Ganges from afar to flaughter train 

His fable warriors on th’ embatiled plaing ’ 

Let Volga’s fons in iron fquadrons rife, 

And pour in millions from her frozen fies: 











; Yet lowly thepherds fing to mighty Jove ;. 








ex 
Sg ahs aries iS Ger he 
Say, wilt thou Iiften while T tine the tteing. 

; And fing to thee, who gav'ft me eafe to fing] 

F Untkill’d in verfe, T haunt the filent grove; 








: And mighty Juve attends the fhepherd’s. vowa, 
And gracious what his fuppliants aiks beftows; 


. | So by thy favour: may the mufe be crown'd, 


And plant her laurels in more fruitful grounds! 
: The grateful mufe fhail in return bettow 
. Her {preading laurels to adorn thy brow... _ 
Thus, guarded by the tree of Jove, a flower \_ 
’ Shoots from the earth, sor fears th’ inclement, 
F thower; > Pane 
And when the fury of the ftorm is laid, 
| Repays with fweets the hofpitable fhade. — 
Severe their lot, who, when they long endure 
The wounds of fortune, late receive a cure? 
Like hips in ftorms o'er liquid mountains tofty 
Ere they are fav’d mutt almoft firft be loft; 
But you with {peed forbid diftrefs to grieve: 
He gives by halves,* who hefitates to give. 
Thus, when an angel views mankind diftreft, 
He feels compaffion pleading in his breatt ; 
Infant the heavenly guardian cleaves the fkies, 
| And, pleas'd to fave, on wings of lightning Aieat, 
Some the vain promifes of courts betray; 


‘Fhou, gentle Phames, low thouin peaceful ftreama, | And gaily fraying, they are pleas’d to fray; 


Bid thy bold fons reftrain their martial flames. 
In thy own laurels faade,great Marlborough, ftay; 
‘There charm the thoughts of conquer’! worlds a- 


way: 
Guitdian of England "born-to ftourge ter ‘foes, 
Speak, and thy word gives half the world repofe ; 
Sink down, ye hills; ‘eternal racks, fubfide; * 
Vanith, ye forts; thou, ocean, drain thy tides 
‘We fafety boalt, defended by thy fame, 
And armiés-—in the terror of thy name!“ 
Now fix o'er Anna’s throne thy vidtor blades” 
War, be thou chain'd! ye ftreams of blood, be 
7 ftay'd! z , 

Though wild Ambition her juft vengeance feels, 
She wars to fave, and where fhe firikes, fhe heals, 
So Pullas with her javelin fmote the groynd, 

And peaceful. pfives flousith’d from the wound. 


“To the Right Honourable *- 
GHARLES LORD CORNWALLIS, 
Baron of Eyré, Warden, Chief Fuflice, ad Fupiice in 
a Eyre of alk His Majefy's Forefir, Chafa, Parks, 
» and Warrens, % the south Side of Trentai, «i. 

m—ediigty ror chro Uedaes 
Miia 





Odyffey, Lib. rs. 


© reou whole virtues fandtify thy fate ! 
Q great, without the vices of the great!” 
Form’d by a dignity of mind to pleafe, | 
"Bo think, to aét with elegance and eafe!** 


st 


te _ ADDITION, « 

“Firm to thy king, and to thy couhtry brave ; 
Loyal, yet tree's a fubje@, nat a flave ; 

bay, Be. OP ese : 








The flattering nothing fill deludes their eyes, 
Seems ever near, yet ever diftant flies : 
As perf{pectives prefent the -bjed nigh, 
Though far rémov'd from the miftaking eyes 
| Againtt our reafon fondly we believe, . 
Aflift the fraud, and teach it to deceive + 
As the faint traveller, when night invades, 
Sees a falfe light relieve the ambient thad 
Pleas'd he beholds the bright delofion play, 
But the falfe guide thines only to betray: . .. 
Swift he purfues, yet Mill the path miftakes, 
O’er dangerous marthes, or through thorny brakes$ 
Yet obftinate in wrong he toils to ray, 
With many a weary flride, o’ermany:a painfulway, 
. So man purfues the phantom of his brain, 
And buys his difappointment with his pains 
At length when years invidioufly deftroy 
The power to tafte the long-expedted joy, ..- 
Then fortune envious theds her golden thowers, 
Malignly {miles, and curfes him with ftores, 


ADDITION. . 
+ Few know to afk, or decently receives 

And fewer ftill with dignity to give: °“- 

If carn’d by flattery, gifts of higheft price 

Are not a bounty, but the pay of vice, 

Some wildly lavith, yet no friend obtain; 

Nor are they generous, but abfurd and vain. 
Some give with furly pride and boifterous harida, 
As Jove pours rain in thunder o’er the lands. 
When merit pleads, you meet it and embrace, 
And give the favour luftre by the grace; . 
So Fha:hus to his warmth a glory joins, 
B.effing the world, and while he blefles thines. 





‘ PS 
* The Lord Cornwallis, in a moft obliging mansee, 
vesormeaded the author te the reflory of Putharttr , 


ff 
Thus o'r the uti of frietids departed weep 

"The moarnfel kindred, and fond vigils keep ; 

Ansbrofial ointments o’er their afhes thed, 

And {catter ufelefs rofes on the dead; - 

And when fo more avail the world’s ddights, 

‘The fpicy odours, and the folemn rites, 2 

‘With fruitlefs pomp they deck the fenfclefs torhbs, 

And wafte profufely floods of vain perfumess 


_ * THE ROSE.BUD; 
Go the Right Honourable the Lady Fane Wharton, 


Queen of fragrance, lovely rofe, 

"The beauties of thy leaves difclofe t,, 

‘The winter's patt, the tempefts fly, 

Soft gales breathe yently through the fey, . 
"The lark fweet warbling on the wing . 
Saluces the gay return of [pring : 

The filver dews, the vernal showers, 

Cal} forth a bloomy wafte of flowers; 

"The joyous ficlds, the thady’ woods, 

Are cloth’d with green, or fwell with buds $ 
Then hafte thy beauties to difclofe, 

Queen of fragrance, lovely role! 


Thou, beauteous flower, a welcome gueft, 
Shalt flourith on the fair one’s breaft, 
Shalt grace her hand, or deck her hair, 
"The flower moft (weet, the nymph moft fairs’ 
Breathe foft, ye winds! be calm ye tkice! 
Arife, ye flowery ract, arife ! Sore te 
And hatte thy beauties to difclofe,” 
Queen of fragrance, lovely rofe ! 


But thon, fair nymph, thyfelf farvey 
In this fweet offspring of a day : 

That miracle of face mutt fails, 
Thy charms are weet, but charms are frail: 
Swift as the fhort-liv’d flower they fy, 
‘At morn they bloom, at evening die: . 
Though ficknefs yet a while forbears, 
Vet time deftroys what ficknefs fparcs, 
Now Helen lives alone in fame, 
And Cicopatra’s but a name. eZ 
Time mutt indent that heavenly brow; 
And thou muf be, what they are now. 


‘This moral to the fair difclol, 
Queen of fragrance, lovely role, 


BELINDA AT THE BATH. ; 


Whur in thefe fountains bright Belinda faves, 
She adds new virtues to the healing waves?” 
"Thus in Bethfeda’s pool an angel flood, 

Bade the foft waters heal, and bleft the flood; 
But from her eye fuch bright deftrudicn Ries, 
In vain they flow! for her, the lover dics, . 
~ "No more let Tague boatt, whofe beds unfold 

A ihining treafure of all-conquering gold ! 

No more the” Po! whofe wandering waterafiray, 


Jn mazy errors, thropgh the ftarry way: 


.—Bridanum cernes in parte locatim cori.” 
es Tull, in Arateis. 


ic Gurgite fidereo fubtefluit Oriona.” Claud, 


She'd ne’ 





THE WORKS OF BROOME, 


Henceforth thefe fpriags fupétior honour’ Miare f 
There Venus Javes, but my Belinda here. 


THE COY; 
: AN ODE. « 


| Love isa noble rich repatt,, 


But feldém fhould the lover tafte ; 
When the kind fair no more reftrains, 
The glutton furfeits and difdains.. - 

To move the nymph, he tears beftows; 
He vainly fighs, he falfely vows: | * 
The tears deceive, the vows betray $ 

He conquers, and contemnis the prey. 


Thus Ammon’s fon with fierce delight 
Smil'd at the terrors of the fight: ‘ 
The thoughts of. congueft charm'd his eyes, 
He conquer'd, and he wept the prize. 
Love, like a profpect, with delight 
Sweetly deceives the diftant fight, - 
Where the tir'd travellers furvey, 

O’er hanging rocks, a dangerous way. 

Ye fair that would victorious prove, 


‘ Seem but half kind when moft you lave’ 


Damon purfues, if Celia flice; @ 


} But when her love is born, his dies. 


Had Danie the young, the fair, 
Been free and unconfin’d as air, 
Tree from the guards and brazen tower; 
en worth a golden fhower. 


. , ‘To the Honoutable : 
UMRS:; HLIABETH TOWNSHEND; 


AFTERWARDS LADY CORNWALLIS, 
ON HER PICTURE, AT RAINHAM, 





—————aigitows syuvceineiy 


ELM, oR Deiras: _Gdysfey; Lib. 18. 


Aiv! ‘ervel hand, thit could fuch power employ 
To teach the pidtur’d beauty to deftroy | : 
Singly fhe charm'd before; but by his dkill 

The living beauty and her likencfs kill! 

Thus when in parts the broken mirrors fall,, 

A face in all is feen, and charms in all! 


_. Think then, 0 faireft of the fairer race, 
What fatal beauties arm thy heavenly face, 
Whofe very fhadow ean fuch flames infpire; 
We fee ‘tis paint, and yet we feel ’tis fire.~- 
See! with falfe life the lovely image glows, 
nd every wondrous grace tranfplanted fhows; 
Fatally fair the new creation reigns, , 
Charms in her fhape, and multiplies our pains; 
Hence the fond youth, that eafe by abfence found, 
Views the dear form, and bleeds at every wound; 
Thus the bright Venus, thoogh to heaven fhe 
- foar’d, - 
Reign'd in her image, by the world ador’d. : 
Ob! wond'rous power of mingled light and 
Bisdel oo ge ee tg ed 
Where beauty with dumb eloquenée perfiadey , 


7 


“POR MS 2 
“Where palliotié are Geheld in pi&are wrought, 
And animated colours look’a thought : 
Rare art! on whofe command all nature waits ! 
“Tt copies all Omnipotence creates : 
Here-crown’d with mountains carth expanded lies, 
There the proud feas with all their billows rife : 
If life be drawn, refponfive to the thoughe- 
The breathing figures live throughout the draught; | 
‘Fhe miinic bird in fkies fiQtitious moves, 
Or fancy’d beafts in imitated groves : 
Ev'n heaven it clinths; and from the forming hands 
4n angel here, and theré a Townfhend stands, 
Yet, painter, yet, though art with nature firive, 
Though ev'n the lovely phantom feem alive, 
Submit thy vanquith’d art! and own.the draught, 
Though fair, defective, and a beauteous faule.: 
Charms, fuch as her's, inimitably great, 7 
He only can exprefs, that can create. | 
Could thou extract the whitenefs of the faow, 
Or of its colours rob the heavenly bow, 
Yet would her beauty triumph o’er thy fiill, . 
Lovély in thee, herfelf more lovely fill ! 
‘Thus in the limpid fountain we defcry. : 
The faint refemblance of the glittering thy ¢ 
Another fun difpleys his leffen'd beams, 
Another héaven adorne th’ enlighten’d ftreams : 
But though the fcene be fair, yet high above. 
‘Th’ exalted fies in nobler beauties move ; 
‘There the true heaven's eternal lamps difplay 





_ 
How long untun'd had Homers facred’ lyre, 
Jarr'd gratitig difcord,-all exting his fire | 
This you beheld; and, taught by heaven to fing, 
Call’d the loud mufit fromt the founding firing. - 
| Now wak’d from flumbers of three thoufard yeara, 
Once more Achilles in dread pomp appears, 
Towers o’er the field of death; as fierce he turns, 
Keen flath his arms, and ail the hero burns.;° 7" 
Gis plume nods horrible, his helm on high. 
With checks of iron glares againft the fy > 
With martial alk, and more than mortal might, - 
He flrides along, ie meets the god in fight : °°?" 
Then the pale Titans, chain’d on burning flores 5 
Start at the din that rends th’ infernal fhores; 
‘Ttemble the towers of heaven; earth recke bey 
coafts ; i 
And gloomy Pluto fakes with all his ghofts, 
To every theme refponds thy various lay 7° 
Here pours a torrent, there meandets play 3 
Sonorous as the ftorm thy numbers rife, 7 
Tofs the wild waves, and thunder in the fkiess "+ 
Or fofter than a yielding virgin’s figh, . 
‘Fhe gentle breezes breathe away, and die. 
How twangs the bol, when with a jarring fpring: 
The whizzing arrows vanifk from the ftring! 
When giantsftrain, fome rock’s vaft weight tofhove, 
The flow verfe heaves, and the clogg’d words {earce 
“= moves ¢ * ae 
But when from high it Yolls, “with many a bound, 










A deluge of inimitable day, Jump) gilt gigs whirls, and rufies to the 
. Swift flows the verfe, when winged lightnings fly, 
TO MR. POPE, Dart from the dazaled view, and flath along the 


en amie wonns, “1796. Thus, like the radiant god who theds the day, “* 


The vale you paint, or gild the azure way; 
Aud, while with every theme the verfe compte: aa 
Sink without grovelling, without rafhnefs rife 
Proceed, great bard, awake th’ harnio: 
firing, ee 
Be ours all Homer, till Ulyffe fing ¥ 
Ev'n I, the meaneft of the mufes’ train... 
Snflam’d by thee, attempt a nobler ftrain ; 
Adventrous waken the * Mzonian lyre, 
Tun’d by your hand, and fing as you infpire 
Ss, arm’d by great Achilles for the fight, 
Patroclas conqner’d in Achilles’ might.: |, . 
Like theirs our fricndfhip ! and 1 boat my pane: 
To thine united, for thy friendthip’s fame. 
How long Ulyffes, by unfkilful hands 
Stript of his robes, a beggar trod our lands, 
Such as he wander’d o’er his native coaft, 
Shrunk by the $ wand, and all the hero lof ; 
U'er his fmooth fkin a bark of wrinkles fpread, -. 
Old age difgrac’d the honours of his head; , 
+} Nor longer in his heavy eye-ball fhin'd 7". 
‘The glance divine forth-beaming from the mind 3 
But you, like Pallas, every limb infold ak 
With royal robes, and bid him fhine in gold; +. 
Touch’d by your hand, his manly frame improver 
With air divine, and like a Gog he moves, 


Ler vulgar fouls triumphal arches raift, 

And fpeaking marble to record their praifes 

Or carve with fraitlefs toil, to fame unknown, / 
The inimic feature on the breathing fone; 
Mere mortals, fubjec to death's total {way, 
Reptiles of earth, and beings of a day! 

*Tis thine, on every heart to grave thy praife, 
A monument which worth alone can raife ; 
Sure to furvive, when time hall whelm in dof 
‘The arch, the marble, and the mimic buf; 

Nor till the volumes of th’ expanded fky 

Blaze in one fame, fhalt thou and Homer die’ 
When fink together in the world’s laft fires 
‘What heavers created, and what heaven infpires, 


Mf aught on earth, when once this breath is fled, 

“With human trenfport touch the mighty dead ; 

Shakfpeare, rejoice : his hand thy page refines, 

Now every fcene with native brightnefs fhines; 

fuft to thy fame, he gives thy genuine thought, 

So Tully publith’d what Lucretius wrote ; 

Prun’d by his care, thy laurels loftier grow, 

And bloom afreth on thy immortal brow. ; 

‘Thus when thy draughte, O Raphael, time ii- 
has vades, as 
And the bold figure from the canvae fades; 

A rival hand recals from every part : 
Some latent grate, and equals art with grt; 
“Franfported we furvey the dubious ftrife, ” 


While the fair image farts again to life, 








| Lhe ausber tranpated eight books of the Odygey, 
Hoof Seathe 1608, Odyffey, ver. 186, and 476, oe 


“yey ‘THE WORKS OF BROOME. 
Thié labour ‘Walk, of Heaveilly fubje&s fing, 

‘While hovering angels liften on the wing; 
‘To hear from carth fuch heart-felt raptures rife, « 
Aswhen they fing, fufpended hold the fkies + 
Or, nobly rifing in fair virtue’s caufe, 
From thy own life tranfcribe th’ unerring Jaws; 
‘Teacha bad world beneath her [way to bend, 
To verfe like thine fierce favages attend, —_—[lay, 
And men more fierce! When Orpheus tunes the 
Ev'n fiends relenting hear their rage away. 


Our deepeft cares! the power oftinipotént 
Frowns on our arms, but {miles with afped& mild 
On Heétor’s incenfe : Heavens! what fon of fame, 
Renown’d in ftory, e’er fuch deeds atchiew'd © 
In a whole life, aa in one glorious day o 
This favourite of the fies? and yet a man!” 

A mortal! bora to die! but fuch hie decde. 

As future Grecians fhall repeat with tears 

To children yet unborn. But hatte, repair 

To Ajax and Idomeneus: we wake <4 

Ourfelf the Pylian fage; to keep the guards 

On duty be his care; for o’er the guards 

His fon prefides no@turnal, and in arms. ~ 

His great compeer, Meriones the bold. 

But fay, rejoins the prince, thefe orders borne, 
There fhall I flay, or, meafuring back the thores,, 
Teo thee return ? No more return, replies ©” 
The, king of holts, lett treading different ways 
We meet no more; for through the camp the 

~ ways og ee 
Lie intricate and'varions : but aloud 
Wake every Greek to martial fame and arms; 
Teach them to emulate their godlike fires; 
And thoa awhile forget thy royal birth, : 
And hare a foldier’s cares: the proudett kisi ®” 
Is but exalted duit; and when great Jove 
Call’d us to life, and.gave us royal power, 
He gave a fad pre-eminence of woes. 

He fpoke, and to the tent of Neftor turns. ° 
His ftep majeftie:.on his couch he found 
The hoary warrior; all around him lay o 
His arma, the fhield, the fpears, the radiant helm ~ 
And {carf of various dye: with thefe array’d, 
‘The reverend father to the field‘of fame 
Led his bold files; for, with a brave difdain, 
Old as he was, he fcorn’d the eafe of age... 

Sudden the monarch ftarts, and half uprais’d, 
Thus to the king aloud; What art thou, fay 2,3. 
Why in the'camp, alone? while others fleep, 
Why wandereft thou obfcure the midnight hours ? 
Seek’ft thou fome centinel, or abfent friend ?, 
Speak inftant Silent to advance, is death! : , . 

O pride of Greece, the plaintive king returns, _ 
Here in thy tent thog Agamemnon view’ft, 

A prince, the moft unhappy of mankind ; 

Woes | endure, which none but kings can feel, 
Which ne'er will ceafe until forgot in death : 
Penfive 1 wander through the damp of night, 
Through the cold damp of night; diftrefs'd : alone! 
And fleep is grown a ftranger to my eyes? 

The weight of all the war, the load of woes’ 
That preffes every Greck, united falls 

On me the cares of all the hoft are mine {+ 
Grief cifcompofes, and diftrate my thoughts ;* 
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Now high advanc’d the night, o'er all the hoft 
Sleep thed his (ofteft balm ; reftlefs alone - ; 
Atrides lay, and cares revolv’d on cares, 

As when with rifing vengeance gloomy Joye 
Pours down a watery deluge, or in ftorms 
$a{ hail or foow commands the goary jaws 
Of war to roar; through all the kindling fies, 
With flaming wings on lightnings lightnings play ; 
So while Atrides meditates the war, ie 
Sighs after ftghs burits from hie manly"breaft, 
And fhake his inmoft foul: round o’er the fields 
To Troy he turns his eyes, and round. beholds, . 
‘A thoufand fires blaze dreadful ; through his cars 
Paffes the direful fymphony of war, a: 
Of fife, or pipe, and the loud hum of hofts . . , 
Strikes him difmay'd: Now o'er the Grecian tents 
His eyes he rolls; now from his royal head 
Rends the fair curl in facrifice to Jove, “ 
‘And his brave heart heaves with imperial woer. 

‘Thus groans the thoughtful king ; at length re- 

cA folves ae : : 

To feek the Pylian fage, in wife debate -.. 
"To ripen high defigns, and from the {word ',,, 
Preferve his banded legions. Pale andfad 
‘Uprofe the monarch : inflant o’er his breaft"* 
A robe he threw, and on his royal feet - 
Glitter’d th’ embroider’d fandals: o'er his back 
A dreadful ornament, a lion’s fpoils, : 
With hideous grace down to his ankles hung 5. 
Fierce in his hand he grafp'd a glittering fpear. ° 

With equal care was Menelaus tofs'd: 

“Bleep from his temples ficd, his generous heart 
Felt all his people’s woes, who in his caufe 
Stemm’'d the proud main, and nobly ftood in arms 
Confronting death: A leopard’s {potted {poil 
Terrific clad his limbs, a brazen helm + 
Beam'd on his head, and in his hand a fpéa 
Forth from bis tent the royal Spartan ftrode ”~ 
‘To wake the king of men; him wak'd he found 
Clatping his polifh’d arms ; with rifing joy -| My reftlefs panting heart, as if ic trove © 7 
‘The heroes meet, the Spartan thus begun : “+ To force its prifon, beats againft my fides! 

Why thus in arms, my princé? Send’ft thou | My itrength is fail’d, and even my feet refufe 
“* “feme {py > R ee dares ‘| To bear fo great a load of wretchednefa ! 
"To view the Trojan hot ¥ Alas! Tféar ~ - But if thy wakeful cares (for o’er thy head 
*. Left the moft dauntlefs fons of glorious war © | Wakeful the hours glide on) have aught matur'd 

J Shrink at the bold defign | This tafk demands | Ufeful, the thought unfold : but rife, my friend, - 
A foul refolv’d, t@ pafs the gloom of night, Vifit with me the watches of the night; 

. And ‘midi her legions fearch the powers of Troy. | Left tir'd they fleep, while Troy with all her war 
O prince, he cries, in this difafrous hour”, _} Hangs o'er our tents, and now, perhaps ev'n now 
Gtkece ail cur counfel claims, now, now demands | Arms her proud bands. Arife, my friend, arife 
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= Yo whom the Pylian ¢ Think not, mighty king, 
Jove ratifies vain Hedctor’s haughty views ; 
A fudden, fad reverfe of mighty woes 
“Waits that audacious vitor, when in arms . 
Dreadful Achilles fhines. But now thy feps 
Neftor attends: Be it our care to wake 
_8age Ithacus, and Diomed the brave,, 
Meges the bold, and in the race renows’d 
Cilean Ajax: To the fhips that guard 
Outmoft che camp, fome other {peed his way 
To raife fern Ajax and the Cretan king, 
But love, nor reverence to the mighty name 
Of Menelaus, nor thy wrath, O king, : 
Shall {top my free rebuke : Sleep i: a crime, 
‘When Agamemnon wakes; on him it lics 
‘Yo thare thy martial toils, to court the peers - 
‘To at the men: this hour claims.all our cares 
Referve, rejoins the king, for future hours — 
Thy generous anger : Scems the royal youth, 
; Remifo? ’tis not through indolence of foul, ; 
But deference to our power ;.for our commands 
* He waits, and follows when we lead the way. 
‘This night difdaining reft, his fteps he bent 
To our pavilion : now the illuftrious peers, 
Rais'd at his call, a chofen fynod ftand 
Before the gates : hafle, Neftor, haite away. [hands 
* To whom the fage well pleas'd: In fuch brave 
No Greek will envy power: with loyal joy 
Bubjeéts obey, when men of worth command. 
He added not, but o’er his manly breaft, ; - 
Flang a rich rebe + beneath his royal fect PG 
The glittering fandals fhone : a foft, large vetk,: 
Florid with purple wool, his aged limbs 
Graceful adorn’d: tipt with a ftar of brafs. ,.. 
A ponderous lance he grafp’d, and ftrode away 
To wake fage Ithacus. Aloud his woice 
He raie’d: his voice was heard, and from his tent 
Inftant Ulyffes fprung ; and why, he cry’d, 
‘Why thus abroad in the chill hours of night ? 
‘What new dittrels invades ?—Forgive my caregy 
‘Reply'd the hoary fage; for Greece 1 wake, ~ 
Greece and her danyers bring me to thy tent : 
But hafte, our wakeful peers in council meet 5 
This, this one night determines flight or war. 
Swift at the word he feiz’d his ample thield, 
And ftrode along; and now they bend their way 
To wake the brave Tydides: him they found 
Stretch’d on the earth, array’d in fhining arma, 
And round, his brave companions of the war: « 
‘Their thields fuflain’d their heads; ereSttheir {pears 
Shot through th’ illumin'd air a ftreaming ray, 
Keew as Jove’s lightning wing'd athwart the fkies. 
Thus flept the chief: beneath him on the ground 
A favage bull’s black hide was roll’d; his head 
A fplendid carpet bore. The flumbering king, - 
‘The Pylian gently with thefe words awakes: 
* Rife, fon of Tydeus! ill, a whole night’s reft 
SBuits with ‘the braye! and fleep’ thou, while 
: proud Troy 
Hangs o’cr our tents, and from yon joiping bill 
Prepares her war ?_ Awake, my friend, awake ! 
; | Sudden the chief awoke, and mildly: gave 
' This foft reply: Oh! cruetto thy age, _[eewfe 
Thou good old man! ne’er wilt thou, wilt thou’ 
. Fo burthen age with cares? Has Greece no youths 
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[ To wake the pects? unweary'd mari; to bear 
At once the double load of tnile, and years! 

*Tis true, he cry’d, my fubje@s and my fone 
Might.eafe a fire and king : bue reft’sa crime 
When on the edge of fate our country ftands : 
Ere yet a few hours more have run their courfe,” 
(mportant fpace! Greece triuarpha,or Grecce falls! 
But, fince an old man’s care thy pity moves, 
Hatte, generous youth, with {peed to council eal, 
Meges the brave, and in the race-repuwn'd 
Oilean Ajax.—Strait the chief obey’d, - 
Strait o'er his fhoulders flung the thaggy {poil - 
Of a huge tawny lion; with dire grace 
Down to his feet they hung: fierce in his hand 
He grafp'd a glittering fpear, and join'd the guards, 
Wakeful in arms they fat, a faithful band, 

As watchful dogs protect the fleecy train,’ 

Then the ftern lion, furious for his prey, 

Ruthes through crafhing woods, and on the fold 

Springs from fome mountain's brow, while ming- 
Jed cries 

Of men and hounds alarm ; ‘to every found 

Faithful they turn : fo through the gloom of night 

They caft their view, and caughteach noife of Troy. 

Now met th’ illuftrious fynod ; down they fate, 
Down on a {pot of ground unftain’d with blood 
Where vengeful Hector, from the flaughter ftay'd 
His murderous arm, when the dark veil of night 
Sabled the pole : To whom thus Neftor fpoke : ° 

Lives there a fon of fame fo nobly brave, |“ 
That Troy-ward dares to trace the dangerous way, 
To {eize fome ftruggling foe? or learri what Troy 
Now meditates? to pour the flood of war. ~ 
Fierce on our fleet, or back within her walls 
Lead her proud legions? Ob what fame would” 

* crown 
The hero thus triumphant, prais’d o’er earth 
Above the fons of men! And what rewards 
Should he receive! From every grateful peer 
A fable ewe, and Iamb, of higheft worth 
Memorial ; to a brave, heroic heart‘ :.. | 
The nublelt prize! and at the focial fealf 
Amongit the great, be his the feat of fame, 

Abath'd they fate, and ev’n the brave knew fear, 
Not fo Tydides: unappall'd he rofe, ‘ 
And nobly fpoke! My foul! Oh! reverend faye, 
Fires at the bold defign; through yon black hoit 


‘| Venturous I bend my way; but, if his aid 


Some warrior lend, my courage might arife 
To nobler heights: the wife by mutual aid 
Inftrudt the wife, and brave men fire the brave. |. 
Fierce at the word upftarted from the ground 
The ftern Ajaces, fierce bold Merion rofe,... 
And Thrafymedes, fons of war: norfate © 
The Royal Spartan, nor great Neftor's heir, 
Nor greater Ithacus; his manly heare 
Swell'd at the view of fame.-——Elate with joy 
Atrides faw; and oh! thou beit of friends, 
Brave Diomed, he cries, of all the peers , 
Choofe thou the valianteft when merit pleads, 
“Titles no deference claim; high hirth and ftate. : 
To valour yield, and worth is njore than power, 
Thus, fearing for his brother, {poke the king, 
Nat leng ! for Diomed difpels his fears. 
. Since free my choice; can I forget a friend, 
a od 
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‘The man, for wjfdom’s various arts renown’d ; 
‘The man, whofe dauntlefs foal na toils difmay, 
‘Ulyffcs, lov'd by Pallas! through his aid, 
Though thoufand fires oppole, a thoofand firey 
Oppote i in vain; his wifdom points the way.’ 

‘Nor praife, nor blame, the hero ftrait replies 3 
You {peak to Greeks, and they Ulyffes know : 
Buc hatte: fwife roll the hours of night, the morn 
Already haftens'to'difplay her beams, © ~‘ 

And in the vault of heaven the ftars decay. [limbs 

Swift at~the word they fheathe their manly 
Horrid in arms ta two-edg’d fword and thield 
Neltor’s bold forte ftern T'ydides gave ; 

A tough bull’s hide his ample helmet forin’d, 
No tone adorn’d it, and no plumy ereft + *” 
Wav'd in the air; a quiver and a bow, 
Anda huge faulchion, great Ulyffes beara, 
‘The gift of Merion’: on his head an helm 
Of leather nodded, firm within, and bound 
With many a thong; without, in dreadful rows 
‘The fhowy tulks of a huge favage boar 
Grinn'd horrible. Thus arm’d, away they flalk 
Undaunted : oPer'their heads the martial maid 
Spots cn the tight an her'n ; the ambient gloom 
Concealshim from the view, but loud in air 
‘They hear the clangor of his founding wings. -~ 
Joyful the profperous fign Ulyifes hail'd, 
And thus to Pailas: Offspring of dread Jove, 
Who hurla the burning bolts! O guardian power, 
Prefent in all my toils, who view'it my way 
‘Where'er { move, now thy celeftial aid, 
Now; goddefs, tend! may deeds this night adorn, - 
Deeds that all Troy nay weep; may we retura 
Fa faftty by.thy guidance, heavenly maid ! 
” 'Tydides caught the word; and oh! he cries, 
Virgin armipotent, now grant thy-aid,‘ . 
As tomy fire! he by the gulfy flood* * 
Of deep Aopus left th’ embattled batds 
- Of Greece in arms, and to imperial Thebes 


Bore terms of peace; but au from haughty Thebes | 


Alone he journcy’d, deeds, heroic deeds, 

His arm atchiev'd, ‘for Tydeus was thy care = 

‘Thus guard his offspring, Oh! ftern queen of arms; 

So fhallan heifer om thy altars bleed, 

Young and untam'd to thee her blood I pour, 

And point her lunar horns.with burnith’d gold. 
vomThus pray the chiefs, and Pallas hears their 

prayer ; 

. ‘Then, like two lions through the fhades of night, 
Dauntlets they Mride along ; and hold their way 
“Yhrough blood, and mangled limbs, o’er arms and 

“* Nor pais they far, e’er the fagacious eye [death. 
-OFf |thacus difcerns a diftant foe : 
Coating from Troy, and thus to Diomed’” 

Sce! o'er the plain fome Trojan bends this way, 
Perhaps to {poil the lain! or to-our hoft 
Comes he a {py? beyond us o'er the field 
?Tis beft he pafs, then fudden from behind 
Ruth we precipitant : but if in flight 
His active feet prevail, thy fpear employ” 
‘To force him on our Tines, left hid in fhades, 
‘Through the dufk air he re-efcape to Troy. [lay 
Then couching to the ground, | ambufh’d they 
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Behind 2 hill of flain: onward the {py 
Inceffant mov'd: he pafé’d, and now arofe 
“fhe fierce purfuers. Dolon heard the found 
Of trampling feet, and panting, liftening ftood;-_ 
Now reach'd the chiefs within a javelin’s'throw, 
Stern foes of Dolon! fwift along the shores ~ 
He wing’d his flight, and {wift along the fhores 
They ftill purfued : as when two fkillful hounds 
Chafe o'er che lawn the hare or bounding rog, 
Still from the theltering brake the game they turn, 
Stretch every nerve, and bear upon the prey ! 
So ran the-chiefs, and from the hoft of Troy ne 
Turn’d the fwift foe : now nigh the fleet they flew, 
Now almoft mingled with the guards; when lo! 
The mfartial goddefs bredth’d heroic flames 
Fierce on Tydides’ foul: the hero fear'd 
Jueft fame bold Greek fhould interpofe a wound, 
And ravifh half the glories of the aight. 
Furious he fhook his lance, and ftand he ery’d, 
Stand, or thou dy'ft: then fternly from his arm 
Launch’d the wild fpear ; willful the Javelin ser’ “de: 
But whizzing o’er his fhoulder, deep it earth © 
Stood quivering; and he quaking ftopp'd vehatts : 
His teeth all chatter'd, and his flack knees knock'd ; 
He feem’d the bloodlefs image of pale fear, 
Panting the fpy they feize; who thus with tears 
Abje@ cntreats: Spare me, oh! fpare, he cries; 
My hoary fire your mercy fhall repay, © 
Soon as he hears 1 draw the vital air, ‘ [gold, 
With ample wealth, with tteel, with brats, with 
+ To whom Ulyifes artfully: Be bold: 
Far hence the thought of death! but inftant fay © 
Why thus atone in the ftill hours of night 
While every eye is clos’d? to fpoil the flait 
Com’ft thou rapacious? or fome nightly fpy 
By Heor fent? or has thy venturous mind 
Impell’d thee to explore our martial bands? 
By Hector fent, and by réwards undone, 
Returns the {py (dill as he {poke he thook), 
1 come unwilling : the refulgent car 
He promis’d, and immortal ftceds that bear 
To fight, the great Achilles: thus betray’d, - 
Through the dun thades of night E bend my way 
Unprofperous, to explore the tented hoft 


| Of adverfe Greece, and learn if now they ftand 


Wakefal on guard¥or vanquifh'd by our arms _ 
Precipitant defert the fhores of Troy. 3 
To whom with fmiles of fcorn the fage returns : 
Bold were thy aims, Q youth! but thofe proud 
fteeds, : 
Reftive, difdain the ufe of vulgar hands; 
Scarce ev’n the goddefs-born, when the loud din! 
Of bactle roars, fubdues them to the rein 
ReluGtant: but this night where Hedtor itééps 
Faithful difclofe : where ftand the warrior’s fteeds? 
Where lie his arms and implements of war? * 
What guards are kept nocturnal? fay, what Troy 
Now meditates? to pour the tide of ight 
Fierce on our fleet, or back within her walls 
Transfer the war ?—Te thefe demands, he cries, 
Faithful my tongue fhall {peak : the peersof Troy 
He@or in council meets: round Hus’ tomb 
ape from neife they ftand : no guards furround 





{pacious hoff ; where through the gloom yon 
fiseg . 
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nBlaze frequent, Trojans wake to guard their Troy; - 


Secure th’ auxiliars fleep, no tender cares 
Of wife or fon difturb their calm repofe, 
Safe Aeep their wives and fons on forcign fhores, 

~ But fay, apart encamp th’ auxiliar bands, . ~ 
Replies the fage, or join the powers of Troy? 

Along the fea-beat thores, returns the fpy, 

* The Leleges and Carians ftretch their files ; 

Near thefe the Caucons, and Pelafgian train, 
‘And Pocons, dreadful with the battle-bow, 
“Extended lie ; on the ‘Thymbraan plain 

‘The Lycians and tho Myfians in array . 
‘Spread their deep ranks: there the Mzofffan hands, 
And Phrygians, range the fiery fteeds of war, 

But why chis nice inquiry ? if your way ‘ 
Venturous you bend to fearch the holt of Troy, 
There in yon outmoft Jines, a recent aid, 


‘The Thracians tic, by Rhefusled, whofe fleeds | 


Outthine the fnow, outfly the winged winds} 
‘With glittering filver plates, and radiant gold 


sHis chariot fames; gold forms his dazzling arms, | 


. Arms that may grace a Ged !—but to your tents 
Unhappy me convey ; or bound with chains, 
Fatt bound with cruel chains, fad on the fhores’* 
Here leave me captive, till you fafe return, 

And witnefs to the truth my tongue unfolds, 
To whom ftern-frowning Diomed replies = 


Though every fyllable be ftamp'd with truth, ‘I,’ 


. Dolon, thou dy'ft: would’ft thou once more re- 
turn 

Parkling a fpy, or wage, a nobler foe,’ [more 

New war on Greece? traitor, thou dy’ft; nor 


New war thou wageft, nor return’fE a {py. ? 21.2 


He fpoke terrific: and as Dolon rais’d 
Suppliant his humble hands, the trenchant blade 
Sheer through his neck defcends; the furious blow 
Cleaves the tough nerves in twain; down drops 

the head, ‘ : 
And mutters unintelligible foundé. 


Strait they defpoil the dead: the wolf's gray hide’ 


They feize the helm, the fpear, and battle-bow : 


‘Thefe, as they dgopp'd with gore, on high in air 


Ulyfies rais’d, and to the martial maid 

‘Thus lowly confecrates : {tern power of war, ° 

Virgin armipotent, receive thefe arms, 

Propitious to my vows, thee, goddefs, thee © + 

Chiefly I call: diredt our profperous way ? 
To pierce the Thracian tents, to feize the fleeds 

Of Rhefus, and the car that flames with gold, 
«Then fierce o'er broken sms, through ftreams 
~ “of blood 
3» They move along: now reach the Thracian bands 
"All huth'd in fleep profound; their shining arms 
Rang'd in three ranks along the plain, around 
Hlumin’d the dun air: chariot and horfe 
By. every Thracian flood ; Rhefus their king ~ 
Slept in the centre of the circling bands, 
And his proud fteeds were rein’d behind his car. 
With joy Ulyffes through the gloem defcry’d 
‘Fhe fleeping king; and lo! he cries, the fteeds, 
Lo! Diomed, the chief of Thrace, this night 
Delerib'd by Dolon: now, oh! now, thy ftrength 
Dauntlefs exert ! loofe thou the furious tteeds; - 
Or while the Reeds 

é bundy 1 


1 But vain the pleafure 


4 loofe,. with flaughtering” ed 
: = -| Clos'd up their gems, and ficken’d in the woods; - 





st 
Invade the foldiery : he fpoke, and now. 
‘The queen of arms inflam’d Tydides* foul 

‘With all her martial fires: his recking blade - 
On every fide dealt fate; low, hollow groans = 
Murmar’d around, blood o’er the crimfon field 
Well’d from the flain : as isi his nightly haunts” 
The furly lion rufhes on the fold . 


} OF fheep, or goat, and rends th’ unguarded preys 
{ So he the Thracian bands! twelve by his {word 


Lay breathlefs on the ground: behind him food 
Sage Ithacus, and, as the warrior few, 


| Swift he remov'd the flain, left the fierce fteeds, 


Not yet inur’d to blood, fhould trembling ftart, . 

Impatient of the dead : now o’er the king 

He whirls his wrathful blade, now furious gores, 

His heaving cheft: he wak’d not’; bur a dream 

By Pallas fent, rofe in his anzious thoughts; 

A vifionary warrior frowning ftood 

Faft by his head, and his aérial {word ‘ 

Plang’d through his lab'ring breaft: mean while 
the fteeds 3 

The fage unbinds, and inftant with his bow a: 

Drives through the fleeping ranks: then to his 

* friend S 

Gave fignals of retreat; but nobler deeds ~ 

He meditates, to drag the radiant car,.. 

Or lift it through the threefold ranks, up-borne~, 

Tigh on his fhoulders, or with flaughter tain 

Th’ enfanguin’d field; when, lo! the martial 
maid 

Down ruthes from the battlements of heaven, 

And fudden cries, return, brave chief, return, ¢ 

Left from the fkies fome guardian power of Troy 

Wrathful defcend, and roufe the hoftile bands, 

Thus fpegks the warrior queen: the heaygoly 

voice ij a 

Tydides owns, and mounts the fiery fteeds, 

Obfervant of the high command; the bow * 

Sage Ithacus apply’d, and tow’rd the tents. .+. 

Scourg’d the proud iczeds, the fteeds flew o'er the 


plain. 





: _ A PASTORAL,* _ 
Toa Young Lady, upon ber leaving, and return to the 
+ Goungey. 


Damon. 


| Sav, while each feene fo beautiful appears; > ~ 
{| Why heaves thy bofom,.and why flow thy tears? 


See ! from the clouds the {pring defcends in fhowers, 
The painted vallics langh with rifing flowers : 
Smooth flow the floods, foft breathe the vernil 


35 : 
The fpeng, flowers, floods, confpire to charm-our 
: cares. . : 

- Florurs s ; 
which the feafon yields, 
The laughing vallics, or the painted fields, 
No more, ye floods, in filver mazes flow ; 


"| Smile not, ye flowers; no more foft breezes blow. 


Far, Damon, far fram thefe unhappy groves, ; 

The cruel, lovely Rofalinda roves. ogee 
. ae n.,., Damon, — - 2 ae 

Ah! now I know why late the opening buds | * 





ee 


‘Whey droop'd the Ty in her foowy pride; 
“And why the rofe withdrew her {weets, and dy’d: 
For thee, fair Rofalind, the opening buds ~ 
Clos'd wp their gems, and ficken’d in the woods; 
For thee the lily fhed her fnowy pride ; . 
For thee the rofe withdrew her {weets, and dy’d, 
Floris. 

See! where yon vine in foft embraces weaves 
‘Her wanton ringlets with the myrtle’s leaves ; 
‘There tun’d {weet Philomel her fprightly lay, 
Both to the riffeg and the falling day: 
But fince fair Rofalind forfook the plains, 
Sweet Philomel no more renews her ftrains; 
With forrow dumb, fhe difregards her lay, 
Nor greets the rifing nor the falling day. ~ 

no ie ed jag, «, Dattons” te 
Say, O ye winds, that range the diftant Ikies, 
Now {well’d to tempefts by my rifing fighs; 
Say, while my Rofalind deferts thefe fhores, 
How Damon dies for whom his foul adores. 

Florus. 


‘Ye murmuring fountains, and ye wandering flooda, 


That vilit various lands through various roads 5” 
Say, when ye find where Rofalind refides, 
Say, how my tcass iucreafe your {welling tides: 
ance ’ Damm, ek 
"Yell me, I charge you, O ye fylvan fwains! 
‘Who range the mazy grove, or flowery plains,’ 
Befide what fountain, in what breezy bower, * 
Reclines my charmer in the noon-tide hour ! 
a Floras. 
Soft, I adjure you, by the ikippmg fawns, 
By the flece roes, that bound along the lawns; 
Soft-tread, ye virgin daughter's of the grove, 
Nor with your dauces wake my fleeping love? 
‘ Damon, : 
_ ‘Return, O virgin! and if proud difdain 
Arm thy fierce foul, return, enjoy my pain; 
Hf pleas'd thou view't a faithful lover's cares, - 
‘Thick rife, ye fighs; in floods defcend, ye tears? 
; Florus. , 
Return, O virgin! while in verdant meads 
By fprings we fport, or dream on flowery beds; 
‘She weary wanders through the defert way, 
The food of wolves, or hungry hon’s prey. 
Damon. 
Ab! thield her, heaven! your rage, ye beafts, 
. (forbear | 
Thofe are not limbs for favages to tear! 
iAdien, ye meads! with her through wilds I go 
O'er burning fands, or everlatting fnow,. , 
‘With her | wander through the delert way, 
The food of walves, or hungry lions’ prey. 
sgney ” Florus. ‘S 
Come, Rofalind, before the wintery cloads 
Frown o'es th’ agrial vaule, and ruth in floods; _ 
Ere raging ftorms howl o’er the frozen plains; 
‘Thy charnis may {offer by the forme or rains, _ 
Data. : 
Come, Rofalind, O come? then infant flowers 
dhal¥ bloom ‘ahd fmile, and rm their charms by 
yours: 
By you the lily thall her white compofe; 
Your bluth thall add.new blushes to the rofe; 


mashe tian 





















| Yet hafte away! for shou art now too fair, | 


‘| And by his ftrange enchanting tunes, 
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Each flowery mead, and evéry trée‘fhalP buds eq 

And fuller honours clothe the youthful wood, : 
mt “Flores. 

Yet ah! forbeaf to urge thy homeward way, 


| While fulery funs infeft the glowing days 





The fulery funs thy beauties may impair 





Damon. . 

Hark! ros yon bower what airs foft-warbled 

play: tate 
My foul takes wing to meet th’ enchanting lay : 
Silence, ye-nightingales ! attend the voice ! 
‘While thus it warbles, all your fongs are noife. 

Florus. 
See, from the bower a form majeftic moves, 
And fmoothly gliding thines along the groves! 
Say, comes a goddefs from the golden fpheres 
A goddefs comes, or Rofalind appears! r 
* Damon. 


4 Shine forth, thou fun, brighe ruler of the days 


And where the treads, ye flowers, adorn the way’ 
Rejoice, ye groves; my heart, difmifs thy cares! 
My goddefs comes, my Rofalind appears 





POVERTY AND POETRY, 


: oye 
1 *Twas {ung of old how one Amphion - 


ould by his verfes tame aliony® - 03.1 





Make bears or wolves dance ridagoons $ 


‘| His fongs could cal the timber down, -.. 
‘| And form it into houfe or towns d 


But it is plain that in thefe times. 
No houfe is rais’d by poets’ rhymes 5 
-They for themfelves can only rear ~ 


1} A few wild caftlesin the air; - 


Poor are the brethren of the bays, - 
Down from high ftrains, to ckes and ayev, 


“| The mufes too ate virgins yet, ~ 
And may be—till they portions gete!. , 


~. Yet ttillthe dowzing rhymer dreams, 
And fings of Helicon’s bright freams; 
But Helicon, for ail his clatter, 
Yields only uninfpiring water; -. 
Yet ev'a athirft he fweetly fings. 
Of nectar and Elyfian iprings, 

What dire malignant planet fheds, . 





‘| Ye bards, his influence qn your heads? 


Lawyers by endlefs controverfies, 
Confume unthinking clients’ purfess 
As Pharoah's kine, which ftrange and’odd is, 
Devour'd che plump and well-fed bodies, 
Phe grave phyfician who by phyfic, 
Like death, difpatches him that is fick, 
Porfues a fure and thriving trade; 
Though patients die, the doctor's paid: 
Licens'd to kill, he gains a palace, 
For what another mounts the gallows. 
In thady groves the mufes ftray, 
And love in flowery meads to play 5 
An idle crew: whofe only trade is_ 
To thine in trifies, like our ladies; 
In dreffing, dancing, toying, finging, 
While wiler Pallas thrives by fyinaing ¢ 


Cay 
- Hard, besser 
ied be nna Pa purchafe fame, 
An that va ize, a name; 
Chreet rece I Tike hie who fells 
A diamond forbeads and bells. 
‘Will fame be thought fufficient. bail 
‘To keep the poct from the jail? — + 
Thus the brave foldier in ears, 
Gets empty. praili yi 
Ts paid w: th fame at 


By the dire af; its nok able i a 


Aw’d’by your guardian’s Sangerous power, 


At diftance trembling we adore; 
E  Atdiftance, once again behold 
_ A ferpent guard the blooming gold. 


Well pleas’d and harmlefs, lo! he lies, 
Batks in the funthine of your eyes; 
Now twitts his fpires, and now unfurls 
The gay confufion r 


caution take, , 
Left fome bold cheat affume the foake, 
‘When Jove compreft. the + Grecian dame, 
loof he threw the light’ning’s fame ; 
On radiant {pires the lover rode, 
“And in the. conceal’d the god. 


“To A LADY OF THIRTY, 
No more let youth in beauty boaft, 
S——n at thirty is a toalt ; 
And like the fun as he declines, 
More niildly, but more fweetly thines. 
‘The hand of time alone difarms 
“Her face of its Tepe hue charms ; 


* The Sconpion, 
t Our meter of Alexander the Greit. 
Vou, VII! 


you 7 oa 
as hersin your Belinda’s. 


Way, lovely babe, do 
See, fair Aurora blufhes 
Phe fun, which gave 
Begins his: courfe, ar ul 
Calmly ferene, 


fpan, 
Confirm thy ch 

How fhall ch fw 
For lovee 

‘What matchiefs ch 
When fo admit’ 

So glorious is’ ic 
That all to Sad 
Turn Pe 

So fair th 

A child, as 

Fair Venus 

Did not thy ¢: 
There all th 

Their. 


| To thow the 


SN 









bler aims inttrué thy foul to glow, 
gay itles, wealth, and fhow : . 
‘arning, crown thy days! 
thefe heaven and angels |- 




























heaven thofe riches lend, 
dian, and the good man’sfriend: 
fmile, feorn’d merit cheer, 
ur the generous te 
hota 
Wecaife they give for iow ¢ 
wealth, on worth employ 
toa turn the toy : 
eri sea ee pollute the fkies, 
n fmoke into a facrifice. 
an artift plansa favourite draught, 
ve to the thought ; 
eath his forming hands, 
e ftands : 


flay all’ thy charms increafe, O lovely boy! 
them, ye pains, and age alone Jeftroy! 
thou art, that if great Cupid be 
might to look like thee ! 
s’ form he deign’d to wear, 
Such were his fmiles, and fuch his winning air: 
rn Venus might miftake thee'for her own, 
Did not thy eyes proclaim thee not her fon 
all the light’ning of thy mother’s flies, 
grac'd with Cytheria’s eye: 
ah! how hort a date the powers decree ~ 
frame of beauties, and to thee ! 
and all thofe beauties fly ! 
years, and thou, alas! shalt die! 
en all thy kindred, all thy friend's fhall fee 
tears, what now thou art, and they muft be; 
e, cold, lifelefs lump of earch deplore! 
yand kings-{hall be no more! © 
“ -WARIATIONS. 
the cryftal ftood, 
A form like thine, O lovely infant, view’d, 
V i Pad flame the pining youth deftroy; 
fs of beauty juftified the boy. 
ADDITION. 
brace the mind'to dignity of thought, 
té what godlike Tully wrote, 
sthy carly with | The garden breeds, 
ov'd, at leaft but gaudy weeds : 
d {tubborn youth, y ede ‘unfubdued, 
wildly barren, or but gayly rude. 
‘et as fome Phidias gives the marble life, 
ile art with nature holds a dubious ftrife, 
orns a rock with graces not its own, 
d calls a Venus from the rugged ftone ; 
culture aids the human foul to rife, 
the fordid earth, and mount the’fkies, 
the noble gueft refines, 
ns hey high birth-right, and divinely fhines, 








oe 
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But oh ! when ripe for death, fate calls thee hencé; 
Sure lot of every mortal excellence! 

When pregnant as the womb the teeming earth 
Refigns thee quicken’d to thy fecond birth, 

Rife cloth’d with beauties that thall never diet 


A faint on éarth ! an angel in the fey | eng 


TO A GENTLEMAN OF SEVENT 
Who Married a Lady of Sixteen. 
Waar woes mvft fuch unequal union bring, 
When hoary winter weds the youchful {pring ! 
You like Mezentius* in the nuptial bed, 
Once more unite the living to the dead. 


TRE 
XLII, CHAPTER OF ECCLESIASTICUS: _ 
A PARAPHRASE. 


Tue fun that rolls his beamy orb on high, 

Pride of the world, and glory of the fly, 

Illuftrious in his courfe, in bright array " 

Marches along the heavens, and fcatters day 

O’er earth, and o’er the main, and through th’ 
ethereal way. 

He in the morn renews his radiant round, 

And warms the fragrant bofom of the ground; 

But ere the noon of day, in fiery gleams 

He darts the glory of his blazing beams; 

Beneath the burnings of his fultry ray, 

Earth to her centse pierc’d admits the day ; 

Huge vales expand, where rivers roll’d before, 

And leffen'd feas contract within their fhore. 

O! Power Supreme! O! high above all height! , 

ou gav'ft the fun to thine, and thou art light; 

Whether he falls or rifes'in the fkies, 

He by thy voice is taught ¢o fall or rife; 

Swiftly he moves, refulgent in his {phere, 

And meafures out.the day, the month, and year 

He drives the hours along with flower pace, _ 

The minutes rufh away impetuous in thei: NR 

He wakes the flowers that fleep within earth, 

And calls the fragrant infants out to birth ; 

The fragrant infants paint th’ enamel’d vales 

And native incenfe loads the balmy gales ; 

The balmy gales the fragrancy convey 

To heaven, and to their God an offering pay. 

By thy command the moon, as day-light fades, 
Lifts her broad circle in the deepening fhades; 
Array’d in glory,and-enthron’d in light, 

She breaks the folemn terrors of the night; 
Sweetly inconftant in her varying flame, 

She changes ftill, another, yet the fame! 
Now in decreafe by flow degrees fhe throuds 
Her fading luftre in a veil-of. clouds ;» 

Now at increafe, her gathering beams difplay 
A blaze of light, and give a paler day; 

Ten thoufand ftars adorn her glittering train, 
Fall when fhe falls, and rife with her again ; 
And o’er the deferts of the fky unfold 

Their burning {pangles of fidereal gold: 





“ * The living and the-dead at his command, 
“ Were coupled face to face, and hand to hand.” 
Daxpen’s Virg. Ain. vil, 





s fle’ moves ferenely 


C) 
Pours down a watery deltige from 
And opens all the fluices of the fey: y Wwe 
High o'er the thores the ruhing furge prevails, | ‘The dreadful wond 
Burts o'er the plain, and roars along the vales; | Familiar with theirs 
Dafhing abtuprly, dreadful down it comes, Tempt the rough blatt, and 
Tumbling through rock’, afd toffes, whirls and | Now high then say 

r N th : 


foam: 


Whe : day 
And at the ‘ tins bo a 
While, tearing up the in Sy ould men and angels 
And half int oor kies. |" A grateful tribute e 
He from aévial treafurés downward potirs Yer far thy gi 0 

Sheets of unfully’d fnow itt lucid thowers ; » Though men: 

Flake after flake, through air thick-wavering flies, 
‘Till one valt fhining watte all nature lies: i 
‘Then the proiid hills a virgin whitenefs hed, 
A dazzling brightnefs glitters from the mead; > f 
The hoary trees reflect a filver thow, ; ere other ‘orbs, round. 
And groves beneath the lovely burden bow.» |) Float on the air, and run. 

He from loofe vapours withrait icy'chain ' | And yet:the power 
Binds.the roid -hail, and ‘moulds the harden’d | Can build another. 

re And thoug’ vain, 





b, or bréaks the fpreading 
While er flowers that rais’d their bloomy { 7. Mr. Si 
a heads,., Caras ‘ be ae 
“Crufh'd by its fury, fink into their beds. 5 
_ When ftormy winter from the frozen north Turn wasat 
Borne on his icy\chariot iffues forth, Our author's 
‘The blatted yroves their verdant pride refign, And thongh 
And billows harden’d into cryftal thine: Yer, like the 
Sharp blows the rigour of the piercing winds, Then with: 
And the proud floods as with a breaft-plate binds * | Difmils yo 
Ey’n the proud feas forget in tides co roll Crown 
Beneath the freezings of the northern pole; 
‘There waves on waves in folid mountains rife, 
And Alps of ice invade the wondering fkies ; oe os 
While gulfs below, and flippery vallies lie, Senate, | 
And with a dreadful brightnets pain the eyes 2 es or bd 10 cover boa 
: ij = 





Pi 
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‘Horfe treads on horfe v'and-man-encountering man; | ‘Thus, when through age:the rofe~ . 
Swell, the dire field with demhs the plunging | -° decay, + gh age the zafe-ttee'e batty a 
; 2 feeds be ria . When all her fading beauties die away; © .~ 
Beat the firm glebes: thick duftin rifing lovda’ || A blooming offspring fills the parent’s place: -+ 
Darkeusthe fky. Indignant.o'er the plain With equal fragrance, and with equal graceita- 
Atrides Qulkss death every Rep attends. . But ah} how thart a date on earth ia. given’ 
As when, in fome huge forefl, udden flames. _ | To the moft lovely workmanthip of heaven !: + 
Rage dreadful, when rough, winds alli}. the, bags, |-Fo9 foan that cheek mutt every charm cefign, 
From tree to trce the figry targent soley. And thofe love-darting eyes forget to fhine! cx, 
And ,the vat forct finks. with,al]. its groves... While thoufands weeping round, with fighs furvéy 
Befieath the burning delege s fg whole hafty. jer *| What. once was you———now only beauteous day! 
Yield to Atrides’ arm s;car againft car,.,... to # |} Ev'n from the canvas fhall thy image fade, »; 
Ruth'd rattling o’er-the-fi¢\!yand through theranks;| And thou re-perifh in thy perifh’d fhade 
Unguided breke {while brgathlefs on the ground .| Then may this yerfe to future ages fhow 
Bey the pale charioteers, in death deform’d; One perfect beauty——-fuch as thou art now! 
‘a. their chatte brides fad tpedacles of wety:-nii :| May it the graces-of thy foul difplay,.... 2-4? 
Now only grateful to the fowls of gir. I Vill this world finks, and funs themfelves decay 
Meaniime, the care of Juve, great He@or, ftogd !| When with immortal beauty thou fhalt sife,! 
Secure in fcenes of death, in forms of darsg..':A: || Po thine the lovelieft angel in the fkies.i: gv auf! 
An flaugbtgr and alarms, in,dult and blood, ao 
Still Agamemnon rushing o’er.the field * me 
Leads his bold bands: wholc-bofts before bim Ay; 
Now Ilys! tomb they. pals, now: urge their way | | 
Clofe by the fig-trer thade: with thoyts the king * 
Purfves the foe inceffant ; duft-apd blood, [hands. | Avd tombe, unfaithful to their trutt, decay, 
| Blood, mix'd: with duft, diflains his murdesons The mufe rewards the fuftering good with: fame, 
*"Aswhen alion in the-gloom of night x 3/, | Or wakes the profperous villian into fhame 
Invades an herd of beeves, o'er all the plaing ; 97, }| “othe ftern tyrant gives fictitious powe t 
"Trembling they (cattery. furious on the: prey ol } To reign the reftlefs monarch of an hout, 4,77 
The gengrpupfavage fligreand with,ferce joynul | Obedient to her call, this night appears,‘ 
Seizes the Jaf; his hungry foaming jaws, % | Great Hexod rifing from a length of years gy.t1 og 
Churn the plack blood, and rend the panting prey: A came! enlarg’d with titles not his owny »- «.., 
Thus fled-the foe; Atrides thus purfued, . 3 { Servileto mount, and favage on a throne.t 3.4475 
‘And till the hindmoft flew :, they from their, cats Yet oft a throne is dire mi-fortune’s feat, 
Fell headlong ;-for his javelin, wild for blooda,.2 | A pompous wretchesnefs, and woe in flate$, .)., 
Rag’d terribly : and now proud, Troy had fall'n, 4 But fuch the curfe that from ambition fprings, * 
But the.dread fire of men and gods defcends-4 ; For this he flaughter’d half a race of kings! 
Tertific from his heaygns, his vengeful hand } But now, reviving in the Britith {cene, 
"Ten thoyland thunders grafps;-on Ida’s beighes } He looks majeftic with a milder mien, , 
He takes bia flan; it (Wakes with all ius groves," 4 His features foften’d with the deep diftrefs, 
Beneath the God the God fulpends the wary Of love, made greatly wretched by exce! 
us 3 ; : From {uft of power to jealous fury toit, 
“TO MRS. ELIZ, M———T,,, ‘ i 
Be ca MER PICTURES 1171604, 


We fee the tyrant in the lover loft... .. fons 
©! wondrous art, that grace to fhadows gives? 
By whofe command the lovely phantom lives * 


O! loye, thou fource of mighty joy or wae! 
Thou foltett friend, or man’s moft dangerous {opt 
Smiles with her fmiles! rhe mimic eye inftills 
Areabframe? the fancy’d lightning kills 


Fantaftic power | *, what rage thy darts infpire, ,1 
Thus niirrors catch the love-infpiring face, 


When too much beauty kindles too much fire ! 
And the new charmer graee returns for graces 


Thofe daris, to-jealous rage fern Herod drov, 
It was a crime, but crime of too mach loved, 

* Henee-fhell thy beautics, when no more appears 

‘Their fair poffeffor, thine a thoufsnd yedeeg 
















































PROLOGUE 
t bape: Fenton's excellent! Tragedy, MavizrnneO! 
Wuen breathing fatues mouldering watte AWON 
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Yee if condenn’d he fallse—with pitying eyes, 
fe! ; 
By age upmnjur'd, future times adorn, % 


Behold bis injur’d Mariamne rif 
No fancy’d tale! our opening fcenes difclofe, 
And warm the hearts of millions yet unbern,: 
* Swho;'gazing on the portrait with a figh, 


Hiftoric truth, and {well with real woes, 
Awful in virtuous grief the queen appeats,;. 
And ftzong the eloquence of royal tears; 
. e By woes ennobied, with majeftic pace,:'’ - 
Shall grieve fuch perfeét charms could ever dis y 5 2: ns Liege tatalciie 
How sould they grieve, if to fuch beauties joit She meets misfortune, glorious in difgracs { 
The paint could thow the wonders of thy mind 
-, O virgin! born th’ admiring world to grace + 
Tranfmit thy excellence to lateft days; * 


" Small is the praife of beauty, when it flies 
Fair hopour’s laws, at beft but lovely vice, 

Yield to thy lover’s vows! and then fhall rife : 

A race of beauties conquering with thine eyes; 


Charms it like Venus with celeftial air ? 
_ Who, reigning-ia-thy charms, fram death hall 








| Ev'n Venus is but. fcandaloudy fair ; 
fave 


: YARIATION, 
» Phat lovely form, and triumph o'er the grave, 


| © What pangs, Rees 


POEMS. 







ge when ftrid honour with fair features joins, - 

ike hear and light, at once it warms and fhines. | 
* Then let her fate your kind attention raife, 

‘Whofe perfc& charms were but her fecond prajfe: 

‘Beauty and virtne your protedtion claims 

Give tears.to beauty, give to virtue fame. : 


TO MR. A, POPE, 


wno ConnecTen My vEnsts,’ 





“Weer my numoie mute metodious tings," - 
‘Tis when you animate and tune her firings; * 
He'cr the mounts, tis when you prune her 

wings, 77" Dat nat te 
“You, like the fun, your glericus heats difplay, > . 
Deal to the darkeft orb a friendly ray, R 
And clothe it with the luftre of the day.0'" 4 1 
Mcan was the piece, unelegantly wrought, -‘ { 
~Khe colours faint, irregular the draught ; 
But your commanding touch, your nicer art, ' 
Rais'd every fircke, and brighten’d every part, 
So, when Luke drew the rudiments of man, , 
An angel finith'd what the faint began; . 
“lis wondrous pencil, dipt in heavenly dyes, ae 
ave beauty to the face, and lightning to the éyes:, 
Confus'd it fay, a rough unpolifh’d -mafs ; 
You gave the royal ftamp,.and made it pafs ¢ 
Hence ev'n deformity a beauty grew; 
She pleas’d, the charm’d,.but,pleas’d and charm’d 


~ by Us F 
~"Phough like Prometheus I the image frame, 
Yop give. the life, and the heavenly fame, ~ 


Lencbins wath 


sT 


1 

brin 

Thus when the Nile didue'd his watery train’ | . 
1 How, nobly rifing in their country’s caufe,, - 


In ftreams of plenty o'er the fruitful plain - 
Unthapen forms, the refufe of the flood, - 
‘Wed imperfect from the teeming mud; 
But the great fource and parent of the day 

_ Fathion'd the creature, and inform’d the clay , 


i 
*WARIATION. 


® Then let her fate your juft attention raife, 
Whofe perfedt graces were but fecond praife.’ 


toe f 
ADDITION, 
4 To nobler themes thy mufe triumphant foars, 
Mounts through the tracts of air, and heaven cx. 
plores. i 
Say, bas fone feraph tun’d thy facred tyre, 
Or deign’d to touch thy hallow’d lips with fire ? 
For fure fuch founda exalt sh’ immactal faring 
As heaven approves, and raptur’d angels fing. 
' Abt how I liften, while the mortal Jay 
» Lifts me from earth above the folar way! .: 
Ah! how f look with fcorn on pompous cFowns, 
And pity monarchs on their {plendid thrones, 
While. sbopayy, andes Wice'ea natiies lage 
By jut gradations, to the fovercign caufe ! : 
Pleas’d ¥ furvey how varying {chemes unite, 
Worlds with the atoms, angels with the mite, © 
Axd end'in God, high thron’d abeve all height, 
Who fees, as Lord of all, with equal eye, ; 
Nowa Propd tyrant perijh, then a ay, 


Hf ‘Then fome kind 


wyter r 
Ite bafe on earth, ite fammit in 
Bach wond’rons ftep by gloriou: 
And heaven unfolding to the throne of God, 

Be this thy praife! I haunt the : 


Sport by the fpring, or paint the blo ming fA 
Nor dares the mufe : ne. apduous heighe? 
Seu. 


“B98 
‘Weak of herlelf, my. mufe ferbeara her flight, 
Views her own lowneft, and Parnaffus’ height; 
But when you aid ber fong, and deign to nod, * 
She fpreads a balder wing, and feels the Prefent 


god, : 
So the Cumean prophetefs was dumb, ~ 
Blind to the knowledge of events to comé; 
But when Apollo in her breaft abode, 2 
She heav’d, the fwell’d, fhe felt the rofhing god : 
‘Then accents more than mortal from her broke 5 
And what the god infpir'd, the prichels {poke, 


MONSIEUR MAYNARD IMITATED. 
To she Right Henourable the Lord Cornwallite 


‘Wixe paft its noon the lamp of life declines, 
And age my vital flame invades; : 
Faint, and more faint, as it defcends, it fhines, - 

And hates, alas! to fet in thades. 

power shall guide my ghoft ta 
glades, ie eee 

‘Where, feated by Elyfian fprings, 
Fam’d Addifon attunes to patriot thades 

“His lyre, and Albion’s glory fings. . 
There round, majeftic fhades, and heroes’ forms, 

Will throng, to learn what pilot guides, 
Watchful, Britannia’shelmthrough fadtious forms, 

And curbs the murmuring rebel tides. 


(tell how ‘Townthend treads the glorious path | 
That leads the great to deathlefs fame, ~ 

And dwell at large on {potlets Englith faith, 
While Walpule is the favourite theme. 


‘The ftecfatt arbiters of right 


i] Exalt the ju@ and good, to guard her laws,” 


And call forth merit'into light. 


A loud applaufe arovnd the echoing’ coaft’ 
Of all the pleas’d Elyfium flies,—~ [ghott, 
But, friend, what, place had’ you, ‘eplies {ume 
When oierit was the way to rife ? . = 
What deanery, or prebend thine, declare? 
Good heavens! unable to reply, 
How like a ftupid ideot I fhould ftare} 
Aa anfwer, good my lord, fapply. 


ON A MISCHIEVOUS WOMAN. - 


From peace, and focial joy, Medufa flies, a 
And loves to hear the florm of anger rife s 


Shur kao ane wiitates dace tie ries of ‘day, 
Sport in loud thunder, and in tempetts play. 


trent per ermag 


ADDITION. 


Methinks I view the patriarch’s ladder site, * 


“emus Bbey 
the ikiess’ > 
s angels trod, © 


lovely bower, | 


atrempe. the arduous height, 
FC hap ‘ 


bar 


“SHE. COQUETTE, 


Siztta, with uncontefted fway, 

Like Rome's fam’d tyrant reigns ; 
Beholds adoring crowds ebey, 

And heroes proud to wear her chains: 
‘Yet ftoops, like him, to every prize, 
Bufy to murder beaux and flies. 





She aims at every trifling heart, 
Atténds cach flatterer’s vows ; 
And, like a picture drawn with art, 
-A look on all that gaze beftows. 
O! .may the power who lovers rules; . 
Grant rather fcorn, than hope with fools! 


Mifaken nymph! the crowds that gaze 
Adore thee into fhame; > 
‘Unguarded beauty is difgrace, : 
And coxcombs, when they praife, defame. 
<O!-fly fach brutcs in human fhapes, ~ 
Nor, like th’ Egyptians, worthip apes + : 





, THE WIDOW AND VIRGIN SISTERS. 
43% ee Being a: Litter to the Widow in Londen. , 


‘Wnitx Delia fhines at Harlothrambo, 
_ And darts her fprightly eye at fome beaut; 
Thea, clofe behind her fan retiring, 
Sces through the fticks whole crowds admiring : 
You fipyour melancholy co-ffy : 
And at the name of man, cry, O phy!» 
Or, when the noify rapper thunders, 
Say coldly—Sure the feilow blunders! 
‘Unfeen | though peer on peer approaches : 
_ James, P’'m abroad !—but learn the coaches. 
As fome young pleader, when his purfe is 
‘Unfill’d, through want of controverfies, 
Attends until the chinks are fill'd all, 
"the affizes, Weftminfte?, and Guildhall ; 
‘While graver lawyers keep their haufe, and 
Collect the guineas by the thoufand; 
Or as fome tradefmen, through fhow-glaffes, 
Expofe their wares to each that paffes; 
‘Soya of no nfe! high-priz’d commodities 
" Bonght to no énd! eftates in oddities ! 
. Others, with like advantage, drive at“ 
| Their gain, from flore-houfes in private : 
. 'Yhus Delia fhines in places genera}, ~* 
Is never miffing where the men are all; 
~ Goes ev’n to church'with godly airs, 
‘Yo meet good company at prayers; 
) Where fhe devoutly plays her fan, 
_ Looks up tothoawen, but thinks on man, 
You fit at hage; enjoy your *coufin, 
"While Hearts are-offer'd by the dozen ¢ 
Soh! born above your fex to rife, 
With youth, wenleh, beauty, titkes=-wife! =~ 
: _ OF Lady bright, did ne’er you mark yet, 
rin country fair, or country market, 
_ A beau, whole cloquence might charm ye, 
Enijfting Soldiers for the army? 


Aiba: Brot ills 





: i lifte—but finds thefe gaudy thow. 


THE,W.ORKS.OF BROOME. 


He flatters every. well-built youth, ~ 
And tells him eyery thing but—truth, 
He cries, good friend, I’m glad | hap’d in.- 


Your company, you'll make a capta’ 









oon chang’d to furly looks, and blows 2°, ie 
’Tis now, March, rafeal! what, d’ye grunible ?° 
Thwack goes the cane! Pll make you bumble, _ 


| Such weddings are : and I refemble ’em,* . 


Almoft in all points to this emblem... 
While courtthip lafts, "tis, Dear! ’tis, Madam! 
The fweeteft creature fure fince Adam! .5.-; 


| Had I the years of a Methufalem,.... 


How in my charmer’s praife I'd ufe all ’em Y 
Oh! take me to thy arms, my beauty! 
I doat, adore the very, fhoe-tic! , - 





| They wed—but, fancy grown lefs warming, 


Next morn, he thinks the bride kefs charming... 
He fays, nay {wears, my wife grows old in : 
One fingle month; then falls to fcolding,' ,. 
What, madam, gadding every day! it 
Up to your room! there ftitch, or pray. ijns 
Such proves the marriage-ftate ! but for all” 
Thefe truths, you'll wed, and fcorn the moral. 





ON THE DEATH OF MY DEAR FRIEND 
. MR, ELIJAH FENTON, 1730. 
* # Calentemi 
Debits fparges lacryma favillam 
* 2. Vatis amici. 2 9D | oHORs 
As when the King of Peace, and Lord of Love, 
Sends down fome brighter apgel from above, 
Pleas'd with the beautics of the heavenly gueft, ; 
Awhile we view him in full glory dreft sj. 
But he, impatient from his heaven to ftay,” 
Soon difappears, and wings his airy way ;. 
So did'ft thou vanifh, eager to appear, +, 
And thine triumphant in thy native Spheres 
Yet had’ft thou all that virtue can beftow, 
All, the good praétife, and the learned know; 
Such holy rapture, as not warms, but fires, 
While the foul feems retiring, or sgtires; 
Such tranfports as thofe faints in vifion fhare,~ 
Who know not whether they are rapt through 
Sage | eeeanta ail a [prayer. 
Or bring down heaven-to meet them in a. 
Oh! early lof&! yer ftedfaft te furvey 
Envy, difeafe, and death, without difmay; "+. | 
Serene, the fting of * pain thy thoughts beguile, 
And make afilictions, objects of a fmile. 
So the fam'd patriarch on hia couch of. ftone,:» ~ 
Enjoy'd bright vifions from th’ eternal throne. 









| ‘Thus wean’d from earth, where pleafure {carcg 


can pleafe, . 
Thy woes but haften’d thee to heav’m and peace's 
As angry winds, when loud the tempeft roara, ~~ 
More {wiftly fpeed the veffel to the fhores, . > 
Oh! may thefe lays a lating luftre thed 
O’er thy dark urn, like lamps that grace the dead! 
Strong’ were thy thoughrs, yet reafon bore the 


F {way ; : as 
Humble, yet learn’d; though innocent yet gay ¢ 


"Bhs goats | 


cut sedbsO BoM. 3s. 


re of heart, that thon might’? fafely thow 


yal, and promis'd endlefs day. 
roth of Phicbas By. 
it, and glitter to the iky. 

! where fhall I true friendfhip 


O wi 0 wilds! O every bowery thade ! 

So often vocal by his mufic made, 

preps founds—far other founds return, 

And hisherfe with all your echoes mourn !--- 
c grieve that foonthe paths he trod 


Thou myftic table, and thou h 
How often have ye feen 
oft hia foal with | 


» and left vain man for faints and | 
? 


"Thus in the theatre the fcenes unfold 
A thoufand wonders glorious to behold ; 
‘And here, or there, as the machine extends, 
A hero ne or a god defcends : i 
But foon the momentary pleafure flies, 
Swilt vanithes the god, or hero dics. — 
Where were ye, mufes, by what fountain fide, 
‘What river fporting, when your favourite dy'd? 
He knew by verfe to chhin the headlong floods, 
Silence loud winds, or charm attentive woods ; 
Nor deign’d but to high *themes to tune the 
t me : 


To fuch as heaven might hear, and angels fing ; 
Unlike thofé bards, who unjaform’d to play, 
Grate on their jarring pipes a flafhy lay : 
¥ach line difplay’d united ftrength and cafe, 
+ Form’d like his manners to inftrudt and pleafe, 
' Soh almy excelletice produce 
A blooming flower and ‘juice : 
And_while each plant a finiling grace reveals, 
fefully gay! at once it eharms, and heals. 
‘Tranfcend ey'n after death, ye great, in fhow ; 
id pomp to afhes, and be vain in woe ; 
Hire {ubftitutes to mourn with formal cries, 
And’ bribe unwilling drops from venal eyes ; j 
" While here fincerity of grief appears, 
Silence that fpeaks, and eloquence in tears! 
hile, tir’d of life, we but confent to live 
‘To fhow the world how really we grieve ! 
As fome fond fire, whofe only fon lies dead, 
* All loft to comfort makes the dott his bed, 


5 My Fenton intended to-write upon moral fubjedte. 


Where hymning 
Where raptur‘d faints unfi 
‘Triumphant o’er the 5 Ae 


"| O! may the thought 


O! may he imitate, as 
Awake, my heavy. fo 


I rrevix your name-to thie oll 
monument of the long and fine 
have borne you: 1am fenfible 
a judge of 





ca8 
Beet in the torrert-oftyiti houte of woes, 
Froops of all maladies the fiend enclofe | 
High on a trophy rais’d of human bones 
- Swords, fpears.and arrows, and {epulchral ftones, 
In horrid ftate fhe reigns! attendant ills 
Befiege her throne, and when fhe frowns the kills: 
Through the thick gloom the torch red-gleaming 
burns. 
O’er throwds, and fable palls, and mouldering urns; 
‘While flowing ftoles, black Plumes, and feutcheons 
{pread 
An idle pomp around the fflent dead * 
Unaw’d by power, in common heap fhe Sings 
The ferips of beggars, and the crowns of kings 3 
Here gales of fighs, inftead of breezes, blow, 
And ftreams of tears for ever murmuring flow; 
"The mournful yew with folemn horror waves’! 
His baleful branches, faddening even the gravee: | 
Around all birds obfcene loud-fcreaming fly, 
(lang their black wings, and fhriek along the fy: 
‘The ground perverfe, though bare and barren, 
breeds 
‘All poifons, foes to life, and noxions , weedsy oe 
But, blafted frequent by th’ unwholefome fky, 
Dead fall the birds, the very poifons die. 2" 

Full in the entrance of the dreadful door 
‘Old-age, half yanith'd vo a ghott, deplores: * 
‘Propp'd on his crutch, he drags with many a gro 
‘The load of life, yet dreads to lay it down, 

‘There, downward drjving an unnumber’d band, 
Intemperance and difeafe walk hand in hand: —- 
Thela, torment, whirling with remorfelefs Sway” 

A fcourge of iron, lathes on the way. 
‘There frantic anger, prone to wild extremes, 
sGrafps an enfanguin'd dword, and heaven blaf- 
-phemes. 
There weare: fick agony diftorted flands,« : 
Writhes his convulfive limbs, and wrings his basa 
There forrew droops his ever-penfive head, . 
And care. fill toffes on his iron bed t 
, Or, 2 matings faftens on the ground his eye 
With folded arms; with every breath a figh. 
* Hydrops unwie! dy wallows in a flood; 
And murder rages, red with human blood, 
‘With fever, famine, and affiiive pain, 
Plague, peftilence, and war,adilmaltrain! . - 
‘Thefe and a thoufand more the fiend furround, 
* Shrieks pierce the air, and groans to groans refound. 
G heavens! is this the paffnge to the fkies 
‘That man mutt tread, when man your fayoprite 
. dies ? 
Oh! for Elijah's car to wing’ ray way 
». Over the dark gulf of death to endlefs day! 
‘Confounded at the fight my fpirits fled. - 
My eyes sain’d tears, my very heart was dead! 
J wail'd the lot bf man, that all would fhun, 
Andvall mutt bear that breathe beneath the fut. 
» When lo! an.heavenly form, divinely fair, 
Shoots from the ftarry vault through ficlds of air; 
» And {wifter than on wings of lightning driven, 
At once feems here and there, in earth and beaven } 
A dazzling brightnefs in refulgent ftreams 
Flows from his locks inwreath’d with funny beams: 
His rofeate cheeks.the bloom of heaven difpiay, 
And from bis ¢yes dart glories more than day: ' 

































T yield | E waic refign’d th’ aprointed hour 
Man, foolifh man, no more thy foul deceive}: 
To dic, is but the fureft way to live : . 
When age we afk, we akk it in our wrotig, 








THE WORKS OF BROOME. 


Arabe of light condetis'€ atoind’ him fhone, 
And his loins glitter’d with a ftarry zone: 

And while the liftening winds lay hufh’d to heaf, 
Thus fpoke the vifion, amiably fevere-! ‘ 


Vain man! wouldft then efcape the comeniba Total 


To live; to fuffer, dic, and be forgot?! 

Look back on ancient times, primeval years, 

All, all are pafi! a mighty void appears !, 

Heroes and kings, thofe gods of earth, whofe fame 
Aw’d half the*nations, now are bat a name !! 
The great in arts or arms, the wife, the juft," 29% 
Mix with the meaneft in congenial fant) 
Ev’n faincs and prophets the fame paths have trod. 
Ambaffadors of heaven, and friends of God { 

And thou, wouldft thou the general fentenee fy ? 
Mofes is dead! thy Saviour deign’d to diet 
Mortal, in all thy adts regard thy end; 

Live: well the time thon liv’ hy and “aehents th! 


friend : 


Then curb each rebel thought againit the tky, 
And die refign’d, O man ordain'd to die !. 


He added not, but fpread his wings in flight,’ 


And vanith’d infant in a blaze of light. 


Abath'd, atham’d, I ery, Eternal Power, 






And pray our time of fuffcring may be long; 


“The naufeous draught, and dregs of life to drait, 


And feel infirmity, and Jength of paint *" “ 
What art thou, life, that we fhould court thy Ray 2 
A breath, one fingle galp matt puff away” 
A fhort-liv'd Aower, that with the day mut ‘fade f 
Ajfleeting vapour, and an empty fhade! 
A ftream that filently, } but fwiitly glides 
To meet eternity’s immeafpr'd tides | 
A being, loft alike by pain of joy! F 
A fly can kill it, or a worm deftroy ! 
Impair’d by labour, and by eafe undone, 
Commenc'd in tears, and ended in a groan! y 
kv’n while § write, the tranfient Now is paft, 
And death more near this fentenge than the laf} 
As fome weak ifthmus fegs from {gas divides, 
Beat by rude waves, and fapp’d by rushing tidea, 
‘Torn fram its bafe, no more their fury bears, 
At once they clofe,. at once it difappears : 
Such, fuch is tife ! the mark of mifery plac'd 
Between two worlds, the future and the paft 
To time, to ficknefs, and to death a prey, 
It finks, the frail poffeffion of a day! 

As fome fond buy in fport along the fhofe: 


*Builds from the fands a fabric of an hour ; 
“Proud of his fpacious walls and ftately rooms, 


He ftyles the mimic cells imperial domes; 
‘The little monarch fwells with fancy'd fway, 
Till fome wind rifing puffs the dome away: 
So the poor reptile, man! an heir of wae, 
The lord of earth and ocean, fwells in fhows, 
He plants, he builds, aloft the walls arife ! 
The noble plan he finifhes, and——dies, " 
Swept from the earth, he hares the conimoli fate 
His fole diftinion now, to rot in flate! 
Thus bufy to no end till out of breath, .., 
‘Fie'd we lie down, and clofe up all in death, 






7B PSO E> Mase 
eo Le he man whom ge ae be Sent adaring hand, my dart ~ 
= . pattern into: the fair-one’s heart ¢ 
maces: To windsand waves thy cares: 
Ste thie elec A fighnis bata wafte of breath. 
Nor human. folly. feels, nor'feiley: more! gay. 
O death)! thou.cure of all, our idlevttrife | 
End-of the-gay,,or ferions, farce of | 
Weil of the.jult, a _refuge.of apy: 5 
ec erty? @ bw! vev'n kings find 

Safe fromd c Caen. pen fale honcho i 


alta 
‘The grave isfacred !sweat 
To violate. its ‘peaces ang avr 


Bur life, chy mame is woe | to Con fly 


Then wilel 

"The happier! 

What pat! 
Though man be.blotted 
Thoug! 

pie earth 


Ena hig ff 

A-tranfient night 

Eclips'd im horrexs of 

But foon: cme wh 

He Barty Samet 
GoURAGE b= 
ee eyes with floods of tears o’erflow, 
My bofom heaves ‘with conftant woe; 
Thofe eyes, which thy unkindnefs fwells; 
That bofom, where dwells! « 

How could I hope fo weak a flame 


When none Elyfium muft behold, 
‘Without a radiant of gold? i 
Tis hers in {pheres to thine; ; 
At diftance to admire is mine 

our'd 


ge er 


A quiver at his thoulder h 
A fhaft he gralp'd, and bow 1 
All nature own’d the 
And the fpring flourifi'd 
My heart no ftranger to the gueft, 
Flutter’d, and Jabour’d in my breaft 
puede with a ae that kindles joy’ 
v'n in the gods, | gan thelboy ie 
E- How vain thefe tears! is man decreed, 
k By being abject, to fucceed? 
Hop'tt thou by meagre looks to move ? « 
' Are women frighten’ sien into love ? 
He moft prevails who nobly dares; 
E In love an hero, as in warst . - 
b 
f 


Ev'n Venus may be known to yield,- 
Bue tis when Mars difputes the feld , 





ful. fat, 


RA y 






Could ever warm that miatchlefs dame, - te 


heneds: 


* Palydorus, who pined to death for the lave ‘boas: 


[ wiowe onli 


| The fairettvirg 


Am now ( 


| A fall’, a lon 


Tat nit od latsjuatabecbrony 


fii Ye heedlefs virgins, gaze not on: 
} Lovely they arey'ur the'that 


Oh! fly his voice, be deat 


| Charms has his voice, 1 
At every word; each 


‘A thoufand foves are born, tho 
Say, gentle youths, ye bleft Arcadian fv 
Inhabitants of thefe delightfal 


Fearlefs t'd pats where defo 


'| Tread the wild wafte, or 


’ | Or where'the north his rr 
howling hurricanes embroil the fies 


ge of a tender maids > 
Dauntlefs, i i Damon ‘calls, bis a 
Through all the monfters tl 
Bold was Bonduca, and her at 
Swift and unerring (enh che ake 
By love intpied, Pil teach 
For thee I'd conquer, or 
If o’er the dreary Caucafus 
Or mountains crowa’g with 
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ste through the freezing fkiesin florms it pours, | Pleas'd with our ruin, to his arms we run: 


ad brightens the dull air with shining thewers, 
bein A could fecutely reft, i 
Eats all col rectal Damon's breatt 
ane 


rsa flame infpires 
y you world fer ke 
1's. flxeams in eens Hows; 
y Pi pay — 


in fofe-meanders play. i 
of my age ny. every with in one! 
1 love, when loving I’mundone ? 
et are the anes the agers 


if —. 


santo ae with | 


and nie ee arife,. 
1and the tpring fupplies 

je fmell, or charnr the eyes 
ut mourn, ye fylvan fcenes and thady bower: 
ee all yefountains; languish, all ye flowers! 

mon but appear, 

"s eyes a-defert is more fair, ‘ 
eg geen bee Damon isnot there! 
| what foft words, what {weet delufive wiles 


“Vie Yeas andy oh! thoy dear nding fle: 


6 Ca 


My tottur’d foul ?—perhay 


| Thofe cha 
: Feed i 
Am [ not jédloti 


owt fare man eer 

Like fobwava boys, 2 i i 
|| He fpores with? heeetay tien tl 
| 8 wiles weak 


| Forlorny! 


To be undone by him who would not be undone 
Alas! T rave!-ye: {welling ‘torrents, rofl 
Your watery o'er my love-fick foul 
To cool my heart, your’ ¢ oceans, beai 
Oh! vain are all your waves, for'love ié there! 

But ah ! what fudden thought'to frerizy moves 
-niy Damon loves! ” 
Some fatal beauty, yielding allber charms, 
Detains the lovély traitor from-my arms! = 
Blaft her, ye flies ! let infant vengeanice feize 
, Whofe'crime itis to»pleafe ! 
is’ mine !—fond 'ntafd, thy fears fabdue! 
and inyharmer true 2 
O, heaven ; from jealoufy” nr = ony " 
“ee as death, ‘infariate as 
powers" of all the iether eve sah: 
man,is work 

n play, 

oman’ he affails ; 


Thusto the fields and oC din your pac! 
The tear is fruitlefs, andthe vénder figh, 


| And life a load feciken liye haa os 
|| Fly fwifter\/time' O fpéed the joyfet-hour! 1° 


Receive me, grave !—thenyl falilove no stones 
Ah! wretched maid, fo fad'aenré to prove ! 
Ah ! wretched maid, to fly to.death from. lo’ 


|| Yet oh ! when this podr frame no more fluall i : 


‘| Be happy, ] Damen! a Rot et a " 


> Ab me! I'm vain 


Worth the vatt | 


go 
But have idee crticlties.of you! 
ee oe ‘with. me mourns, * 
And faint with grief fhe fearce my fighs returns! 
Then, fighs, adieu !, ye nobler paflions, rife! 


4 Be wife, fond: maid !—but who im love is wife? ! 


I rage, U rail, th’ extremes of anger prove, 

Nay, almoft hate ---then love thee beyond love ! 
Pity, kind heaven, and right af i ’d maid! 
Yet, oh! yet, fpare thedear < v head'pow 
If from the fultry fons at noon-tide hours’ 

He fecks the covert of the breezy bowers, 
Awake, O.South, and where my charmer lies, 
Bid rofes bloom, and beds of fragrance rife | 
Gently, O gently round in whifpers fly,” 

Sigh to his fighs, and fan the glowing fky ? 


| If o’er the waves he cuts the liquid way, 


Be ftill, ye w or round his veffel play ! 

And you, ye winds, confine each ruder breath, 

Lie hufb’d'in filence; and be'calm as death}: 

But if he ftay detain’d by adverfe gales, 

Mydghed thall drive the thip, and fill the flagging 
ils, 





| TRANSLATIONS 


*t 


a sea ifos exemplaria Grzca | 


FROM 


“HESIOD AND APOLLONIUS RHODIUS. 


“ Nogurna verfate manu, verfate diurna,” Hor. 


BATTLE OF THE GODS AND TITANS. 
of Hefod; with a Defeription of 


From the Theogony 


Tartarus, Oe. 


lee. 


Tdvreg, ‘*, 
!- Now found? fe vault of heaven with loud alarms, 


And gods by gods embattling rufh to arms: 
Here ftalk the ‘Titans ofiportentous fize, 


Buri from their'dungcons, abd affault the thies ; _ 


And there, unchain’d. from Erebus and night, 
Auxiliar * giants aid the gods in fight : 


jn hundred arms each tower-like warrior rears, : 


| And ftares fram fifty heads amid the ftars; © 


~ The dreodful brotherhood ftern-frowning ftands, . 
_ And hurls an hundred rocks from hundred hands; 


The Titans rufh'd with fury uncontroul’d; 
Gods funk on gods, o’er giant giant roll’d; 
hen roar’d the ocean with aidreadful found, 


© Heaven fhook with all its thrones, and groan’d the 


ground, 


Trembled th’ eternal poles at ftroke, 


And frighted hell from its foundations fhook : 


Noife, horrid noife, th’ aérial region fills, 
Rocks dafh on rocks, and hills encounter hills; 


Through earth, air, heaven, tumultuous ¢lamours 


fe, , . 
F And thouts of battle thunder in thé fies. 
"Then Jove omnipotent difplay’d the god, 
nd all Olympus creenbled a he trod: 
fe grafps ten thoufand thunders in his hand, 


ved arm, and wields the forky brand ; 
1en aims the bolts, and bids his lightnings play; 
ey flafh, and tend through heaven their flaming 


Brio. > way pte > 
Redoubling blow on blow, in wrath he moves; 
“The fing’d earth groans, and burns with all her 


groves; 
he floods, the billows, boiling hifs with fires, 
nd bickering flame, 
4 afpircss 
‘A night of clouds blots out the golden day ; 
in their eyes the writhen lighthings play: 


* Aigeon, Cottus, Gyger, 


and fmouldering faoke 


Ev'n chaos burns: again 
As tumbling downward with its ff 
Or burft this earth, torn from her, 
With dire difruption from her de 
Nor flept the wind: the wind 
Clouds dath on. clouds before. 
While, tearing up the fands, 
And half the 8 spount dy 
At once the tempelt bellows,. 
The thunders roar, 
Stupendous were the deed 
‘What lefs, when gods 
Now heaven its foes wi 
And flow and four recede the 
Here ftalks Algeon, here fie! 
‘There Cottus reads up. hills wi 
| Thefe hurl’d at once, againtt 
‘Three hundred mountains 
hand oe 
And overthadowing, overwh 
With chains infrangible be 
Below this earth, far as 
Through {pace unmeafur'd, 
‘Nine days an anyil of an enorm 
Down rufhing headlong feom t 
Scarce reaches earth ; thence | 
Scarce reaches in ning 


A wall of iron of ftu 

Guards ae te net 
High o’er rs of th’ cte 
“The ftedfalt bafe of earth a 
‘Therein coercive durant 

The groaning Titans 

A feat of woe  Femrat 
Through 


8, 3 
With brazen 
Through ene 
There ftern Bgeon with hi 
Fierce guards of Jove! from hence. 

rife. 

That wath, the earth, or wander 
That groaning murmur through 
Or feed the channels where the 
Collected horrors throng i 
Horrid and fell! detefted 
Enormous gulf! immenfe the beunds appear, 
Wafteful and void, the journey of a year s 





ik THE WORKE OF BROOME 
Where beating ftorms, as in wild whirls they fight, 
'Tois the pale wanderer, and retofs through night: 
The powers immortal with affright furvey 
The hideous chafm, and feal it ap from day. 
Hence through the vault of heaven huge Atlas 
, rears ‘ 
“Fis giant limbs, and props the golden fphetesi, 
Here fable night, and here the beamy day, 
Lodge and diflodge, alternate in their [way. 

. A brazen port the varying powers divides ¢ 
‘When day forth iffues, here the night. refides 5° ; > 
And when night veils the fkies, obfequious day; 
Re-entering, plunges frcm the ftarry way. : 
She from her Jan:p, with beaming radiance bright, 
Pours o’er th’ expanded earth a Hood cof light ¢~ 
But night, by fleep attended, tides in fhades, 
Brother of death, and all that breathes invades? 
From "her foul womb they fprung,tcfiltlels powers, 
Nurs’d in the horrors of Tartarean bowers, 
Remote from day, when with her flaming wheelé 
She mounts the fkies, or paints the weftern hills: 
With downy footfteps fleep in filence glides” 
O'er the wide earth, and o'er the fpacious tides $' 
"The friend of life! Death unrelenting beats 
‘An iron heatt,and faughs at hurian cares $- 

Bhe makes the mouldering tace of man her ptey; 

‘And ev'n th’ immortal powers deteft her fway. 
Thus fell the ¢ Titans from the realms above, 

Beneath the thunders of Almighty Jove; 

"Phen earth impregnate felt maternal woes, 

And shook through all her frame with teeming 

throess - at 

Henee rofe Typharus, # gigantic birth; ° 

‘A mmonfter fprung from Tarcurus and earth; « - 

‘A match for gods in might! on high he fpreads 

From hie huge trunk an hundred dragons heads, 

‘And from an hundred mcuths in vengeance flingey 

Fovenom’d foam, and darte an hundred ftings ; 

Horror, terrific, frowns from every brow, 

‘And like a furnace his red eye-balls glow; — - 
iges dart from every creit ; and, aa he turns, 
een {plendours fiahh, and all.the giant burns - 

- Whene'er he fpeake, in echoing thunders rife 

* An hundred voices, and affright the fies, 

Unntterably fierce ' the bright abodes 

Frequent they, fhake, and terrify the gods. 

Now bellowing like a favage bull, they roar, 

” Or angry lions in the midnight hour ; ‘ 

Now yells like furious whelps, or hifs like fnakes; 

"The rocks rebound, and every mountain fhakes? 

Hie hurl'd defiance "gainft th’ immortal powers, 

And heaven had feiz'd with all its Shining towere, 

But, at the voice of Jove, from pole to pole 

Red lightnings lath, and raging thunders rall, 

Rartling o'er all th’ expanfion of the fies, - 

Bolt after bolt o’er earth and ocean flies. 

‘Stern frowns the god amidft the lightnings blaze, 

Olympus fhakes from his eternal bales 5 

Trembles the earth: fierce flames involves the 

Sh poles, * ; £ 

Devours the ground, and oer the billows rolls: 

Fires from Typhocus flath : with dreadful found 

Storms ratele, thunder rolls,and groans the ground; 


— 
* Of night. ‘. $ 82m 


Above, below, the conflagration #6ar4, ‘ 

Ey'n the feas kindled burn through all their thofesy~ 
Deluge of fire! Earth rocks her totteting coats; ” 
And gloomy Pluto fhakes with all his ghofts; 
Ev’n the pale Titans, chain'd on burning floors; 
Start at the din that rends th’ infernal frores + + 
Then, in full wrath, Jove all the god applies 

Arid all his thunders burft at once the thies; © 
And rufhing gloomy from th’ Olympian brow, 

He blufts the giant with th’ almighty blow 3 

The giant tumbling finks beneath the wound, 
And with enormous ruin rocks the ground : 

Nor yet the lightnings of th’ Altnighty ftay; 
‘Through the fing’d earth they bari their buthing 

. ways 5 to: ax 

Earth kindling inward, melté in all her caves, 

And hiffing floats with fierce metallic waves ¢ 

“As iron fufile from the furnace flows, 

Or molten ore with keen effulgence glows,y + 
When the dire boks of Jove ftern Vulcan frames; 
In burning thannels roll the liquid flares; . 
Thus rhelted earth, and Jove, from realms on high) 
Plung’d the huge giant to the ritther tky. , 
‘Then froin T'yphocut (prung the winds that beet: 
Storms on their wings, and thurider in the aie 
But frorn the gods defend of milder kind, 
The eaft, the weft, the fouth, and Boreal wind, 
Thefe in foft whifpers breathe 4 friendly breeze, 
Play through the groves, ot {port upon the feass.; 
They fan the fultry air with cooling gales. 4, . 
And waft from realm to realm the flying failss.; 
The reft ih ftorins of fouhding whitlwinds Ay, 
Tofs the wild waves, and battle in the fry 4 

Fatal to man! at once all ocean roars, iy 

And featrer’d navies bulge on diftant fhoret. 
Then thundering o'er tbe ,carth they rend theié 




































ways < aie 
Grafs, herb, and flower, beneath theirrage decay; 
While towers and domes, vain. boatts, of Human 
trut, ag 
Torn from their inmoft bafe, ate whelm'd in dufts 
A ‘Thus heaven afferred its eternal reign» 
O’er the proud giants, and Titanic train 3., « 
And now in peace the gods their Jove obey,, 
“And all the thrones of heaven adore his fwafs 


THE LOVE OF JASON AND MEDEA. 
From the Loird: Book, Fer. 743+ of Apollonius Rhew 


| dius. 


Nope true et spelen diyte niepag, Be: 
‘ ADVERTISEMENT. 


“| pue tranflator has taken the liberty, in the fol.” 
lowing verfion of the Argonautics of Apolloni- 
us, as well as in the ftory of Talus, to omit 
whatever has not an immediate relation to the 
fubjeét ; yet hopes that a due connedtion is not 
wanting ; and that the reader will not he dif 
picafed with thefe thort fkerches from a poet 
who is affirmed to be every where fublime, by 
no lefs a critic than Longinus ; and from whom 
many verfes are borrowed by fo great # post at 
Virgil. %. se * 


TRANSLATIONSS 


Mow rifing fhades a folemn gloom difplay,., 

"<r the wide earth, and o'er th’ cthereal ways 
AlDnight the failor marks the northern team, 
And golden circlet of Orion’s beam: ee 
A deep repofe the weary wanderer thares, 

And the faine watchman fleepg away his cates; 
Ev'n the fond mother, while all breathlets ligs, 
Her child of love, is umber feals her eyes; 
No found of village-deg, oo noife invades 
The death-like filence of the midnight fhades ; 
Aline Medea wakes: To love a prey, - 
‘Re(Mefe the rolls, and groane the night away: 
Now the fire-breathing bulls command ber cares; 
She thinks on Jafon, and for Jafon fears; 
fn fad review, on horrors horrors rife ;. ©. =. 
Quick-beats her-haset, from thought to thoughit 
the fics; 
As from replenifh'd urns, with dubious ray, 
The fan. beanis dancing from the furface play, 

: Now here, now there, the trembling radiance falls, 
Alternate flathing round th’ illumin’d walls; 

FA hus fluttering boundsthe trembling virgin’s blood, 
And from her thining eyes defcends a flood: 
Now faving with refiftiefs fanes the glows, , 

' Now fick with Jove the melts with fofter woese . 

The tyrant god, of every thoughe poffeft, 

Beats in cach pulfe, and ftings and racks her break: 

Now fhe refolves the magic to betray, 

To tame the bulls, now yield him Up @ prey: 

Aguin, the drugs ditdaining to fupply, 

She lothes the light, and meditates to die 

Anon, repelling with a-brave difdain, « e 

The coward thought, the nourifhes the pain: 

‘Thys toft, retoft with furious ftorms of cares, > 

. Qn the cold ground fhe rolls, and thus with tears: 

Ah me! where'er £ turn, before my eyes 
A dreadful view, on focrows furrows rife ! 

Toft in a giddy whirkof ftrong defire, -. - 
T glow, t burn yet blefs the pleafing fire. 
© had this fpirit from its prif.n fled, 

By Dian fent to wander with the dead, 





9 





Ere the proud Grecians view'd the Culchian tkies; ; 


» Ere Jafon, lovely Jalon, met thofe eyes! 

Heil gave the shining mifchicf to our coatty 
Medea faw him, and Medea loft— 
Bat why thefe fortows? if the powers on high 

, His death decree, die, wretched Jafon, die! 
Shall §, elude my fire? my art betray ? 

, Al me: what words thall purge the guilt away! 
But could { yield —O whither muft {run 
To find the man——whom virtue bids me fhun? 

* Bhall I, all lotto thame, to Jafon fly? 

And yet I muft—If Jafon bleeds, I die ! . 
Then, thame, farewell! Adieu for ever, fame! 
Hail, black difgrace! be fam’d for guilt my name! 
Live! Jafon, live! enjoy the viral air! 
ive through my aid! and fly where winds can 

“bear! : 
But when he flies, ye poifons, lend your powers, 
That day, Medea treads th’ infernal fhores ! 
Then, wretched maid, thy lot is endlefs fhame, 
Then the proud dames of Culchos blaft thy name; 
Uhear them cry—* The falfe Medea’s dead, 
* Through guilty pafions for a Rtranges’s bed ; 





Fe, 
“* Medea, carelefs of her’ virgin fartie,- -° 

* Preferr'd a ftranger to a father’s name i" + 
.O may! rather yield this vital breath; “> - : 
Than bear that bafe difhonour, worfe than deathT 

‘Thus wail’d the fair, and feiz'd with horrid joy 

Drugs foes to life, and potent to deftroy;. 

A magazine of death! again the pours, 

From fwoln eye-balls tears in thining thowers; - 
With grief infatiate, and with trembling handdy 
All comfortlefs the cafle of death expands: + 

A fudden fear her labouring foul invades, 

Struck with the horrors of th’ infernal thades: 
She ftands deep mmfing with a faded brow, “* 
Abforb'd in thought, a monument of woe ! 

While all the comforts that on life attend,” 


.{ The cheerful converfe, and the faithful friend,’ 


By thought decp-imag'd on her bofom play, 
Endearing life, and charny defpair away : 
Th’ all.cheering funs with fweeter light 
And every obje& brightens to her eyes: °°". 
Thea from her hand the baneful drags fhe throw’, 
Confents to live, recover’d from her woce 
Refolv'd the magic virtue to betray,” 
She waits the dawn, and calls the lazy day ” 
Time feems to ftand, or backward drive hiswheeles ~ 
The hours fhe chides, and eyes the eaftern hills: - 
At length the dawn with orient beams appearsy 
The thades difperfe, and man awakes to cates, « 
Studious to pleafe, her graceful Jength of hair, 
With art the binds, that wanton'd with the airs 
From her foft checks the wipes the tear away,: 
And bids keen lightnings from her eyes to play ¢ 
From limb to.limb refrefhing unguents pours, 
Unguents, that breathe of -heaven, in copious : 
fhowers: on eat 

Her robe the next affumes; bright clafps of gold 
Clofe to the feffening wail the robe infoldy ° +7 
Down from her {welling loing, the rcft unbound ~ 
Floats in rich waves redundant o'er the ground s ~ 
Laft with a thining veil her checks the fades, |” 
Then fwimming fmooth alang magnificently treads, 
"Thus forward moves the faireft of her kiad, . 
Blind to the fyture, to the prefent blind: 
Twelve maids, attendants on her virgin bower,’ 
Alike unconfcious of the bridal hour, Fre 
Join to the car the mules: dire rites to pay’ 
To Hecate’s black fane the bends her way} 
A joice the bears, whofe magic virtue tames - 
(Through fell Perfephone) the rage of flames; 
Tt gives the héro, ftrong in matchlefs might, 
To ftand fecure of harmsin mortal fights +s 
{t mocks the fword: the fword, without a woind, 
Leaps as from marble, fhiver'd to the ground : 
She mounts the car*; nor rode the nymph alone; 
On cither fide tivo lovely damfels fhone: ” -! 
Her hand with fkill th’ embroider’d rein controuls ; 
Back fly the ftreéts, as fwift the chariot rolls. > 
Along the wheel-worn road they hold their wary 
The domes retreat, the finking towers decays 
Bare to the knee fuccin& a damfel train 

| Behind attends, and glitters tow’rd the plain... 
As when her limbs divine Diana laves 
fn faiv Parthenius, or th’ Amnefian waves, 


* 869, 





Fey 











blicie 10 roytdinel the beaming 
her Br dhs ett mountain brows; |: 
if to her in the goddefs ys 


moves 
oma lbere 


"The crowd falls back, and as fhe moves reveres 
to the fane aloft her courfe the bends; 
the fane the reaches, and to earth defeends : 
n to her train—Ah me! I fear we ftray,’ 
iy to'this lonely way ! 
jafon’ with his Greeks appear, — - 
we fly? I fear, alas, 1 fear! 
‘ian youths, and virgin train, 
t the cool fhade, or tread in dance the plain: 
fince alone swith fports beguile the hours, 
‘Come chaunt the fong, or pluck the bloonting 
ws flowers3 yo : 
te fweet to deck your virgin bowers! 
g folt *, the lifts her heavenly voice; 
mighty love, the fong is noife ; 
pat note a pee 
paufing, on tongue the muific dicss 
hates each ‘every face offends 5° 
very with her foul to Jafon fends; 
e arpen’d eyes the diftant lawn explores, 
- To find the object whom her foul adores : 
At every whifper of the pafling air 
She ftarts, fhe turns, end hopes her Jafon there : 
gain the-fondly looks, in vain; 
‘He comes, her Jafon fhines along the plain. 
when, emerging from the watery way, 
ulgent Sirius lifts his golden ray, 
~ He fhines'terrifi¢ ! for his burning breath 
‘Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, apd death; 


“Bighvamior stunotersle wows 
“Se 
os deady, 


o more her knees,their wonted office knew, 
- Fix’d without motion as to-carth the grew : 
- Her train recedes meeting lovers gaze 
Tn filent won: in ftilkamaze : 
As two fair ‘on the mountain's brow, . 
Pride of the groves! with roots adjoining grow ; 
Ere@ and motionlefs the ftately trees $ 
Awhile remain, while fleeps each fanning breeze, 
"Till from th’ Z£olian caves a blagenohadtds , 
pac op ok Pan and bids their boughs re- 


“Thus they, till by the breath of love 
~ St ly at length infpir’d, they fpeak, they moves 
"With fimiles the love-fick virgin he furvey'd, 
ly thus addrefs’d the blooming maid : 
my fair, my love, thy virgin fear; 
afon fpeaks, no enemy is here! 
Mi haughey man, is of obdurate kind ; 
But Jafon bears no proud inhuman mind, 
By gentl¢f manners fofteft arts refin’d. 


__— 


* 9476 


{wimming darknefs fpread, 


k glow’d, her very heart was 


TRANSLATIONS: 


| fo whom the fuppli 


Whom wouldtt thou fy? Stay, lovely virgin, 
every thought ! far hence be fears away! 
ake and be truth’in every accent found! 
Dread to deceive ! we tread on * hallow’d groui 
By the ftern power who guards this facred place, 
By the illuftrions authors of thy race; % 
By Jove, to- whom the ftranger’s caufe belongs, 
and who feels the wron 
in the needful hour! - 
2 is no : t 
in diftrefs f 


‘| To thee,a fu 
| To thee a ftranger, and who wants a friend ! 


Then, when betyveen us feas and mountains rife, 

Medea’s namerfhall found in diftant ikies; 

All Greece to'thee fhall owe her heroes fates, 

And blefs Medea through her hundred fates. 

The mother andthe wife, who now in’ vain 

Roll their fad eyes faft-ftreaming o’er the main, 

Shall ftay their tears; the mother, and the wife, 

Shall blefs thee for a fon’s or hufband’s life ! 

Fair Ariadne, fprung from Minos’ bed, 

Sav’d the brave Thefeus, and with Thefeus fied, 

Forfook her father, and her native plain, 

And ftemm’d the tumults of the furging main; 

Yet the ftern fire relented, and forgave . 

The:maid, whofe only crime it was to fave: 

Ev'n the juft gods forge and now on high 

A ftar fhe fhines, and tifies the fey : - 

What bleffings then fhall righteous heaven de- _ 
: . =a 


cree 
For all our heroes fav'd, and fav'd by thee ! 
Heaven gave thee not, to kill, fo foft an air, 
And cruelty fure never look’d fo fai 
He ceas'd; but left fo charming on her ear 
His voice, that liflening ftill the feem'd to hears. ~ 
Her cye to earth the bends with modeft grace, 
ind heaven in {miles is open’d in her face. 
A glance fhe fteals; but rofy bluthes {pread 
O’er her fair cheek, and then fhe her 
A thoufand words at once to’ 
In vain—but fpeaks a 
the 
hands; 
‘to convey 


Her heart—had given her very heart away. 


EPISTOLA AD AMICUM RUSTICANTEM. 
Scripta Vere ineunte Cantab. 1709. 2 


Eequin abfenti tibi cura Grante ? 
Ecquid antiqui memor es fodalis! _” 
Chare permultis, mihi praster € 
Cernis! vt muicet'levis aura 
Ur rofa dulcit, violifque terram™ 
Flora depingic, Zephy: 

pate Ventilat al 
Tarde, quid ceffas? Age Rozinantis 
Terga confcendas eques fingementis, ¢ 
Tene ruralis Galatea duris _ “es 

Detinet Ulnis? 


* Temple of Hecate. 
+ Obe/o fuit corpore. ~ 





AD AMICUM RUSTICANTEM. 


igne fuccendi meliore flamm4 !—. 
ive * Clariffam, Juvenumve curam 
hillidem mavis, placeatvé, quondam. 
. . Pulchra, Lycoris. 
arhcte, quid ceffas? tibi multa virgo 
“Splendidos ledit lacrymis ocellos, 
Ec tibi fruftra ad fpeculam comaram 
Mee Circinat orbes ! 
‘Te frequens votis tevocat fophiftes, 
Dum Johannenfi madidus th 
De tubis haurit, revomitque dulcem 
Undique nubem. 
‘Quin velis fcribam quid habet noyorum 
Granta? Marlburus fpoliis onuftus, 
Gallicas fudit propé + Scaldis undam 
a Strage Phalangas. 
©! triumphalem gladium recondas! 
Ite vos laurus fanie rubentes! 
. Sis memor pacis, viridique cingas 
‘Tempora Myrto! 
Hue ades divéim atque hominum voluptas 
Mollé fubridens, Venus ! huc forores 
Gratiz } longim vale, O! Minerva, 
? Afpera Virgo ! 


Barbaro tandém fatiata Iudo, 
FEgidem ponas, gladiumque; caftam 
Virginem dirus gladius, feroxque 
Dedecet AXgis. 

Flagitas noftre quid agunt camenz ? 
Uror infelix'! mjhi me Belinda 
Surripit |! Collum O! niveum, O! Puellx 

Suave labellum ! 


© Tres elegantes apud Cantabrigiam Pull. 
} Fuxtd Aldenardumn, 


‘SIXTEEN ODES 


ODE XV.—HAPPY LIFE. 
‘Tue wealth of Gyges I defpife ; 
Gems are ufclefs glittering toys. 
Gold I leave, and fuch vain things, 
‘Yo the low aim und pride of kings, 
Let my hair with unguents flow; 
» With rofy garlands crown my brow ! 
‘The prefent moment I enjoy, 
Doom’d in the next, perhaps, to die ! 
‘Then, while the hour ferenely thines; 
‘Tofs the gay die, and quaff thy wines + 
Wut ever, in the genial hour, 
‘Yo Bacchus the libation pour, 
Left death in wrath approach, and ery, 
Man—tafle no more the cup of joy. 


ODE XVI.—THE POWER OF BEAUTY. 
Some fing of Thebes, and fome deftroy 
In lofty numbers haughty ‘Troy, 

Vou. Vill. 


Ah! ut obliquo afpiciens ocello. 
Torruit peétus oP ha tu furoris : 
Infcius blandi! tibi fevit imis _ 233 
Flamma medullis y : 
Tu tamen felix! cohibere triftes iwi a 
Tu potes curgs! * Cerealis haugus . ue 
Eit tibi, prafens relevare diro 2 


Corticem aftriétum pice cum reducis, » 
Audin, ingenti tonat ut boatu 
Fumidus! fummo ruit ut lagen 


Cernis! ut viro nitet invidendo 
Aureum nectar! comes it facetus 
Cui jocus, quocum Venus et Cupido 
Spica 
Jam memor charz, cyatham coronas, 
Virginis :—plenum viden!—ah! caveto 
Dextra né quaffet malé, dum laborat ae 
. Pondere dulci 
Enge! ficcitti bené, fortiterque !— E , 
| Hine adeft cura medicina! fuaves 
Hinc tibi fonini, et tibi fuaviora 
Somnia fomnis! 
Hos bibenis faccos, nihil invidebis 
Italis, quamvis cyathi Falerno 
Dulce nigrefcant, neque Gallicanze 


tingunte 


Laudibus uve 
Hic Johannenfi latitans fuili 

Grunnio, {cribens fitietite labro, 

Aut graves hauftus, inimica 


© Anglicé bottled ale. 
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{ mourn, alas! in plaintive ftraind, | 

My own captivity and yt z 
No navy, rang’d in proud attay, 

No foot, no horfeman, atm’d to flay, 

My peace alarm ! Far other foes, 

Far other hofts, create iny woes? 

Strange, dangerous hofts, that ambuth'd lig 

In every bright love darting eye? 

Sach as deftroy, when beauty arms 

To conquer, dteadfulin its charms ! 


ODE XX.—TO His MISTRESS, 


Tue gods o’er mortals prove their fway, 
And fteal them from themfelves away : 
Transform'd by theit almighty hands, 
Sad Nioke an image ftands; 
And Philomel, up-borne’ on wings 
} ‘Through air, her mournful tory fings, 
3D 
3 












fould heaven, indulgent to my vow, 
: happy change I with, allow; 
*d mirronr I would be, 
u might’ft always gaze on me 
could my naked heart appear, 
‘dit {ee thyfelf—for thou art thge 
1 were I made thy folding veft, 
thou might’tt clafp-me to thy breaft! 
turn’d into a fount, to lave 
ry naked ies in my wave | 
T would grow; 
thofe liftle hills of fnow ; 
intment, in rich fragrant ftreams 
nder o’er thy beauteous limbs; 
chain of thinirig pearl—to deck, 
M0 clofe embrace thy gracéfal neck : 
very fandal I would be 
To-tread on—if trod on-by thee ! 


ODE XXIV.—IMITATED, 


1S Lalas ! I fee each day 
is me from myfelf away; - 
every ftep of life} tread, 
ced to mingle with the dead. 
many years are paft, my friends, 
cnow, and there my knowledge ends, 
many years are ftill in ftore, 
neither can, nor would explore. 
ien, finee. the hours inceflant fly, 
hey all fhall find me crown’d with joy. 
“To thofe, my cares I here bequeath, 
Who meanly die for fear of death, 
And daily with affiduoug'ftrife 
ontrive fo live, accurs’d with life. 
Then, care, begone! I'd datice and play ; 
fence, with thy ferious face away ! 
laugh; and whilft gay wine inflames, 
! court the laughter-loving dames 5 
“And ftudy to refign my breath 
“In ecftafy, and {mile in death, 


ODE XXV.—IMITATED. 


inc me, O bring th’ enlivenihg draught, 
t of grief, and anxious thought. 
“Then care retires, afham’d to how 
downcatt eye, and faded brow. 
banihh bufinefs tothe great,” 
To all that curfe, yet covet ftate. 
Death haftes dmain: then who would rut 
‘0 mect what molt he ftrives to fhun? 
Or antedate the dreadful day 
By carés, and aid the fiend to flay ? 
tears could bribe his dreadful powers, 
¥'d weep, and blefs the precious fliowers ; 
‘But let our lot be joy or woe, | 
Alike he fpecds to ftrike the blow. 
‘Then érowh the bowl!—ye forrows, fly 
To kill fome wretch who wants to die. 


ODE XXXL—THE PLEASING FRENZY. 
, 


How bring, by-all the powers divine, 
Bring me a-how!] of rofy wine ; 
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A mighty bowl of wine I crave: 
When wine infpires, "tis fweet to rave. 
In frantic rage Alemzon drew 
His falchion, and his * mother flew 
Oreftes in a furious mood 
Raving fhed his ¢ mother’s blood. 
Dreadful, fober mankind, they !— 
None, harmlefs drunkard, none I flay : 
The blood of grapes I only crave ; 
1 quaff it, and °tis [weet to rave. 
Alcides, frantic, grafp’d his bow; 
His quiver rattled, ftor’d with woe: 
Stern Ajax fhook his glittering blade, 
And broad his fevenfold thield difplay’d: 
vase hr madman! how he drew 
His fword, and hofts in fancy flew! 
1, peaceful I, no falchion wield ; 
1 bend no bow, ! poife no thield. 
The flowery garland crowns my hairs, 
My hand the powerful goblet bears ; 
The powerful goblet nobly brave, 
I drain, and then ’tis feet to rave. 


ODE XXXVI. 


Taxx not to'me of pedant rules; 
I leave debates to learned fools, 
Who folemnly in form advife 5 
At beft, impertinently wife ! 
To me more pleafing precepts give, 
And teach the fcience how to live; 
To bury in the friendly draught 
Sorrows that {pring fram too much thought ; 
To learn foft leffons from the fair, 
How life may glide exempt from care. 
Alas! mold! I fee my head 
With hoary locks by time o’erfpread : 
Then inftant be the goblet brought, 
To make me young—at leaft in thought. 
Alas! inceffant fpeeds the day 
When I muft mix with common clay ; 
When I muft tread the difmal thore, 
‘And dream of love and wine no more, 


ODE XXXVI. THE SPRING. 


Sex, winter's paft ! the feafons bring 
Soft breezes with returning {pring ; 
At whofe approach the graces wear 
Freth honours in their flowing hair = 
The raging feas forget to roar, 

And, fmiling, gently kifs the fhore: 
The fportive duck, in wanton play, 
Now dives, now rifes into day; 

@he cranes from freezing fkics repair, 
And failing float to warmer air ; 
Th’ enlivening funs in glory rife, 
And gaily dance along the fkies. 

‘The clouds difperfe; or if in fhowers 
They fall, it is to wake the flowers: 
See, verdure clothes the teeming earth + 
The olive ftruggles into birth: 

The {welling grapes adorn the vine, 
And kindly promife future wine : 


© Eryphite + Chtemnefira, 
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Bleft juice! already Tin thought Through wine, thé youth comp! 
uaff an imaginary draught. He haunts the filence of the groves + 
Where, ftretch’d beneath th’ embor 
ODE XLVHL GAY LIFE. He fpies fome love-infpiring maid = 
t On beds of rofy fweets fi¢ lies,» 
‘Give me Homer’s tuneful lyre; Inviting fle@p to clofe her eyes: 
Let the found my breaft infpire ! Faft by her fide his limbs Ke throws, 
But with no, troublefome delight : Her hand he preffes—breathes:his vow \ 
Of arms and heroes flain in fight? And cries, miy love, my foul comply 
Let it play no conquefts here, This inftant, or, alas! I die. ~ 
Or conquefts only o’er the'fair't)» » In vain the youth perfuafion tries ! 
Boy, reach that volume+-book divine 5 In vain !—her tongue at leaft denies : 
"The ftatutes of the god of witret Then fcorning death through duil d 
He, legiflator, ftatutes draws } He ftorms th’ unwilling willing fair ; = 
And I his judge enforce his laws; Bleffing the grapes that could difpenfe 
And, faithful to the weighty truft, “The happy, happy impudence. 2 
Compél hisot’riesito be juft : 
‘Thus, round the bow] impartial flies, ODE LUI. THE ROSE. 
‘Till to the fprightly dance we rife’; 2 z 
We frifk it with a lively bound, Come, lyrift, tune th: and play 
Charm’d with the Iyre’y hasenieabons found; Refpontive to my. Pas ay =: 
Then pour forth, with ap heat divine, Gently touch it, while I 3 a 
Rapturous fongs that breathe of wine. The rofe, the glory of the {pring. - 
ot To heaven the rofe in fragrance flies 
ODE i THE HAPPY EFFECTS OF WINE | The fweetett incenfe of the ikies. ‘ 
. ‘ * | Thee, joy of earth, when vernal hours ., 
pe ice the jolly god appears : Pour forth a blooming waite of flowers 
is hand a righty goblet bears : The gaily-fmiling graces 
With {parkling wine full.charg’d it flows, A criphy in their fowing baie : 
‘The fovereign cure of human woes, Thee Venus queen of beauty loves, 
Wine gives a kind releafe'from care, And, crown’d with thee, more graceful m 
And courage to fubbdue the fairs In fabled fong, an cadet 
Inftriiéts the'cheerfal, tol'adwanice ' | Their favourite rofe the mufes praife : 


Harmonious in the fprightly dance’: ©] To pluck the rofe, the virgin-train 

Hail, goblet! tich with generous wines! With blood their pretty fingers ftain, 

See! round the verge 4 vifie-branch twine Nor dread the pointed terrors rountl, ©“! 

See! how the mimic chifters roll, That threaten, and infli@ a wound + 

Asready to re-fill the bowl!’ _ | See! how they wave the chiarmitig toy; ~” 
Wine keeps its happy patients free Now kiffgnow {nuff the fragrant joy! | © 


From every painfol malady ; The rolt thé poets ftrive to praife, 
Qur beft phyfician all the year. And for it would pes their bays} 
‘Thus guarded, no difeafe we fear; O! ever to the fprightly feaft 
No troublefome difeafe of mind; Admitted, welcothe, pleating guett ! 
Until another year grows kind; But chiefly when the goblet flows, 
And loads agaifi the fruitful vine, And rofy wreaths oii brows ! 
And brings again our healthnew wine. Lovely fmiling rofe, how fweet 
‘ _Trhe objeét where thy beaitties niet ! 
ODE LU, GRAPES; OR THB VINTAGE; { Aurora with d blushing raysee 
. And rofy fingers, fpreads the 
To! the vititage now is done ! "i The graces more enchanting fhow — 
And black’ned with th’ autumaal fun When rofy blufhes paint their fnow 5 
The grapes gay youths and virgins bear; And evety pleas’d beholder feeks 
‘The {weeteft produc of the year! _ | The rofe in Cythertea’s cheeks, - 
in. vats the heavenly load they lay, 7 When pain afflids, or ficknefs grieves, 
And {wift the damfels trip away : I ice the drooping heart relieves ; 
‘The youths alone the wine-prefs tread, And, after death, its odours:fhed 
For wine’s by fkilful drunkards made : A pleafing frdgrance o’er the dead; : 
- Meantime the mirthful fong they rife, And when its ering charms decayg =~ «) 
Yo! Bacchus, to thy praife! And finking, fading, die away, i 
And, eying the bleft juice, in thought Triumphant o’er the rage of time, 
Quaff an imaginary draught. It keeps the fragrance of its prime. 
Gaily, through wine, the old advance, Come, lyrift, join to fing thé birth 
And doubly tremble in the dance : Of this {weet offspring of the earth! 
In fancy’d youth they chant and play, When Venus from the ocean’s bed 
Forgetful that their locks are gray. Rais'd e'¢r the waveeher lovely head ; 8 
2 gRi 
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Pallas. {prung from Jove, What eye can Mledfaftly furvey 
ndous to the powers above; | Death and its dark tremendous way $ 
‘gtace the world, the teeming earth - | For foon as fate has clos’d our eyes, 
ave the fragrant infant birth, Man dies—for ever, ever dics! f 
d * This,’ the cry’d, ¢ I this ordain All pale, all fenfelefs in the urn! 
My favourite, queen of flowers to reign !° Never, ah! never to return. 
But firft th’ daembled gods debate 
smiles 5p ce ao ODE LXIV.—TO APOLLO, 


nble-ftem the drop receives, 
nd ftrait the rofe Sra leaves, 
1 gods to Bacchus gave the flower, 
D grace him in pe genial hour, 


Once more, not uninfpir'd, the firing 

1 waken, and {pontaneous fing : 

No Pythic laurel-wreath 1 claim, 

‘That lifts ambition into fame: 

My voice unbidden tunes the lay : 
Some god impells, and I obey. 

Liften, ye groves!—The mufe prepares 
A facred fong in Phrygian airs ; 

Such as the fwan expiring: 

Melodious by Caytter’s {priogsy 

While liftening winds in filence hears 
And to the gods the mufic, bear. 

Celeftial mufe! attend, and bring 
| Thy aid, while I thy Phoebus fing 
‘To Phorbus and the mufe belong 
The laurel, lyre, and Delphic fong. 

Begin, begin the lofty ftrain ! 

How Pheebus lov'd, but-lov’d in. vain ; 
How Day fled bis guilty fame, 

And fcorn’d a ee) fhame. 
With glorious pride his vows fhe hears; 
And heaven, indulgent'to her prayers, 
To laurel chang’d the nymph, and gave 
Her foliage to reward the brave. 

Ah! how, on wings of love convey’d, 
He flew to clafp the panting maid! 
Now, now o’ertakes !—but heaven deceives’ 
His hope—he feizes only leaves. 

Why fires my raptur’d breaft? ah! whyy 
Ah: whither ftrives my foul to fly? 

T feel the pleafing frenzy ftrong, 
Impulfive to fome-nobler fong = 

Let, let the wanton fancy play ; 

But guide it, left it devious fray. 

But oh! in vain, my mufe denics 

Her aid, a flave to lovely eyes, 
Suffice it to rehearfe the pains 
Of bleeding nymphs, and dying fwains ; 
Nor dare to wield the thafts of love, . 
That wound the gods, and conquer Joves 
T yield! adieu the lofty ftrain ! 
Tam Anacrcon once again = 
Again the melting fong I play, 
Attemper'd to the vocal lay | 
See! fee! how with attentive ears 
The youths imbibe the ne@tar’d airs! 
And quaff, in lowery hades reclin’d, 
My precepts, to regale the mindy 


@DE LIy.—GROWN YOUNG. 


too am youn 
An dance my a1 
d fudden pinjons lift my limbs. 
Hafte, crown, Cybaba, crown my browse 
ith garlands of thé fragrant rofe ! 
nce, hoary age !—I now am ftrong, 
id dance, a youth among the young. 
‘Come then, my friends, the goblet drain 
juice!—I féel thee im each vein ! 
! how with active bounds I {pring ! 
How ftrong, and yet how fweet, | fing! 
How bleft am'1! who thus excell 






ODE LV.—THE MARK. 


Tux ftately feed expreffive bears 
mark imprinted on his hai 
ban that adorns the br 
'Afiia’s fons, the Parthian thor 
d marks betray the lee heart, 
engrav'd by Cupid’s dart + 
ly tedd them in his eyes, 
Jook too foolith, or too wife. 


ODE LVI. 


8! the powers of life decay ! 
“My hairs are fall’nor chang’d to grey ! 
‘The fmiling bloom, and youthful grace, 
Ys banith’d from my faded face ! 
us man beholds, with weeping eyes, 
felf a coe on he xa kee 
For this, and for tl ve, ty 
nd aves Salis tear! 
dreadful profpeét ftrikes my eye ; 
‘Ffoon muft ficken, foon mutt die. 
For this the mournfu! groan I thed ; 
Bdread-palas! the hour I degad! 
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. -———— Superior to the pains below, 

Your thoughts in foaring meditations flow, 

In rapt’rous trance, on Virgil's genius dwell, 

‘To us, poor mortals, his ftrong beauties tell, 

And, like Zineas, from your couch of ftate, 

In all the pomp of words difplay the Trojan fate. 

Epifile to my Brother on bis baving a Fif of the out. 

—————  ——————— 
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THE LIFE OF PITT. 
er 
Curusrorues Pit was born at Blandford in Dorfethhire, in 1699. His father was an eminent 
phyfician in chat place, and related to the family ef Pitt of Stratfield-fea in Hampthire, 

At the age of fifteen, he was received asa {cholar into Winchefter College, where he was diftin« 





guifhed by exercifes of uncommon elegance. 

In 1719, he was chofen to New College, Oxford; and at his removal, he'prefented to the elec. 
tors two volumes of MS, poems, the product of his private and voluntary ftudies; one of which con- 
fifted of mifcellancons pieces, and the other contained a complete verfion of Lucan, which he did 
not then know to have been tranflated by Rowe. 

‘The verfion was fuppreffed, perhaps from its being the production of early life, ar from a con- 
{cioufnefs of its inferiority to the verfion of Rowe, which was executed in the full vigour,of his 
genius.” : 

Buch an inftance, however, of early diligence deferves well tobe recorded; and the fuppreflion 
of fuch a work, recommended by fuch uncommon circumftances, is to be regretted; for examples 
of early excellence are never fuperfluous, and from this example, the danger is not great of many 
imitations. 

‘When he had refided 1 ahees years at this College, he was prefented to the rectory of Pimpern 
near Blandford, i in Dorfetthire, 172%, by his friend and relation George Pitt, Efq. of Stratfield-fea 
in Hampthire ; and refigning his fellowhhip, continued at Oxford two years longer, till he became 
Matter of Arts. While he refided at the uttiverfity, he was affeStionately beloved by all who knew 
him, and particularly diftinguifhed by Young, who, with an engaging familiarity, ufed to call him 
his fon, and to whom he addrefled an Zpifile in 1723. ‘ 

He then retired to Pimpern, a place pleafing by its fituation, and therefore Eerie excite the 
imagination of a poet, where he paffed the reft of his life. 

At what time he compofed his Afifcellanous Poems, publithed 1927, is net. cali to kiaws thofe 
which have dates, appear to have been very carly productions, and few of them rife above medio- 
crity. : 

~ Of the panegyric on Lord Stanbepe, the conqueror of Minorca, in particular, he was afterwards, 
afhamed. "I did write an idle thing,” fays he, in a letter to Mr. Duncombe, 1738, * on Lord 
Stanhope, the work ofa day or two, which I have forgot, as I hope every body elfe hasdone. The 
lines, I believe, fome at Jeaft, were round and ftrong ; but, upon the whole, 1 own it was a rafh ine 
corredé thing. knew indeed very little of the fubject; but as he was married toa relation [Lucy, 
daughter of Thomas Pitt, Efq. of Stratford; Wilts], 1 fell to feribbling, without fear or wit, ta 
fhow my refpect.” 

Peobably about this time he publithed his tranflation of Vida’s Art of Poetry which Pope's com- 
mendation, in his * Effay on Criticifm,” and Triftram’s fplendid edigién, had then made populary 
This poem is perhaps the moft perfect of Vida’s compoditions, and has the praife of being. one: of 
the firft, if not the very firit pieces of criticifm that appeared in Italy fince the revival of learning ; 
for it was finifhed it the year £520. 

Tao this tranflation, he diftinguifhed himfelf by a fri& attention to the fenfe of the original, the 

Aytmott elegance of veriification, and the fkiful adaptation of his numbera to the images ex 
preffed; a beauty which Vida has with great ardour enforced and exemplified, 

It was immediately on its publication very eagerly recived by the readers of poetry. “ I believs: 
it wae you,” he writes Mr, Duncombe, “* who gave a public teftimony to the merit of the tranfe 
Jation of ida,” (if it has any) in the “ Whitehall Evening Poft;” when it made its firft appears" 
ance in the world, which I fuppofe did not a little contribgte to its reputation and fale ; for fix or. 
feven hundred were foon difpofed of.” i af 

The fuccefsof his ide animated him to ahigher undertaking ; and, inhis thirtieth year, he publifhe 
ed a-verfion of the firkt book of the acid; which, being commended by his friends, he fome time, 
afterwards added three more, with an advertifement, in which he reprefents himleif as tran§ating 

ith great indifference, and with a progrefs of which himfelf was hardly confcious. 
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; * Pam glad, he writes Mr. Duncombe, 1736, “ that the verfion pleafed Mefirs. Spence, Browne 
{l. Hawkins], Duncombe, Glover, Benfon, and fome more of the beft judges in town. ital may 
be.allowed to. judge in my own cafe, | think this laft to be the beft of ay poetical performances 4, 
and Lbelieve that you will agree with me, that the three laft books have fewer grammatical inaccu5 
racies than the firft book. I cannot tell what to fay to your compliment, ¢ that this verfion will 
“be admired as long as the Englith language lafte ;* but 1 am highly obliged to you for your partialie 
ty tome ever fince the tianflation of Vida.” 

He completed the entire tranflation of the Zneid, June 4. 3738, which, without ang “farther 
contention with hia modefly, or any awe of the name of Dryden, he publihed, in two volumes), 
At) 1740. a ' propofe a good deal of pleafure,” he writes Mc. Duncombe, “ in correcting this 
Jarge work, and hope that in time my friends will not be athamcd of it, though.1 know, thar ig, 
many. refpects Mr, Dryden’sverfion mutt have the advantage.” Ia another letter, he ftyles Dryden's 
* a glorious tranflation.”” “ 1 believe,” he adds, + in all my verfion, there are not above feveq 
or eight borrowed lines. I could not help taking two together from Mr. Dryden in this para, 

\ graph, they are fo very fweet: arn "ha 
1. st AMS, all miy life, replies the youth, * thall aims, 
+ Like this one hour, at everlafting fame. ° 
Though fortune only this attempt can blefe, 
Yer ftill my courage thal deferve fuccefe; ' 
> But one reward 1 ‘afk before I £9, 
The greateft I can atk, or you beftow, 
Of Priam’s reyal race my mother cane, 
And fure the beft that ever bere the name, 
‘Such was her love, the left her native Troy, 
and fair’ Trinacria, for her darling boys 
And fuch is mine, that | muft keep unknown 
From her the danger of {o dear a fon. 
“To Spare her anguifh, lo.! I quit the place, 
‘Without one parting kifs, one laft embrace ! 
By night, and that refpedted hand, I fwear, 
. Her tender teare are more than I can bear, 
' For her, good prince, your pity I implore ; 
_ Support her, childlefs, and relieve her, poor. 
Oh! jet her find in you, when I'am gone, 
A friend, a fpoufe, a guardian, and-a fon | 
‘With that dear hope embolden’d I thal go, * 
Brave every danger, and defy the foe.” 


‘He had tertaioly reafon to be ‘proud of thefe lines, it being fcarce poffible to find any fuperior te 
them in any version; Dryden's of the fame paflage (\* fweet"’ as are the two lines be hag taken), in 
‘much inferiof in elegance and harmony. 

The Englith Aacid is joined in this collection with his other poems, that the readers of poetry 
may have an opportunity of comparing the two Beft tranflations that perhaps ever were produced, 
by ove nation, of the fame author, 

He'did not enjoy the reputation which this great work defervedly conferred for he died in 3748, 
in the forty-eight year of bis age; ane lies buried under a ftone at Blandford, on which is this i ine 
feriptions # ; 

In. memory-of. 
CHR. PITT, Clerk, M. A 
Very eminent 
for his talents in poetry ; 
and yet more 
for the univerfal candour of, 
jnis mind, and the primitivg 
implicity of his manners. 
Ric fived innocent, 
‘and died beloved, 
Apr. 13. £748. 
" Aged 48. 

“ys Original Poems, difperfed in the “ The Student,” and other publications, were collected ang 

“publifhed in the edition of “ ‘The English Poets,’ 1779. 
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Fils verfion of the Auld was re-printed in a complete edition of * Virgil's works tranflated into 

“Englith," in 4 vols, 8vo, 3753. ‘The tranflation of the “ Eclogues’” and “ Georgics,” three effays “ “on 
pattoral, dida&ic, and epic poetry;” and “ notes on the whole,” were tontributed by Dr. Warton, 
the prefent refpetable mafter of Winctiefter fchool; with differtations ** on the Vith book of the 
Eneid,” by Warburton; “ on the shield of ZEneas,” by W. Whitchead ; “ on the character of lapis,” 
by Dr. Atterbury; and fome new obfervations by Holdfworth, Spence, and others. \ 

The amiable character of Pitt, tranfcribed from the ftone that marks the place of his duft, owes 
nothing to flatcery. He was reverenced for his virtue, and beloved for the foftnefs of his temper, 
and the eafinefs of his manners. Before Strangers, he had fomething of the fcholar’s timidity and dif- 
tru; bot when he became familiar, he was in a very bigh degree cheerful and entertaining. His 
general benevolence procured him general refpeét; and he paffed a fife placid and honourable; nei~ 

‘ther too great for the kindnefs of the low, nor too low for the notice of the great. 

Asa poet, his compofitions are characterifed by Tplendour and elegance of dition, and the ex- 
guifite polith and harmony of the verfification. Moft of his original pieces are pleafing and poeti~ 
cal; but hie ide and the Englith Afneid, are the chief foundation of his fame. His verfian of Vida 
is executed with fo much exadtnefe and general elegance, thie there is Heels fear of its being fup- 
planted by thé verfion of Mr. Hampfon, publifhed in.1793. 

The excellence of his verfion of the Zncid, his greateft work, is geierally allowed; but the critics 
have been divided concerning the juft proportion of merit which ought to be afcribed to it, compa- 
ratively with that of Dryden. Some have afferted, that Pitt has done moft juftice to Virgil that he. 
fhines in Pitt with a luftre which Dryden wanted not power, but leifure to beftow. Pitt, no doubt, 
had many advantages above Dryden in this arduous undertaking. As he was latek in the attempt, 
he had confequently the verfion of Dryden to improve upon, He faw the errors of that great poet, 
and avoided them; he difcovercd his beauties, and improved upon them: and as he was not com- 
pelled by neceffity, he had leifure to revife, correét, and finith hie excellent work, Yet it may be 

' juftly doubted whether, upon the whole, the verfion of Dryden is not the moft vigorous and poeti- 
.cal performance, °°” 

A comparifon of ‘ihe following paffages may enable the reader to determine for hitfelf, to whoft 
franflation he would give the preference. The firft is taken from Virgil’s defcription of Elyfure, 
phich « is fo charming,” fays Dr. Trapp, “ that it is almoft Elyfium to read is.” 


tis demum exactis perfe&to munera diva, 
Devenere locos Jatos, et amzna vireta 
Fortunatorum nemorum fedefque beatas 
Largior hic campos zther et lumine veftit 
Porpuréo ; folemque fuum, fua fidera norunt 
‘ Pars in gramineis excercent membra paleftris 
Contendunt Indo, et fulva juétantur arena; 
Pars pedibus plaudunt choreas et carmina decupt, 
Nec non Threicus Jonga cum vefte facerdos 
Obloquitur numeria feptem difcrimina vocum, 
Jamque eadem cigitis, jam pe@ine pulfat eburto,—~ Awan, Lib, VE, 63% 
‘Thefe holy rites performed, they took their way 
‘Where long extended plains of pleafure lay. ‘ 
‘The verdant fields with thofe of heaven may vie, 
‘With ether vefted, and a purple fy ; 
‘The blifeful feats of happy fouls below, 
Stare of their own, ‘and their own funs they know. 
‘Their airy limbs in fports they exercife, 
And on the grecn contend the wreftler's prize, 
- Some in heroic verfe divinely fing, 
Others in artful meafures lead the ring. 
‘The Thracian bard, furrounded by the reft, 
‘There ftands confpicuous in his flowing veft. 
His flying fingers, and harmonious quill, 
Strike feven diftinguifh’d notes, and feven at onte they" ‘Gill, ——Dargrn; 
Fret rites complete, they reach the flowery plains, * 
he verdant groves, where endlefs pleafure Teigasy 
Here glowing ether fhoots 2 purple ray, 
And o’er thg region pours a double day. 
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From fky to fky th’ unwearied fplendour runs, 

And nobler planets roll round brighter funs. 

Some wreftle on the fands, and fome in play, - 

And games heroic, pafs the hours away. 

Thofe raife the fong divine, and thefe advance, 

In meafur'd fteps, to form the folemn dance. 

‘There Orpheus, graceful in his Jong attire, 

In feven divifions ftrikés the founding lyre. . 

Acrofs the chords the quivering quill he flings, 

Or with his flying fingers {weeps the ftrings ——Pitr: | 


In the. celetrated defcription of the fwiftnefs of Camilla, in the Vilth Zucid, the fuperiority 
2f Dryden is more confpicuous than in, the foregoing paffage. 
Illa vel intactz fegetis per fumma volaret 
Gramipa, nec tencras curfe: lefiffit ariftas, 


Vel mare per medium fludu fufpenfa tumenti 
“Ferret iter; celeres nec tingeret xquore plantas. 


the fierce virago fought— 

Ontftrip’d the winds in {peed upon the plain ; 

Flew o’er the fields, nor hurt the bearded grain. 

She fwept the feas; and as the fkimm’d along, ; 

Her flying feet, unbath'd, on billows hung —~Dayaew, 


* She led the rapid race, and left behind 
“The flagging floods, and pinions of the wind 3 
“Lightly the fies along the level plain, 
Nor hurts the tender grafs, nor bends the golden grain ; 
-Or o’er the the {welling furge fufpended {weeps, 
And fmoothly fkims, unbath’d, along the deeps——Pitt. 

It is evident from thefe paffages, that Pitt’s verfification, though more exquifitely polithed; 
abounds more in {uperfluous epithets and uneffential images than that of Dryden, and is befides lefs 
diftinguifhed by variety of paufe and cadence; Alliteration is an inferior beauty, which is more rea 
amarkable in Pitt than Dryden, Benfon, who in a pamphlet of his writing, has treated Dryden's 
verfion with great contempt, was yet fond of tlie alliteration of Pitt, to a degree of ‘enthuGiafm, 
Hie otice took occafion, in converfation with Pitt, to magnify that beauty, and to compliment him 
upon it, Pitt thought it far lefs confiderable than Benfon did; but fays he, “ Since you are fo fond 
of alliteration, this couplet upon Cardinal Wolfey will not difpleafe you: 


Begot by butchers, but by bifhops bred, = 
How high his honour holds his haughty head.” 





Benfon' was no doubt charmed to hear his favourite grace in poetry fo beautifully exemplified, 
which it certainly is, without any- affectation or ftiffnefs, : _ 

Spence, in his‘ Polymetis,” bas conviéted Dryden, in feveral inftances, of ignorance or negli-} 
genee in tranflating the ancient allegories. ‘© Upon this,” fays Dr, Warton, “ I wae defirous to ex: 
amine Mr. Pitt's tranflation of the fame paflages, and was. farprifed to find near fifty inflances 
which Mr. Spence has given of. Dryden's miftakes of that kind, when Mr. Pitt had not fallen into. 
above three of four.” : : 

To the eftimate which Dr, Yohnfon has given of the comparative merits of the rival verfions, the 4 
prefent writer has no great reafon to objec, as he is more difpofed to admire the amazing force of 
Dryden’s genius, than induftrioufly to dwell on his imperfections, 

_ « Pitt engaging as a rival with Dryden, naturally obfgrved his failures, and avoided them ; and 

“sp he wrote after Pope’s “ Hiad,” he had an example of an exact, equable, and fplendid verfifi< 
cation, With thefe advantages, feconded byjgreat diligence, he might fuccefsfully labour particular 

* paflages, and efcape many errors. if the two verfions are compared, perhaps the refult would be, . 
that Dryden leads the reader forward by his general vigour and fprightlinefs; and Pitt often ftops 
him to contemplate the excellence of a particular couplet : That Dryden's faults are for- - 
gotten in the hurry of delight, and that Pitt's beauties are neglected in the langour of a cold and 
Sifttefs perufal; That Pitt pleafcs the caitics, and Dryden the people : That Pitt is quoted, and Dry- 

gon read’ = 
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TO GEORGE PITT, Eso. 
OF STRATFIELD SEA, IN HAMPSHIRE, 


Srp, 


§ Since you VYouchfafe to be & patron to thefe iheets, 
as well as to their author, 1 will not make an ill 
nfe of the liberty you give me, to addrefs you in 

' this public manner, ‘by running into the common 

topics of dedications. Should I venture to engage 

in fuch an extenfive theme as your character, the 
world would judge the attempt to be altogether 
unneceffary, becaufe it had tong before been tho- 

roughly acquainted with your virtues; befides I 

am fenfible, that you as earneftly decline all praife 

: and panegyric, as you eminently deferve them, 


T hope, Sir, on another occafion, to prefent you . 
with the product of my feverer ftudies: in the 
mean time, be pleafed to accept of this trifle, as ona 
fmall acknowledgment. of the many great favoura 
you have beftowed on, . 


.-- (Honoured Sir) 
Your obliged humble fervant, - 
ae a 


-Cuaisrorexsr Pirz, 


PREFACE, 


‘Mr: tranflation of Vida's Art of Poetry having | (fuch as they are) in the fervice of my akers 


been more favourably received than I had reafon 
to expect, has encouraged me.to publifh this mif- 
cellany of poema and {ele tranflations, 3 fhall 
neither embarrafs myfelf nor my reader with apo- 
Jogies concerning this colleGtion; for whether it is 
good or a bad one, all excufes are unneceffary in 
one cafe,and offered in vainin thaother. © . 

An author of 2 mifcellany hasa better chance of 

leafing the world, than he who writes on a fingle 
aubjec ; and [ haye fometimes known a bad, or. 
(which ig Mill worfe) an indifferent poet, meet 
with tolerable fuccefs; whith has been owing more 
to the variety of fubjects, than his happinc{s in 
sreating them. . : 

Lam fenfible the men of wit and pleafure will 
he difgufted to find fo great a part of this collection 
confit of facred poetry ; but I affure thefe gentle- 
qnen, whatever they fhali be pleafed to object, that 
4 fhall never be athamed of employing my talents 


that it would look indecent in one of my prefeflion, 
Bot to fpend as much time on the pfaims of Da. 
vid, as the hymns of Callimachus; and farther, that 
if thofe beautiful pieces of divine poctry had becn 
written by Callimachus, or any heathen author, 
they might have poffibly vouchfafed them a read. 
ing even in my tranflation,, 2" ef" 0) Lis 

But I will not erefpafs further on my reader 
patience in profe, fince I shall have occafion enough 
for it, as well as for his good nature, in the fol; 
lowing verfes; concerning which I mutt acquaint 
him, that fome of them were written feveral years 
fince, and that I have precifely obferved the rule 
of our great mafter Horace—Nonumque prematur 
in annum. But I may fay more juitly‘than Mr, 
Prior faid of himfelf in the like cafe, that I have 
obferved the letter more than the fpirit of the 
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RECOMMENDATORY PO KS 





RECOMMENDATORY POEMS 


TO MR. CHRISTOPHER PITT. 
_ OM HIS PORMS AND TRANSLATIONS. 


Foner th’ ambitious fondnefs of a friend, 
For fuch thy worth, ’tis glory to commend ; 
‘To thee, from judgment, fuch applaufe is due, 
1 praife myfelf while ¥ am prailing you; 
As he who bears the lighted torch, receives 
Himfelf affitance from the light he gives. 

So much you pleafe, fo vaft is my delight, 

* Thy, ev'n thy fancy cannot reach its height. 

Fo vain I ftrive to make the tranfport known,} 
Wo language can defcribe it but thy own. 
Could't thou thy genius pour into my heart, 
Fay copious fancy, thy engaging heart, 

. "Thy vigorous thoughts, thy manly fow of fenfe, 
"Thy ftrong and glowing paint of eloquence ; 
"Then thould’ft thou well conceive that happinels, 
‘Which I alone tan feel, and you exprefs. 

In feenes which thy invention fets to view, 
Forgive me, friend, if I lofe fight of you ; 
1 fee with how much fpirit Homer thought, 
‘With how much judgment cooler Virgil wrote ; 
Yn every line, in every word you fpeak, 
Yread the Roman, and confefa the Greck 5 

. Forgetting thee, my foul with rapture {well’d, 
Cries out, * How much the ancient bards excell’d!” 
But when thy jf tranflations introduce, 

‘Yo nearer converfe any Latian mufe, 
‘The feveral beauties you fo well exprefs,. 
J Jofe the Roman in the Britith drefs! 
Sweetly deceiv'd, the ancients { contemn, 
And with miftaken zeal to thee exclaim, 
By fo much nature, fo much art betray’d) . 
What vaft improvements have our moderns 
made !”” 
How vain and unfuccefsful feems the toil, 
To raife fuch precious fruits in foreign foil : 
“They mourn, tranfplanted to another coaft, 
Their beauties languid, and their favour loft! 
But fuch thy art, the ripening colours glow 
‘As pure as thofe their native funs beftow ; 
Not an infipid beauty only yield, G 
But breathe. the odours of Avfonia’s field, 


eter 


Such is the genuine flavouF, it belies 
Their ftranger foil, and unacquainted fkies. 
Vida no more the long oblivion fear 
Which hid his virtues through a length of yeareg 

Ally'd to thee, he lives again ; thy rhymes 

Shall friendly hand him down to lateft times ; 

Shall do his injur’d reputation right, 

While in thy work with fuch fuccefs unite 

His ftrength of judgment, and his charms of fpeech 

That precepts pleafe, and mufic feems to teach 
Left unimprov’d | feem to read thee o’tr, 

‘Th’ unhaliow’d rapture I indulge no more 5 

By thee inftructed, I the tatk forfake, 

Nor for chafte love the luft of verfe miftake ; 

‘Thy works that rais’d this frenzy in my foul, 

Shal{ teach the giddy tumult to controul : 

Warm'd as I am with every mufe’s charms, 

Since the coy virgins fly my eager arms, 

* I'll quit the work, throw by my ftrong defire, 

And from thy praife relatantly retire. : 


G, Riairr.e 





DR. COBDEN TO MR. PITT. 
On bis baving a Bay-Leaf fent him from Virgibé 
Tomb, vt i 


Forcive me, Sir, if lL approve -- 
‘The judgment of your friend, 
Who chofe this token of his love 
From Virgil’s tomb to fend. 
You, who the Mantuan poet drefs 
In pureft Englith lays, 
Who all his foul and flame exprefs, 
May jaftly claim his bays, ©. -. 
‘Thofe bays, which water’d by ‘your hand, 
From Vida’s {pring fhall rife, 
And with freth verdure crown’d, withitand 
‘The lightning of the fies. : 
Let hence your emulation fir’d 
His matchlefs ftrains purfue, 
As from Achilles’ tomb infpir’d, 
The youth 2 rival grew. 


© See Mr. Pitts trayfatio of Videy 
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AN EPISTLE TO DR. EDWARD YOUNG, 
AT EASTBURY IN DORSETSHIRE, : 
On, the Review at Sarum, 1732. 


W aixe with your Dodington retir'd you fit, . 
Charm'd with his lowing Burgundy and wit 
« By turns relieving with the circling draught, 
Each paufe of chat, and intefval of thought: --> 
‘Or through the well-glaz'd tube, from bafinefs 
freed, : 
Draw the rich fpirit of the Indian weed ; 
Or hid your eyes o'er Vanbrough’s models roam, 
And trace in miniature the fucure dome, ‘~ ‘ 
(While bufy fancy with imag’d pews 
Builds up the work of ages in an hour); 
» Or loft in thought, contemplative you rove 
‘Through opening viftas, and the thady grove 5 
. Where a new Eden in the wilds is fouad, 
And all the feafons in'a {pot of ground: 
‘There, if you exercifé your tragic rage, 
‘vo bring fome hero on the Britith tage ; ~ 
‘Whofe caufe the audience with applaufe willcrown, 
And make his triumphe-or his teara their own: 
Throw by the bold defign; and paint no more 
Imagin'd chiefs, and monarchs of an hour ; 
From fabled worthies, call thy mufe to fing 
: OF real wonders, and Britannia’s king. [train 
Oh! hadit thou feen him, when the gathering 
Fill'd up proud Sarum’s wide-extended plain ! 
‘Then, when he ftoop'd from awful majefty, ° 
Put on the man, and laid the fovereign by; 
‘When the glad nations faw their king appear, 
Begirt with armies, and the pride of war ; 
‘More pleas'd his people's longing eyes to blefs, 
He look’d, and breath’d benevolence aud peace : 
When in his hand Britannia’s awful lord 
“Held forth che olive, while he grafp'd the fword, 
So Jove, though arm’d to bla the ‘Titan’s pride, 
With all his burning thunders at his fide, 
~Feam’d, while he terrify’d the diftant foe, 
His {cheme of bleflings for the world below. 
‘This had& thou feen, thy willing mufe would raife 
Her ftrongeft wing, to reach her fovereign’s praife. 
To what bold heights our daring hopes may climb? 
The theme fo great !, the poet fo fublime ! 
1 faw him, Young, and to thefe ravith'd eyes 
Ev'n now his godlike figure feems to rife : 
Mild, yet majeltic, was the monarch’s mien, 
Lovely, though great, and awful, though ferene, 
{More than a coin or pidture can unfold; 


Hoo taint the colours, aud too bale the gold! 


One univerfal fhout the thoufands rais'd, 

And crowds on crowds grew loyal as they gaz’d. 

His foes (if any) own'd the monarch’s caufe, 

And chang’d their groundlefs clamours to am 
plaufe; Lis? ok 

Ev'n giddy faction hail'd the glorious day, 

And wondering envy look'd her rage away, 

As Ceres o'er the globe her chariot drew, 

And harvefts ripen’d where the goddefs fle 

So, where his gracious footfteps he inclin’d, 

Peace flew before, and plenty march’d behind, 

Where wild afflidion rages, he appears 

To wipe the widow’s and the orphan’s tears 

‘The fons of mifery before him bow, 

And for their merit only plead their woe, 

So well he loves the public liberty, j 

His mercy fets the private captive frees. 

Soon as our royal angel came in view, 

The prifons burft, the ftarting hinges flew ; 

The dungeon’s open’d, and refign'd their prey, 

To joy, to life, to freedom, and the day : 

The chains drop off; the grateful captives rear 

Their hands unmanacled iv praife and prayer. 

Had thus vitorious Czefar fought to pleafe, 

And rul'd the. vanquith’d world with arts lik 
thefe; . 

The generous Brutus had not fcorn’d ta bend, 

But funk the rigi¢ patriot in the friend ; 

Nor to that bold excefé of virtue ran, 7 

To ftab the monarch, where he lov’d the man, 

And Cato reconci)‘d, had ne'er difdain'd 

To live a fubject where a Brunfwick reigwd. 

But [ detain your nobler male too long ; 

From the great theme that mocks my humble 
fong, We 

A theme that afks a Virgil or a Young. 


Ay the bleft fight, tranfported and amaz’d. °* } 





ON TUR APPROACHING =< 
DELIVERY OF HER ROYAL HIGHNESS,: 


IN TRE YR4R 2721.—AN ODE, 


Ye angels, come without delay; 
Britanuia’s genius, come away, 
Defcend, ye fpirits of the fky ; 
Stand all ye winged guardians by; 
Your golden pinions kindly fpread,. 
And watch round Carolina's bed ;. 
Here fix your refidence on carth, 
‘Ve haften on the gloricus birth ; 
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Her fainting fpirite to fupply, 
Catch all the zephyrs as they fly. 
Oh! fuccour nature in the ftrife, 
And gently hold her up in life ; 
Nor let her hence too foon remove, 
To join your facred choirs above 
But live, Britannia to adorn 
‘With kings and princes yet unborg 
Ye angels, come without delay ; 
Britannia’s genius, come aways 
Affuage her pains, and Albion’s fears,’ 
For Albion's life depends on her's. * 
Oh then! to fave her from defpair, 
ZLean down, and liften to her prayer. 
Crown all her tortures with delight, 
And call th’ aufpicious babe to light. 
‘We hope front your propitious care, ” 
All that is brave, or all that’s fair. 
A youth, to match ‘hig fire In arms; 
Or nymph, to match her mother's charms; 
A youth, who over kings fhall reign, 
Gr nymph, whom kings thal court in vain. 
From far the royal flaves fhall come, 
‘And wait from him or her their doort; 
To each their different fuits thall move, 
‘And pay their homage, or their love.” ." 
. Ye angels, come without delay; 
1 Britannia’s genius, come away. 
‘When the foft powers of fleep fubdte * 
Thofe eyes, that thine as bright as yous 
‘With Scenes of blils, tranfporting themes ! 
Prompt and infpire her goldeh ‘dreams 3 
Let vifionary bleflings rife, 
‘And {wim before her clofing eyes. 
The fenfe of torture to fubdue, 
Set Britain's happinefs to view 5 
‘Thar fight her fpiries will fuftain, 
And give her pleafure from her pain. 
Ye angels, come without delay ;, 
} Britannia’s genius, come away. 
Come, and rejoice ; th’ important hoar 
As paft, and a}l our fears are o'er; 
See! every trace of anguith flies, 
‘While in her fap the infant lies, 
Her pain by fudden joy beguil’d, 
She hangs in rapture o’er the child, 
Her eyes o’er every featare run, 
‘The father’s beauties and her own. 
‘There, pleas'd her image to furvcy, 
She rhelfs in tendernefs away ; . 
Smiles o'er the babe, nor {miles in vain, 
The babe returns th’ aufpicious {mae again. 
* Ye angels, come without delay; 
Britannia’s genius, come away. 
‘Tarn heayen’s eternal volume o'er, 
And look for this diftinguith'd hour ; 
Confult the page of Britsin’s tate; 
Before you clofe the books of fate t 
Then tell ws what you there have feen, 
What ara’s from this birth begin. 
‘What years from this bleft hour muft run, 
As bright and lafting as the fun, 
Far from the ken of mortal fight, 
"Thefe fecrets are involv'd in night = 
The bleffings which this birth purfue, 
Arc only known to heaven and you. 


On the Marriage of tbe Prince of Orange, and Bt 
Princefs Royal of England * : 
Wuen Naffau ey’d his native coafts no more, 
And firtt difcern’d fair Albion’s whitening fhore 
In that bleft moment, while the friendly gales 
Wait on his cousfe, and ftretch the fwelling fails, 
The deeps divide ; and, as the waves unclofe, 
The genius of the Britith ocean rofe. 
Loofe to the wind his fea-green mantle fow'd, 
And in his eyes unufual pleafure glow’d. 
Awhile he paus'd, to mark on Naflau’s face 
The well-known features of the godlike race ; 
Whofe fwords were facred to the gencrous caufa 
Of truth, religion, liberty, arid laws : 
Then fpoke; the winds a ftill attention keep, 
And awful filence huth'd the murmuring decp # 
Proceed; great prince, to our low'd coatt re. 
pair, 
Where Anna fhines the fsireft of the fair: 
For thy difinguitn’d bed the fates ordain - 
The reyal maid, whomkings might court in vaing 
The royal maid, in. whom the graces join'd 
Her mother’s awful charms, and more than femalg, 
mind... 
The merits of thy racg, the vafLarrear 
That Britain owes, fhall all be paid ia her ; 
In her be paid the debt for laws reftor’d, 
For England fav’d by William’s righteous fword, 
Immortal: William !—At thy facred name : 
My heart beats quick, and owns its ancient flame: 
Still muft [call to mind the glorious day, [way; 
When throygh thefe floods the hero plough’d his 
To free Britannia from the tyrant’s chain, 
And bid the proftrate nations rife again. 
Well-pleas’d | faw his fluttering ftreamers fly, 
And the full fails that hid the diftant fy. 
High on the gilded ftern, majeftic rode 
The world’s great patriot, like a guardian God, 
This trident-aw’d the tumults of the fea, 
And bade the winds the hero’s nod obey : 
Fond of the tafk, with this officious hand 
T puth’d.the facred veffel to the land 5 
‘The land of liberty, by Rome enflav'd ; 
He came, he faw, he vanquith’d, and he fava, 
O may that hero, and thy Anna’s fire 
To nobleft deeds thy generous bofom fire, 
And with their bright tranfmiflive virtues grack: 
The great defcendants of thy princely race 1 
Still may they all their great example draw 
From her Auguttus, and thy owt Naffau ! 
‘May the fair line each happy realm adorn, 
Blefs future ftates, and. nations yet unbérn !” 





On the. Marriage of Frederis Prince of Wales, aid 
Princefs Augufla of Saxe-Gotha f- 

‘Wren pious frauds and holy pride no mote 

Could hold that empire which fo long they borej 





* Originally printed in the“ Eithalamia Oxonicha 
fia, Oxonit, 1734," in the name of Mr. Spence ; but 
now reclaimed a; Pitts on the authority of Biftop 
Louth. 

thriginally printed ia the * Gratulatio Academie. 
« Ghonieniis in Nuptias avfpicatifiimas illvdrlf 


POEM 5. 
‘| What benefits to: man! what lights divine! 


Trom fair Germania’s ftates the tfuth began 

‘Fo gleam, and fhed her heavenly light on man; 

To Frederic } firft, the Saxon prince, ’twas given, 

'To nurfe and cherith this beft gift of heaven. 

Its growth, whilft young and tender, was his 

care, 

To guard its bloffoms from th’ inclement air, ‘ 

And dying, “ May’ft thou flourifh !'* was his 

prayer. 
Again, when fair religion now had fpread 

Her influence round, and rais’d her captiv’d head; 

When Charles and Rome their impious forces 

joind 

‘To quench its light, and re-enflave mankind ; 
Another Frederic $ firft appear’d in arms, 

'To guard th’ endanger’d blefling from alarms. 

Ye heavens! what virtues with what courage 

join’d! <2 
bsut join’d in vain !—See, vanquifh'd, and confin’d 

In the deep gloom, the pious hero lice, 7 
And lifts to heaven his ever-ftreaming eyes, 

, There, fpent with forrows, as he funk to reft 

(The public caufe fit labouring in his breatt), 
Brchotd, in flumber, to -his view difplay’d, 

;Rofe the firft. Frederic’s venerable thade ! 
His temples cireled with a heavenly flame; 
The fame his flowing robe, his look the fame. 
“And art thou come? (the captive warrior 
; cries) 
‘What realms fo long detained thee from our eyes? 
‘After fuch ware, fuch deaths and honours pait, 

Is our great guardian chief return’d at lait ? 
Say, from your heaven, fo long defir’d in vain, 
‘Defcends our hero to our aid again ? 

‘Now when proud Rome, her ftandard wide un- 
furl'd, 

{Pours like a deluge o'er the trembling world; 

\Bierce, her difputed empire to reftore, 

‘And fcourge mankind for ten dark ages more ? 

iLike me, religion weara the tyrant’s chain; 

*Proftrate like me, fhe bleeds at every vein: 

Oh! muft we never, never rife again ?” 

“ Difmifsthy fears, (the reverend fhade replies) 

;Be firm, be conftant, and abfolve the tkies. 

Dark are the ways of heaven: let man attend : 

Soon will the regular confufion end, 

Soon thal thy eyes a brighter feene furvey- 

(Lo, the flect hours already wing their way !) 
‘When, to thy native foil in peace reftor’d, + 

‘Once more thali Gotha fee her lawful Lord. 
iTrue to religion, each fucceffive fon 

Shall aid the caufe their generous fires begun. 
‘Even now J look through fate. O glorious fight! 
4 {ce thy offspring as they rife to light. 





® morum Principum Frederici Principis Walliz 
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What heroes, and what faints adorn the line? 
And ch! to crown the fcene, my joyful eyes 
Behold from far a princely virgin rife | 
This, this is fhe, the {miling fates ordain 
To bring the bright primeval times again ! 
The fair Auguita!—Grac’é with blooming charmsz 
Referv'd to blefs a Britith prince’s arms. - . 
Behold, behold the long-expeéted day ! 
Fly fwift, ye hours, ye minutes, haite awayy 

'o wed thefair, O favour’d of the fkies, 
Rife in thy time, thou deftin’d hero, rife ! 
For through this fcene of opening fate, I fee . 
A greater Frederic fhall arife in thee! 
‘Then Jet thy fears from this bleft rroment ceafe, 
Henceforth fhall pure religion reign in peace. al 
Thy royal race fhall Albion’s {ceptrefway, . 
And fon to fon th’ imperial power.corvey + 
All thall fupport, like thee, the noble caufe 
Of truth, religion, liberty, and laws.” 

This faid, the venerable fhade retir’d': 

The wondering hero, at the vifion fir'd, . 
With generous rapture glows; forgets his pains, 
Smiles at his woes, and triumphs in his chains, 


THE FIRST HYMN OF CALLIMACHUS TO 
: JUPITER. 


Wanit trembling we approach Joye's awful fhriney. 

With pure libations, and with rites divine; 

What theme more proper can we choofe to fing, 

Then Jove himfelf, the great, eternal king ! 

Whole word gives law to thofe of heavenly births 

Whofe hand fubdues the rebel fons of earth. . 

Since doubts and dark difputes thy titles move, 

‘Hear'tt thou, Di@zean and Lycwan Jove? 

For here thy birth the tops of Ida claim, 

And there Arcadia triumphs in thy name. 

But Crete in vain would boaft a grace fo high, 

Whole faithlefs fons through mere complexion lies 

immortal as thou art in endlefs bloom, - 

To prove their claim, they build the thunderer’s: 
tomb. ~ : 

Be then Arcadian, for the towering height 

OF fteep Parrhafia welcom'd thee to light; : 

When -pregnant Rha, wandering through tho 
wood, s 7 

Sought out her darkeft thades, and bore the Gody 

‘The place thus hallow'd by the birth of Jove, 


; More than religious horror guards the grove 3 


‘The gloom all teeming females ftill decline, 

From the vile worm, to woman, form divine, 

Soon asthe mother had difcharg’d her Joad,. 

She fought a fpring to bathe the recent god; 

But fought in vain: no living ftream fhe found, 

Though fince, the waters drench the realms ax 
round, 

Clear Erymanthus had not learn’d to glide, 

Nor mightier Ladon dfove his fwelling tide, 

At thy great birth, where now don flows, . 

Tall towering oaks, and pathlefs forefts rofg. 

The thirfty favages were heard to roar, 

Where Cario foftly murmurs to the thore ; 

Where fpreading Melas widely floats the egatt, 


‘The flying chariot rais’d a cloud of dutt, 


Boo 


With drowth o'er Cratis and Menope curft, 
‘The fainting fwain, to aggravate his thirft, 
Heard from within the bubbling waters flow, 
In clofe reftraint, and murmur from below. 

‘Thou too, O earth, (enjoin’d the power divine) 
Bring forth ; thy pangs are \els fevere than mine, 
And fooner paft; the Spoke, and as the fpoke 
Rear’d high her fcepter’d arm, and piere'd the 

rock. / 
‘Wide to the blow the parting mountain rent, 
‘The waters guth'd tumultuous at the vent, 
Impatient to be freed ; amid the floed . 
She plung’d the recent babe, and bath’d the god. 
She wrapp’d thee, mighty king, in purple bands, 
Then gave the facred charge to Neda’s hande, 
The babe to nourith in the clofe retreat, 
And in the fafe recefs, of diftant Crete. 
{n years and-wifdom, of the nymphs who nurft 
The infant thunderer, Neda was the fir; 
Next Styx and Phylire ; the virgin thar'd 
For her great truft difcharg't a great reward t 
For by her honour'd name. the flood fhe calls, 
‘Which rolls into the fea by Leprion’s walls; 
To drink her reams the fons of Arcas crowd, 
And draw for ever from the ancient flood. 

Thee, Jove, the careful nymph to Cnoffus bore, 

{To Cnoffus feated on the Cretan fhore) 

‘With joyful arms the Corybantes heav’d, 

And the proud nymphs the gloriouscharge receiv’d. 
Above the reft in grace Adratte {tood, 

She rock’d the golden cradle of the gods 

On his ambrofial lips the goat diftill’d 

Her milky fore, and fed th’ immortal child: 
‘With her the duteous bee prefente her fpoile, 
And for the god repeats her flowery tails. 

The fierce Curetes too in arms advance, 
And tread tumultuoufly their myftic dance t 
And, left thy cries fhould reach old Saturn’s ear, 
Beat on their brazen fhields the din of war. 

Fall foon, Almighty King, thy early prime 
<Advanc’d beyond the bounds of vulgar time. 

Ere the fofe down had cloth'd thy youthful face, 
Swift wasthy growth in wit and every grace. 
Fraught was thy mind in life’s beginning ftage, 
‘With all the wifdom of experienc’d age: 
"rhy elder brothers hence their claims refign, 
And leave th’ unbounded heavens by merit thine; 
Yor fure thofe pocte fable, who advance 
"The bold affertion, that capricious chance 
By equal lots to Saturn's fons had given 
The triple reign of ocean, hell and heaven, 
‘Above blind chance the valt divifion lies, 
And hell holds no propcrtion to the fkies. 

- Things of a lefe, and equal value, turn 
On the blind lot of an inverted urn. 


Not chance, O Jove, attain’d heaven’s high abodes, 


But thy own power advanc'd thee o’er the gods, 
- Thy power that whirls thy rapid chariot on, 

‘Thy power, the great affeflor of thy throne. 

Difmilt by thee, th’ imperial eagle flies [flies z 


Charg’d with thy figne and thunders through the 


‘To me and mine glad omens may fhe bring, 

And to the left extend her golden wing. 
Thou to inferior gods haft weil aflign’d 

The various runks and ordere of mankind 
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Of thefe the wandering merchants claim the care 

Of thofe the poets, and the fons of war: 

Kings claim from thee their titles and their reigd 

O’er all degrees, the foidier and the fwain. 

Vulcan prefides o’er all who bear the mafs, 

Bend the tough fteel, and thape the tortur’d brafé. 

Diana thofe adore who fpread the toils; 

‘Yo Mars the warrior dedicates his fpoils. 

The bard to Phebus ftrikes the living ftrings, 

Jove’s royal province is the care of kings; 

For kings fubmiffive hear thy high decree, 

And hold their delegated powers from thee. 

Thy name the judge and legiflator awes, 

When this enacts, and that directs the laws + 

Citics and realms thy great protection prove ; 

Thefe bend to monarchs, as they bend to Jove. 
Though to thy fceptre’d fons thy will extends, 

The proper means proportion’d to their ends; 

All are not favour'd in the fame degree, 

For power fupreme belongs to Prolemy 

What no inferior limitary king 

Could in a length of years to ripenefs briny, 

Sudden his word performs; his boundlefs power 

Completes the work of ages in an hour: 

While others labour through a wretched reign, 
Their fchemes are blafted, and their counfels vain. 
Hail Saturn’s mighty fon, to whom we owe 

Life, health, and every blefling here below ! 

Who fhall in worthy ftrains thy name adorn ? 
What living bard ? what poet yct unborn ? 

Hail and ali hail again; in equal thares 

Give wealth and virtue, and indulge our prayers. 
Hear us, great king, unlefs they meet combin’d, 
Each is but half a bleffing to mankind. 

‘Then grfnt us both, that blended they may prove 
A doubled happineis, and worthy Jove. 



































THE SECOND HYMN OF CALLIMACHUS 
YO APOLLO. 


Ha! how Apollo's hallow’d laurels wave ? 
How fhakes the temple from its inmoft cave? 
Fiy, ye profane; for lo: in heavenly ftate «: - 
The power defcends, and thunders at the gate. 
See, how the Delian palms with reverence nod t 
Hark ! how the tuneful fwans confefs the god + 
Leap from your hinges, bur& your brazen bars, 
Ye facred doors; the god, the god appears. 
Ye youth, begin the fong; in choirs advance; 
Wake all your lyres, and form the mocafur’d 
dance. 
No impious wretch his holy eyes have view'dy. 
None but the juft, the innocent, and geod. 
To fee the power confeft your minds prepare, 
Refin’d from guilt, and purify’d by prayer. 
So may you mount in youth the nuptial bed, 
So grace with filver hairs your aged head 5 
So the prond walls with lofty turrets crowny 
And lay foundations for the rifing town. 
Apollo's fong with awful filence hear; 
Ev'n the wild feas the fatred fong revere + 
Nor wretched Thetis dares to make her méap, 
For great Apollo flew her darling fon. 
When the loud 16-Pzans ring around, 
Sh¢ checks her fighs, and trembles at 1! 
2 4 


he foundy 
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Fira in her, grief. muft Niohe appear, 


Nor through the Phrygian marble drop 2 tear; . 


Still, though a rock, the dreads Apollu’s bow, 
And ftands her own*fad monument of woe. 

“Sound the loud 107s, and the temple rend, 
With the bleft gorls ‘tis impious to contend. 
In his audacious rage would brave the fkies 
He, who the power of Prolem defies, 


(From whence the mighty bie ling was heftow'd), 


‘Or challenge Pho:bus, and refit the god. 


Beyond the night your hallow’d ftrains prolong, 


Till the day rifes on the unfinith’d fong, 

Nor lefs his various attributes require, 

So fhall he honour, and reward the choir; 

For honour is his gift, and high above 

Fie fines, and graces the right-hand of Jove: 

With beamy gold his robes divinely plow, 
-His barp, hitguiver, and his Lidian bows 

His feet how fair and glorious to behotd | 

Shod in rich fandals of refulgent gold ! 


‘Wealth till attends him, and val gifts beftow’d, 


Adorp the Delphic temple of the god. 

Eteraal charms lis youthful cheeks diffufe 
His treffea dropping with ambrofial dews, 

Pale death before him flics, with dire difeafe, 
‘And health and lite are wafted in the breeze. 

,,, Po thee, great Phobus, various arts belong, 
To wing the dart, and guide che poet's fong: 


‘Th’ enlighten'd prophet feels thy flames divine, 


And ail the dark events of lots are thine. 


By Phebus taught, the fage prolongs our breath, 


And in its flighe fiufpends the dart of death, 


.g To thy great name, O Nomian power, we cry, 
Bre fince the time when, ftooping fram the fky, 


‘fo tend Admetus’ herds thy godhead chofe, 


On the fair banks where clear Amphryfus flows: 
Bleft are the herds, and bicft the flocks, that lie 


Beucath the influence of Apolto’s eye. 
The meads re-echo’d to the bleating lambs, 


And the kids leap'd, and frifl’d around their dams; 
Her weight of milk each ewe dragy'd on with 


pain, 
And dropp’d a double offspring on the plain. 
On great Apollo for his aid we call, 


To baild th’ town and raife th’ embattled wall : 
Be, while an infant, fram’d the wondrous plan, 


Jn fair Ortygia, for the ufe of mag. 
‘When young Diana urg’d her fylvan teils, 


From. Cynthus’ ups the brought hes favage fpoils ; 


The heads uf mountain-goats, and antlers Jay 


Spread wide around, the trophies of the day :” 


OF thefe a fleucture he compos'd with.art, 
3n order rang’, and juft in every part; 
And by that model taughe us to dilpofe 

‘the rifing city, and with walls enclofe ; 
Where the foundations of the pile fhould lie, 


Or towers and battlements fhould reach the ty. 


Apollo fent th’ aufpicious crow before, 


When our great founder touch’d the Lybian fhore ; 


“Full on the right he fiew to call him on, 
And guide the people to their deftin'd town; 
Which to a race of kings Apolio vow'd, 


And fix’d for ever ands the promife of the god. 
Or hear'ft thou, while thy honours we proclaim, 


Thy Boédromiai » or thy Clarian name? 
Vou. VIM, * 


(For to the power are varions names aflign'd 
From cities rais’d, and bieflings to mankind.) 
In thy Carnean title I rejoice, = 


And join my grateful country’s public voice, 


Ere to Cyrene’s realms our courle we bore, 
‘Thrice were we led by thee from thore to fhore; 
‘Till our progenitor the region gain'd, 


And annual rites and annual feafts ordain'd. 

When at thy prophet Carnus’ will, we rais'd 

A glorious temple; and the altars blaz’d 

With hecatombs of bulls, whole reeking blood, 

Great king, they thed to thee their guardian god, 
16! Caracan Phebus! awful power | 

Whom fair Cyrene’s fuppliane fons adore! 

To deck thy hallow'd temple, fee ! we bring 

The choicelt flowers, and rifle gll the Ipring 


“The moft diftinguith’d odours nature yields, 


When balmy zephyr breathes along the fields;. 
Soon as the fad inverted year retreats, 
‘Vo thee the crocus dedicates his fwects, 
From thy'bright altars hallow'd flames alpirag 
‘Yhey thine inceffant from the facred fire. 
What joy, what tranfport, {wells Apollo's breatt, 
When at his great Carnean annual feaft, 
Clad in their arms out Libyan tribes advance, 
Mix'd with our {warthy’ dames, and lead the 
dance, 

Nor yet the Greeks had reach’d Cyrene’s floods; 
Bat rov'd through wild Agilis’ gloomy woods ; 
Whom ¢6 his nymph Apollo deigu’d to thow, 
High as he flood on tall Myrtula's brow ; 
Where the fierce lion by her hands was flain, 
Who ia his fatal rage laid wafte the plain. 
Still to Cyrene are his gifts convey’d, 
In dear ramembrance of the ravith’d maids 
Nor wert her fons ungrateful, who beftow’d 
‘Their choiceft honours on their guardian god, 

16! with holy raptures fing around; - 
We owe to Delphos the triumphant found, 
When thy victorisus hands vouchfat’é to fhow 
‘The wonders of thy thafts and golden bow ; 
When Python from hie den was feca to rife, 
Dire, fierce, tremendous of enormous fizes 
By thee with many a fatal arrow flain, 
The monfer funk extended on the plain; 
Shaft after fhaft in fwift fucceflion Hew; 
As {wift the people's thouts and prayers purfire, 
13, Apollo, launch thy Aying dart; 
Send it, oh! fend it to the montter’s heart. » 
When thy fair mother bore thee, the defign’d 
Her mighty fon, a blefling to mankind. 

Envy, that other plague and fiend, drew neat, 
And gently whifper’d in Apollo's ear: 
No poet I regard but him whofe lays 
Are fwelling, loud, and boundlels as the fean; 
Apollo {purn’d the fory, and reply'd,- . 
‘The vat Euphrates rolls a mighty tide; 
With rumbling torrents the rough river roars; 
But black with mud, difcolour’d from his fhores, 
Prone down Aiffy:ia’s lands his courfe he keeps, 
Aad with polluted waters ftains the deeps, 
But the Meifian nymphs to Ceres bring 
‘The pareft produgt of the limpid fprings 
Small is the facred ftream, but never itain’d 
Wath mud, or foul ablosfon from. the and, 

“3 


Bot 


Haityptoricts Hing! hétieath chy satchlefs power 
May malice fink, and envy be no more! 


TO SR JAMES THORNHILL, 


On bis Bxcellint Painting, the Rate of Helen, at the 
Beat of General -Erli in. Dorfztfbire.: 


. Written in the Year 1718, 


Couto I with thee, O Thornhill, bear a part, 

And join the poct’s with the painter’s art, 

9 hough both fhare mutually each common name, 
their thoughts, their genius and defign the fame!) 
The mufe, with features neither weak nor faint, 
Should draw her fitter-art in fpeaking paint. 
But while admiriag thine and nature's (rife, 

I fee each touch juft ftarting into life, 

From fide to fide with various raptures toft, 
_Amid the vifionary fcenes I’m loft. 
Methinks as throwr upon fome fairy land, 
“Amaz'd we know not how, nor where we flond; 

While tripping phantoms to the fight advance, 

And gay ideas lead the mazy dance : 

While wondering we behold in every part 

‘The beaureous fcenes of thy creating art. 

By fuch degrees thy colours rife and fall, 

* And breathing flufh the animated wall; 

‘That the bright objeéts which our eycs furvey, 

Ravith the mind, and fteal the foul away, - 

Our footiteps by fome fecret power are croft, 

. And in the painter all the bard is loft. 

. Thus in a magic ring we ftand confin’d 
"While fubtle fpells the fatal circle bind; 

To vain we ftrive and labour to depart, 

Fix’d by the charms of that myfterious art; 

Tn vain the paths and avenues we trace, 

, While fpirits guard and fortify the place. 

How could my ftretch’d imagination fwell, 

And on each regular proportion dwell ! 

While thy {wift art unravels nature's maze, 

And imitates her works, and treads her ways, 

Nature with wonder fees herfelf out-done, 

And claims the fair creation for her own ; 

. Thy figures in fuch lively ftrokes excel, 

"They give thofe paffions which they fcem to Feel. 

Each various feature fome ftrong impulfe bears, 

‘Wraps us in joy, or melts us all to tears, 

Each picce with fuch tranfcendent art is wrought, 

‘That we could almoft fay thy pictures thought; 

* ‘When we behold thee conquer in the ftrife, 

And firike the kindling figures into life, 

- Which does from thy. creating pencil pafs, 
‘Warm the dull matter, and inipire the mafs; 
As fam'd Prometheus’ wand convey’d the ray 
‘Of heavenly fire to animate his clay. 

How the juft ftrokes in harmony unite! 


“How fhades and darknefs recommend the light! - 


No lineaments unequally farprife ; 

"The beauties regularly fall and rife. 

oft in each other we in vain purfue 

The fleeting lines that cheat our wearied view. 
Nor know we how their fubtle courfes run, 

Nor where this ended, nor where that begun. 
Nor where the fhades their utmoft bounds difplay, 
Or the light fades ipfepfibly away ; ce 
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But all harmiéntavfly confus’d we fee, 
While all the fweet varieties agree. 

Thus when the organ’s folemn airs affire, 

The blended mufic wings ofr thcughts with fire: 
Here warbling notes in whifpering breezes figh, 
But in their birth the tender accente die ; 

While thence the bolder notes exulting come; 
Swell as they fly, and beund along the dome. 
With tranfpert fir'd, each loft in each we heatte 
And ail the foul is center’d in the ear. 

See firtt the fenate of the gods above, 

Frequent and iull amid the courts of Jover. 
Behold the radiant confittory fhine, — 

With features, airs, and lineaments divine, - 
Hermes difpatch'’d from the bright council flies? 
And cleaves with all his wings the liquid fkjes. 

In many ‘a whirl and rapid circle driven 

So fwift, he fecms at once in earth and heaven. 
Oh! with whar energy ! wha noble force _ 

Of ftrongef colours you defcribe his courfe ? 

Till the fwift god the Phrygian fhepherd found 
Compos’d for fieep, aud itretch’é along the growed, 
He brings the blooming gold, the fatal prize, 

The bright reward of Cytherea’s eyes. “=. :2% 
The confcious earth the awful fignal takes, 
Witbout a wind the quivering foreft fhakes; 

Tull tda bows; th’ unwieldy mountains nod ; 
And ail confefs the prefence of the god. 

Like thooring meteors, gliding from above, z 
See the proud confort of the thundering Jove, 
War’s glorious goddefs, and the queen of love ; 5 
Arm’d in their naked charms, the Phrygian boy 
Regards thofe charms with mingled fear and joy. 
Here Juno ftands with an imperial mieny, a 





} Ar once confeft a goddefs and a queen." 


Her checks a fcornful indignation warma, . 
Blots out her {miles, as confcious of her charms, 
But Venus fhines in milder beauties there, 

And every graeeadorns the blooming fair. 
While, confcious of her charms, fhe feems to rife, 
Claims, and already gratpsin hope the prize; 
Beautcous, as when immortal Phidias ftrove 
From Parian rocks to carve the queen of lovg 
Each grace obey*d the fummons of his art,o* 
And a new beauty fprung from evcry part. 

In all the terrors of her beanty bright, ‘ 





Fair Pailas awes and charms the Trojan’s fight, 
And gives fucceflive reverence and delight.” 
Nor threnes, nor vittories, his foul can move; 


| Crowns, arma, aud triumphs, what are you to love 2; 


Too foon refign'd to Venus, they behold 

The glittering ball of vegetable gold. 

While Jove's proud confort thraywn from her 
defires, . 

Inflam'd with rage malicioufly retires; 

Already kindles her immortal hate, 

Already labours with the Trojan fate. 

While a new tranfport flufhd the aay 
boy, 5 

Helen he feema already to enjoy; 

And feeds the flame that muft confume his Troy 

Another fcene our wondering fight recalls ; 

The fair adulcerefs leaves her native walls: [j 

Her cheeks are ftain'd with mingled fhame; 

Lull’d on the bofom of the Phrygian boy. 
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To the loud deeps he bears his charming fpoufe, 
«Freed from her lord, and from her former vows. 
‘On their foft wings the whifpering zephyrs play, 
The breezes fkim along the dimpled fea: 
‘The wanton loves direét the gentle gales, 
Sport in che throwds, and flutter in the faile: 
While her twin-brothers * with a gracious ray 
Point ont her courfe alotig the watery way. 
Th exalted ftrokes fo delicately thine, 
"All fo confpire to puth the bold defign ; 
‘That in each (prightly feature we may find 
The great ideas of the mafter’s mind, 
As the ftreng colours faithfully unire; 
Mellow to fhade, and ripen into light. 
Let others form with care the ruddy mata, 
And torture into life the running brafs, 
With potent art the breathing ftatue mould; 
- Bhape and infpire the animated gold ; 
Let others fenfe to Parian marbles give, 
Bid the rocks leap to forth, and learn to live; 
Still be it chine, O Thornhill, to unite 
The pleafing-difcord of the fhade and light 
'o vanquifh nature in the generous ftrife, 
And touch the glowing features into life: 
But; Thornhil!, would thy noble foul impart 
One latting inftance of thy godlike art 
‘To future times; and in thy fame engage 
‘The ptaifé of this and etery diftant age ; 
ie ftretch that art as far as ic can gos ov 
raw the triumpliant chief, and vanquifti’d foe : 
In his own dome, amidft the fpacious walls, 
Draw the deep fquadrons of the routed Gauls; 
‘Their ravith’d banners; and theit arms refign’dy 
While the brave hero thunders from behind ; 
Pours on their front, or‘hangs pon their rear; 
Fights, leads, commands, and animiates the war. 
Let his ftrong courfer champ his goiden chain, 
And proudly paw th’ imaginary plain. 
To Aghrim's bloody wreaths let Creffi yield; 
With che fair laurels of Ramilia’s field. 
Next, on the fea the daring hero thow; 
To cheer his friends; and terrify the foe. 
Lo! the gteat chief to famith’d thoufands bears, 
The food of armics, and fuppore of wars. 
“The Britons rufh’d with native virtue fir'dy 
And quell'd the foe, or gloriovily expie'd ; 
Plunging through ames, and floods, thefr valour 
, broke . 
Over the tang’d cannon, dnd a night of fmoke, 
‘Through the wedg'd legions urg’d their noble toil; 
To {pend theif thundet on the towers of Lifle ; 
While by his deeds thei courage he infpires; 
And wakes in every breaft the fleeping fires. 
‘Thus the whole feries of his labours join, 
Stretch'd from the Belpic ocean to the Boyne. 
Then glorious in retreat the chicf may read 
Th’ immortal aétions of the noble dead; 
And in recording colours, with delight, 
pReview his conquefts, and enjoy the fight; 
-Bee his own deeds on each ennobled plain; 
While fancy aéts his triuamphe o'er again. 
Thue on the Tyrian wails AEneas read, 
Bow fters Achifles rag’d, and Hector bed; 





Caflor and Pollux. 


Bat half uniheath'd his fward, and grip'dhis 
fhield, e ; 

When hie amidtt the feene himfelf beheld, [field. 

Thundering on Simois’ banks, or battling an the. 


“a 


PART OF THE SECOND BOOK OF STA+ 
: Tivs... 


Now f.ve’s command fulfill’d, the fon of May * 

Quits rhe black fhades, and fowly mounts to day, 

For lazy clouds in gloonty barriers rife, 

Obftraé the god, and intercept the fkiess 

No zephyrs here their airy pinions move, 

To {peed his progrefs to the realms above. 

Scarce can he fteer his dark laborious flight, 

Loft and encitmber'd in the damps of night t 

‘There roaring tides of fire his courfe vith ttood, 

Here Styx in nine wide circles roli"d his flood. 

Behind old {.aius trod th’ infernal ground, 

Trembling with age, and tardy from his wound ; 

(For all his force his furious fon apply'd, 

And plang’d the guilty faulchion in his fide.) 

Propt and fupported by the healing rod, * 

The thade purfued the footfteps of the gat. 

The groves that never bloom ; the Stygian coafte, 

The houfe of woe; the manfions of the ghofts, ~ 

Earth too admires to fee the ground give way, 

And gild hell's hotrors with the gleams of day, 
But not with life repining envy fled, 

She {till reigns there, and lives among the dead. 

One from this crowd exclaim'd (whole lawlets wild 

{nur'd to crimes, anid exercis’d in ill,. 

Taught his prepofterous joys frorit pains to flow, 

And never triumph’d, but in fcenes of woe) 

Go to thy province in the realms above, ; 

Call'd by the furies or the will of Jove: “ 

Or drawn by magi¢ force or myftic fpell, 

Rife, and purge off the footy glooni of helt. 

Go, fee the fun, and whiten in his beams, 

Or haunt the flowery fields arid limpid ftreams, 

With woes redoubled to returh again; 

When thy patt pleafures thalkenhance thy pain. 
Now hy the Stygian dog they bent their way 3 

Stretch’d in Bis den the dreadful monfter lay 

Bat lay not long, for, ftartling at the found, 

Head above head he rifes from the ground.."-~ _ 

From their clofe folds his ttarting ferpents break, 

‘And curl in horrid circles round his neck. 

‘This faw the god; and, ftretching forth his hand, 

Loli'd the grim monfter with his potent wand; _ 

Through his vaft bulk the gliding flumbers creepy 

And feal down all his glaring eyes ia Mcep. 

‘There lies a place in Greece well known to fame, 

Through all het realms, and Twarus the name; + 

Where from the fea the tops of Malea rife, - 

Beyond the ken of mortals, to the fkies: ©” 

Proud in his height he calmly hears below 

‘The diftant winds in hollow murmurs blow.” 

Here flecp the florms when weary'd and oppreft, 

And on his head the drowly planets reft 


1 There in blue milts his rocky fides he fhronds, 


And here the toweririg mountain props the cloads; 

Above his awful brow no bird can fly, ee 

And far beneath the nittrering thunders die.” © 
BEY 


doin 
Whet-dewn the fleep of heaven the day defcends, 
The fan fo wide his floating bound extends, 

‘That o’erthe deeps the mountain hangs difplay’d, 
And covers half the ocean with his thade : 

‘Where the Tsenarian thores oppofe the fea 

‘The land retreats, and winds into a bay. 

Here for repofe imperial Neptune leads, 

‘Tir'd from th’ Agian floods, his fmoking fteeds; 
With their broad hoofs they {coop the beach away, 
"Fbeir finny train rolls back, and floats along the 

fea, 

‘Here fame reports th’ unbody'd thades to go 
‘Through this wide paffage to the realms below. 
From hence the peafants (as th’ Arcadians tell) ° 
Hear all the cries, and groans, and din of hell, 
Oft, as her {courge of fnakes the fury plics, 

‘The piercing echoes mount the diftant tkies; 
Scar’d at the porter’s triple roar, the fwains 
Have fled aftonith’d, and forfook the plains, 

*" From hence emergent in a mantling cloud 
Sprung to his native dkies the winged god. 

Swift from his face before th’ ethereal ray, 7 
Flew all the black Tartarian ftains away, 

And the dark. Stygian gloom refin’d to day. S 
O’er towns and realms he held his progrefs on, 
Now wing'd the fkies where bright Arcturus 

, fhone, 5 ‘ 

And now the filent empire of the moon.. 

‘The power df fleep, who met his radiant flight, 
And drove the folemn chariot of the night, 

Rofe with refpeét, and from th’ empyreal road 
Turn'd his pale fteeds, in reverence to the god, 
‘The fhade beneath purfues his courfe, and {pies 
‘The well-known plancts, and congenial fkies, 
_ His eyes from far, tall Cyrrha’s heights explore, 
And Phocian fields polluted with his gore. 
Atlength to Thebes he came, and with a groan 
Survey’d the guilty palace once his own ; 

‘Wich awful filence ftalk’d before the gate, « 

But whien ke faw the trophies of his fate, 

High on acolumn rais’d againft the door, 

And his rich chariot {till deform’d with gore, 

He ffarts with horror back; ev’n Jove’s com- 

«mand. * 
Could fcarce controul him, nor the vital wand. 
"Lwas now the folemn day; when Jove, array’d 

‘In all his thunders, grafp’d the Theban maid: 
‘Then took from blafted Semele her load, | 

And in himfelf conceiv'’d the future god. 

For this the Thebans revel’d in delight, 

And gave to play and luxury the night ; 

A national debauch ! confus'd they fie 

Stretch’d o'er the fields, their canopy the tky. 
The fprightly trumpets found, the timbrels play, 
And wake with focred harmony the day. 

‘The matron's breaft the gracious power infpires 
‘With milder raptures, and with fofter fires, 

$o the Biftonian race, a madding train, 

Exult and revel on the Thracian plain ; 

With milk their bloody banquets they allay, 

Or from the lion rend his panting prey = 
On fome abzadon’d favage fiercely Ay, 
Scize, tear, devour, and thin’: it }uxury. 
But if the rifing fumes of, wine con[pire 
‘To warn their rage, and fan the brutal fire, 
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Then fcenes of horror are their dear delight, 
They whirl the goblets, and provoke the fight + 
Then on the lain the revel is renew’d 
Aud all the horrid banquet floats in blood. 
And now the winged Hermes from on high 
Shoe in deep filence from the duiky iky ; 
Then hover'd o’er the Theban tyrant’s head, 
AS ftretch'd at eafe he preft his gorgeous bed: 
Where labour’d tapeftry from fide to fide, 
Glow’d with rich figures, and Affyrian pride. 
Oh! the precarious terms of human ftate ! 
How blind is man! how thoughtlefs of his fate ? 
Sce! through his limbs the dews of umber creep, 
Sunk as he lies, in luxury and fleep. > 
The reverend fhade commiffion’d from above, 
Haftes to fulfil the high behetts of Jove: 
Like blind ‘Yirefias to the bed he came, 
In form, in habit, and in voice the fame. 
Pale, as before, the phantom ftill appear’d, 
Down his wan bofom flow’d a length of beard ; 
His head an imitated fillet wore, . 
His hand a wreath of peaceful olive bore : 
With this he fouch'd the fleeping monarch’s breath, 
And in his own, the voice of fate expreft. : 
Then canft thou fleep, to thoughtlefs reft re~ 
fign'd ? 
And drive thy brother's image from thy mind ? 
Yon gathering ftorm demands thy timely care, 
See! how it rolls this way the tide of war, 
When o'er the feas the {weeping whirlwinds fly 
And roar from every quarter of the tky ; “ 
The pilot, in defpair the fhip to fave, 
Gives up the helm, a fport to every wave: 
Such is thy error, and thy fate the fame : 
(For know, I {peak the common voice of fame). 
Proud in his new alliances, from far ‘ 
Againft thy realm he meditates the war ; . 
Big with ambitious hopes to reign alone, 
And fweil unrival’d on the Theban throne. 
New figns and fatal prodigies infpire 
His mad ambition, with his boafted fire; 
And Argos’ ample realms in dower beftow'd, 
And Tydeus reeking from his brother’s bloody 
League and confpire to raife him to the throney 
And make his tedious banifhment thy own. 
For this, with pity touch’d, almighty Jove, 
‘The fire of gods, difpatch’d me from above, 
Be ftill a monarch ; Jet him fwell in vain 
With a gay profpect of a fancy’d reign : 
Still Jet him hope by fraud, or by the fword, 
To humble Thebes beneath a foreign lord. . 
Thus the majeftic ghoft; but e’er he fled,” 
He pluck'd the wreaths and fillets from his head. 
For now the fickening ftars were chas’d away, 
And heaven's immertal’ courfers breath’d the 


day. ie 
Awful to fight confeft the grandfire ftood... 
Bared his wide wound, and all his bofom. towak 
Then dafh’d the fleeping monarch with his blood, 

With a difiracted air, and fudden fpring, 

Starts from his broken fleep the trembling king. 
Shakes off amaz’d th’ imaginary gore, 
While fancy paints the fcene he faw before: 
Deep in his foul his grandfire’s image wrought, 


ae 


ss 


And all his brother rofe in every thought, 


POEMS 


* Bo while the toils are fpread, and from behind 
¢ hunter’s shouts come thickening in the wind; 

‘The tiger flarts froth fleep.the war to wage, 

Colledts his powers, and roufes all his rage : 

Sternly he grinds his fungs, he weighs his might, 

Aad whets bis dreadful talente for the fight; 

Then to his young he bears his foe away, | 

His foe at once the chafer and the prey, 

Thus on his brother he in every thoughr, 

‘Waged future wars, and battles yet unfought. 


ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG GENTLE- 
. * MAN. 


WirH joy, bleft youth, we faw thee reach the 
‘coal ; 

Fair wn thy frame, and beautiful thy foul; 
The graces and the mufes came combin’d, 
Thefe to adorn the body, thofe the mind; 
“Twas there we faw the fofteft manners meet, 
‘Truth, {weetnefs, judgment, innocence; and wit. 
So form’d, he flew his race’; ‘twas quickly won, 
*Pwas but a ep, and finifh’d when begun. 
Nature herfelf furpris'd would add no more, ~ 
His life coniplete in all its parts before ; 
But his few yeara with pleafing wonder told, 
By virtues, not by days; and thought him old, 
8b far beyond his age thofe virtues ran, 
That in a boy fhe found him more than man. 
For year let wretches importune the fkies, 

> Till, at the long expence of anguith wife, 
They live, to count their days by:miferies. 
Thofe win the prize, who fooncft run the race, 
And life burns brighteft in the fhorteft fpace. 
So to the convex glafs embody'd run, 
Drawn toa point the glories of the fun; 
At once the gathering beams intenfely glow, | 
And through the ftreighten’d circle fiercely low: 
In one ftrong flame confpire the blended rays, 
Run to a fire, and crowd into a blaze. 


5 


CHRIST’S PASSION, 


From a Greek Ode of Mr. Martin's, formerly of 
New Cellege. 


AN ODE. 


No more of earthly fubjects fing, 

‘To heaven, my mule, afpire; 

“To raife the fong, charge every ftring, 

And firike the living lyre. 

Begin; in lofty numbers thow 
‘Th’ Eternal King’s unfathom’d love, 
Who reigns the fov’rcign God above, 

And faffers on the crofs below. 
Prodigious pile of wonders! rais'd too high 
For the dim ken of frail mortality. 

What numbers fhall | bring along! 
From whence fhall | begin the fong ? 
‘The mighty myflery Uli fing infpir'd 
Beyond the reach of human wifdem wrought, 
Beyond the compals of an angel’s thought, 
How by the rage of-man his Ged expird. 
“VH make che tracklefs depths of mercy known, 
How to redeem his foe God render’d up his Sun; 


A 


fog 
I'll raife my voice to tell mankind 
The viGor’s conqueft oer his doom, 
How in the grave he lay confin’d nN 
To fet more fure the ravenous tombs 
Three days th’ infernal einpire to fubdue, 
He pafs’d triumphant through the coafts of woe; 
With his own dart the tyrant death he flew, 
And led hell captive through her realms below, 


A mingled found from Calvary Ihear, 
And the loud tumults thicken on my ear, - 
The fhouts of murderers that infalt the flain, 
The voice of torment and the thricks of pain, 
Ivcaft my eyes with horror up 
To the curft mountain’s guilty top 5” 
‘See there! whom hanging in the midft I view 
Ah! how unlike the other two!.. .. « 
I fee him high abova his foes, 
And gently bending to the wood 
His head in pity down to thofe, 
‘Whofe guilt confpires to thed his blood, 
His wide-extended arme | fee, 
Transfix'd with nails, and faffen'’d to the tree, 


Man? fenfelefs man! canf thou lovk on? 

Nor make thy Saviour’s pains thy owp. 

‘The rage of all thy pain exert, 2 

Rend thy garments and thy heart ¢ 

Beat thy breaft, and grovel low, 

Beneath the burden of thy woe; 

Bleed through thy bowels, tear thy hairs, 

Breathe gales of fighs, and weep a flood of tears, 


Behold thy King with-purple cever’d round, a 
Nox in the Tyrian tincture dy’d, 

Nor dipt in poifon of Sidonian pride, : 

Bue in his own rich blood that ftreams from eve 
ry wound, 5 

Doft thou not fee the thorny circle red 2.....% 
The guilty wreathe that blufhes round his head ? 
And with what rage the bloody feourge apply'¢, 
Curls round his limbs, and ploughs into his fide? 


At fuch a fight let all thy anguith rife, 
Break up, break up the fountains of thy eyes. 
Here bid chy tears in gufhing torrents flow, 
Indulge thy grief, and give a loofe to woe. 
Weep from thy foul, till earth be drown'd, 
Weep, till thy forrows drench the ground. 
Cantt thou, ungrateful man! his torment fee, 
Nor drop a tear for him, who pours his blood for 
thee? 


ON THE KING'S RETURN, 
“3N THE YEAR I720. «> 
Return, aufpicious prince, again, | 
Nor Jet Britannia mourn in vain; ~ 


Too long, too long, has the deplor’d 
Her abfent father and her lord. 


‘To bend her gracious monarch’s mind, 
She fends her fighs in every wind + 

Can Britain's prayer be thrown afide ? 
And that the firft he e’er deny'd! fs 


Yet, mighty prince, vouchfafe to {mile, ° 
Retuss and Licis our longing ife 5 
gE ij 
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Though fond Germania begs thy flay, 
And courts thee from our eyes away, 


Though Belgie would our king detain, 
‘We know fhe begs and pleads in vain ; 
We know our gracious king prefers 
Britannia’s happinels to her's.: © 


And lo! to fave ys from defpair, 

At length he liftens to our prayer. 
Dejeged Albion's vows be hears, 
And haftes to dry her falling cearg 


He hears his anxious people pray, 

And loudly call theit king away, 

Once more their loriging eyes to blefs, 
And guard their freedom and ‘their peace. 


‘They. know, while Brunfwick fills the throng, 
‘The feafons glide with pleafure an; ‘ 
‘The Britith funs improve their rays, 
Adorn, and beautify the days. ‘ 


But fee the royal veffel flies, 

Leffening to Belgia’s weeping eyes: 

She provdly fails for’Albion’s thores, 
Guard her, ye gods, with all your powers, 


© fea, bid every wave fublide, 

and teach aliegiance to thy tide; 
‘Thy billows in fubjection keep, ° 
And own the the monarch of deep, 


Old Thames can fcarce his joy fuftain, 
But runs dowh headlong to the main, ? 
His mighty mafter to defery, 

And Icaves his fpacious chazinel dry. 


Augutta’s fons from cither hand 

Pour forth, and darken all the ftrand; 
Their eyes purfue the royal barge, 
Which now refigns her facred charge, 


Th’ unruly tranfport fhakes the. fhore, 
And drowas the’ feeble cannon’é Foary 
‘Yhe nations in the fight rejoice, °° °° 
And fend their {ouls in evety voice. 


But now amidft the loud applaufe, 

-With fhame’ the confcicus mufe withdraws, 
Nor can her voice be heard amidft the throng, 
"The theme fo lofty, and fo low the fong. 


(ON-THE MASQUERADES. 


“ Si Natura negant, facit indignatio verfym,”* 


Weri—we have reach’d the precipice at lait; 
‘The prefent age of vice obfcures the pait. 
Our dull forefathers were content to flay, 

Nor finn'd, till natufe pointed out the way : 
No arts they pradtis’d to foreftal delight, 

Bur ftopp’d te wait the calls of appetite. 

‘Their top-debauches were at bett precife, 

An unimprov'd fimplicity of vice. 

But this Sieft age has found a fairer road, 
And left the paths their anceftors had trod. 
Nay, we could wear (our tafte fo very nice is} 

“Their old caft-fathions fooner than their vices. 





Whoring till now s comman trade has been, 
But mafquerades refine upon the fin: 7 
An higher tafte to wickednefs impart, 
And fecond nature with the helps of art. 
New ways and means to pleafyres we devife, 
Since pleafure looks the lovelier in difguife, 
‘The ftealth and frolic give a fmarter guit, 
Add wit to vice, and eloquence to lu. 
{n vain the modith evil to redrefs, 
At once confpire ¢he pulpit and the prefs: ” 
Our prielts and poets preach and write in vain; 
Ail fatyr's loft both facred and profaner 
So many various changes to impart, 
Would tire an Ovid or a Proteus’ art; 
Where loft in onc promifcuous whim we fee, 
Sex. age, condition, quality, degree. 
Where the facetious crowd themfelves lay down, 
And take up ¢very perfon bat their own. 
Fools, dukes, rakes, cardinals, fops, Indian queens, 
Belles in tie-wigs, and lords in harlequins ; 
‘Vroops of right honourable porters come, 
And garter'd fava!l-coal-merchants crowd the room} 
Valets adorn’d with coranets appear, 
Lacqueys of ftate, and footmen with a ftar $ 
Sailors of quality with judges mix, 
And chimney-fweepers drive their coach and fix, 
Statefmen fo us’d at court the mafk to wear, 
With lefs difguife affume the vizor here. 
Officious Heydegger deceives our eyes, - 
For his own perfon is his heft difyuife : 
And half the reigning toaits of cqual grace, 
Truft to the natural vizor of the face. 
Ideots turn conjurers; and courtiers clowns; 
And fultans drop their handkerchiefs to nuns. 
Starch’d quakers glare in furbelows and filk; 
Beaux deal ia fprats, and ducheffes cry milk. 
But guard thy fancy, mufe, nor ftain thy per 
With the lewd joys of this faurattic fcene ; 
Where fexes blend in one. confns'd intrigue, 
Where the girls ravifh, and the men grow big 5 
Nor credit what the idle world has faid, 
OF lawyers forc'd, and judges brought to bed + 
Or that to belles their brothers. breathe their VOWR,- 
Or bufbands through miftake gallant a fpoule,.. 
Such dire difafters, and a numerous throng 
Of like enormitics, require the fong + 
But the chafte mufe, with bluthes cover'd o'er, 
Retires confus'd, and will reveal no more, 


ON A SHADOW. 
AN op. 


How are deluded humankind 


By empty fhows betray’d ? 
In all their hopes and fchemes they. fing 
A nothing or a fhade. 


‘The profpects of a truncheon caft 


A foldier on the wars; 
Difmifs’d with thatter’d limbs at laft, 
Brats, poverty, and fears, |" ~ 


‘The fond philofopher for gain 


Will leave unturn’d no tone ; 
But though they toil with endlefs pain, 


| They never find their own. 


POEM 3. 


. By the fame rock the chemifls drown, 
And find no friendly hold, 
But mele their ready fpecie down, 
+ In hopes of fancy’d gold. 


“What is the mad projector's care? 
In hopes elate and [welling, 

He builds his caftles in the air, 
Yet wants an houfe to dwell in. 


At court the poor dependants fail, 
And damn their fruitlefs toil, 
4When complimented thence to jail, 

+ - And ruin’d with a {mile 


_ How to philofophers will found 
So ftrange a truth difplay’d? 

& There’s not a fubftance to. be found, 
« But every where a fhade.”” 


TO CHLIA PLAYING ON A LUTE. - 


ON ope. 


Ware Calia's hands fly (wiftly o'er, 
And ftrike this foft machine, 

“Her touch awakes the fprings, and life 
Of harmony within. F 


Sweetly they fink into the ftrings, 
The quivering ftrings rebound, 

Each ftroke obfequtoufly obey, 
And tremble into found. 


Oh! had you blett the years of olds 
His lute had Ovid ftrung, i 
And dwelt on your's, the charming theme 
Of his immertal fong. 
Yours, with Arion’s wondrous harp, 
‘The bard had hung on high; 
And on the new-born ftar beftow’d 
The honours of the tky. 


The radiant fpheres had ceas’d their tunes, 
And dane’d in filence on, 

Pleas'd the new harmony to hear, 
More heavenly than their own. , 


Of ald to raife one fhade from hell, 
‘To Orpheus was it given: 
jt every tune of your's calls down 
An angel from his heaven. © 


To THE 


UNKOWN AUTHOR OF THE BATTLE 
+ OF THE SEXES, 


‘Tux theme in other works, for every part, 

Supplies materials to the builder's arts- 

To build from matter, is fublimely great, 

But gods and poets only can create; 

And fuch are you; their privilege you claim, 

fhow your wonders, but conceal your name. 

Like fome eftablith’d king, without controul, 

You take a general progrefs through the foul; 

Survey each part, examine every fide, 

Where fhe’s fecure, and where unfortify’d, 
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| This for the flanding fight renow 


wep 

Your pen no partial prejudices fway;: 

But truth decides, and virtue wins the day. 
Through what gay fields and flowery fceneawe 

als, i 

Where Raney fports, and fiction leads the chafe? 

Where life, as through her various acts the tends, 

Like other comedies, in marriage ends. 

What mule but yours fo juftly could difplay 

‘Th’ embattled paffions marthall'd in array? 

Bid the rang’d appetites in order move, : 

Give luft a figure, and a shape to love? 

To airy notions folid forms difpenfe, 

And make our thoughts the images of fenfe? 
Difcover all the rational machinc, within ? 
And fhow the movements, fprings, and whcels 

But Hymen waves his torch, all difeords ceafe; 
Ail parley, drop their arms, and:fue for peace. 
Soon as the fignal flames# they quit the fight, 

For all at firft hut differ'd to unite, 
From every part the lines in order moves 
And fweetly centre in the point of love. 

Let blickheadsto the mutty fchools repaig, 
And poach for morals and the paffions there, 
Where virtue, like a dwarf in giant's arms, , 
Cumber’d with words, and manacled in terms, 
Serves te amufe the philofophic fool, 

By method dry, and regularly dull. 

Who fecs thy lines fo vifibly exprefs * 

‘The foul herfelf in fuch a pleafing drefs; 

May from thy labours be convine'd and tanght, 
How Spenfr would have fung, and Plato thought, 


THE TWELFTH ODE OF ‘THE FIRST BOOK 
OF HORACE, TRANSLATED. 


Wrat man, what hero will you raife, 
By the thrill pipe, or deeper lyre? 

What God, O Clio, will you praife, 
And teach the echoes to admire? 


Amidft the thades of Helicon, 
Cold Hamas’ tops, or Pindus’ head, 
Whence the glad foretts haften’d down, 
And danc’d as tuneful Orpheus play’d. 


Tanght by che mule, He ftop'd the fall 

OF rapid floods, and charm’d the wind ; 
‘The liftening oaks obey'd the call, 

And left cheir wondering hills behind. 


Whom fhould I rit record, but Jove, _ 
Whole fway extends o’er fea and land, 
The king of men and gods above, 

Who holds the feafons in command ¥ * 


To rival Jove, thell none afpire, 
None fhall to equal glory rifes 
But Pallas claims beneath her fire, 
_ The fecond honours of the ficies. - 


To thee, O Bacehus, great in war, * 
To Dian will I firike the ftring, 


| -Of Phabus wounding from afar, 


In numbers like his own Vil fings 


The mufe Alcides hall refound ; 
The twins of Leda fhall fucceed s~ 
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Whole ftar fhines innceently fills 
___ The tlouds difperfe, the rempefts ceafe, 
The waves obedient to their will, , 
Sink down; and huth their rage to peage. 


Next thall 1 Nama’s pious reign, 
Or thine, O Romulus, relate : 

Or Rome by Brutus free’d again, 
Or haughty Cato’s glorious fare ? 


Or dwell om noble Paulus’ fame ? 
Too lavith of the patriot’s blood? 
Or Regulus’ im:vortal name, - 
Too obftinately juit and good ? 


Thefe with Camillus brave and bold, 
And other chiefs of matchlefs might, 


Rome’s virtrous poverty of old, 
Severely feafon'd to rhe fight. 


Like trees, Marcellus’ glory graws, 
With an intenfible advance ; 

The Julian far, like Cynthia, glows, 
Who leads the planetary dante, 


‘The fates, O fire of human race, 
Intruft great Cafar to thy care, 

Give'him to hold thy fecond place, 
And reign thy fole vicegerent heres 


And whether India he thall tame, 
Or to his chains the Seres doom; 

Of mighty Parthia dreads his name, 
And bows her haughty neck ta Ronge. 


While on our groves thy bolts are hurl'd, 
" And thy loud car thakées heaven above; 
He thall-with juftice awe the world, 

‘Lo none interior but to Jovg.. 


THE TWENTY-SECOND ODE OF THE 
FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 


‘The man unfully’d with a crime, 
Dildains the pangs of fear, 

He fcorns to.dip the poifon'd thaft, 
‘Or poife the glittering {pear., 

Nor with the loaded quiver goes 
To take the dreadful field; 

His folid virtue is his helm, 
And innocenee his thieldy. - 


Tp vain the fam'd Hyda(pes’ tides, 
Obiirug and bar the road, > 

He fmiles on danger, and enjoys 
“The roarings of the food. ~ 


All climes are native, and forgets 
Th’ extremes of heats and frofts, 
The Scythian Caucafus grows warm, 

And cool the Libyan coats. - 


For while 1 wander'd through the woods, 
"And rang'd the lonely grove, - : 
Loft and bewilder’d in the fouge 

And pleafing cares‘of, love; 


A wolf beheld me from afar,” 
"Of monfrous balk and -mights 
Bot, naked as 4 was, he fled 4 





A beat fo huge, not Daunia's grove, 
Nor Affic ever view'd ; we 

Though nurft by her, the lion reigns 
The monarch of the wood. 


Expofe me in thofe horrid climes, 
Where not a gentle breeze 
Revives the vegetable race, 
Or cheers the drooping trees 


Where on the world's remoteft verge 
Th’ unactive feafons lie, 

And not one genial ray unbinds 
The rigour of the thy.’ : 


On that uninhabitable fhore, 
Expofe me all atone, 

Where I may view without a thade, 
‘The culminating fun, . 


Beneath th’ equator, or the pole, ~ 
In fafety conid I rave ; 

And in a thoufand different climes 
Could live for her I Jove. 


A PROLOGUE FOR THE STROLLERS, 


Genres, of old pert prologues led the ways 
‘Yo guide, defend, and uther in the play, < 

As powder'd footmen run before the coach, 
And thunder at the door my lord's approach, 
But though they fpeak your entertainment near, 
Mott prologue’ {peed like other bills of fare; 
Seldom the languid ftomach they excite, 

And oftener pail, than raife the appetite. 

As for the play—'tis hardly worth our care, . 
‘The prologue craves your mercy for the player 
That is, your money—for by Jove | fwear, 
White gloves and lodging are confounded dear, 


“Sinee here are none but friends, the truth to own, 


Hafp'd in a coach our company came down, + 
But  moft threwdly fear we fl.:.lI depart, 
Ev'n in our old original, a cart! Bd 

SVith pride inverted, and fantaftic power, 
We ftrut thedancy’d monarchs of an hour ; 
While duns our emperors and heroes fear, 
And * Cleomenes flarves in earneft here :° 
The mightieft kings and qucens we keep in pay, 
Suppoft their pomp on eightecn-pence a day. * 
Great Cyrus for a dram has pawn’d his caae,* 
And all our Czfars can’t command a gtoats 
Our Scipios, Hannibala, and Pompeys break, 
And Cleopatra: fhifts but once a week. 

To aggravate the cafe, we have not one, 

Of all the new refinements of the town: 
No moving ftatues, no lewd harlequing, 
No pafteboard players, no heroes in machines; 
No rofin go flath lightning—twould exhautt uf, 
To buy a devil and a Doétor Fauitug. 
No windmills, dragons, millers, conjurers, 
To exercife your eyes, and {pare your'earss 
No paper leas, ne thunder from the kkies, 
No witches to defcend, no ftage to rife; 
Scarce one for us the actorse—we can fet 
Nothing before you but mere fenfe and wit. 








POEM & 


A hare downright old-fathion’d Englith feat; 

Such as true Britons only can digeit; 

Such as your homely fathers us’d to love, 

Who only came to hear and to improve ¢ 

Humbly content and pleas’ 'd with what war dreft, 
‘When Orway, Lice,and Shak/peare rang'd the feat. 


PSALM VII, TRANSLATED. 


O Kine eternal and divine‘ ‘ 
The world is thine alone : 
Above the ftars thy glorics thine, 
- Above the heavens thy throne. 


How far extends thy mighty name ! 
‘Where’er the fun can roll, 

‘That fun thy wonders dhall proclaim, 
Thy deeds from pole to pole. 


‘The infant’s tongue shall {peak thy power, 
And vindicate thy laws; 

.The tongue that never {poke before, 
Shall labour in thy caufe. 


For when J lift my thoughts and eyes, 
And view the heavens around, 

Yon flretching watte of azure fkies, 
With ftare and planets cown’d ; 


Who in their dance attend the moon, 
The emprefs of the night, 

And pour around her filver throne, 
‘Their tributary tight 1 


Lord! what is mortal man ? that he 

| ‘Thy kind regard thould thare ? 

‘What is bis fon, who claims from thee 
And challenges thy care? 


Next to the bleft angelic kind, 
Thy hands created man, 

4nd this inferior world affign’d, 

‘To dignify his {pan 

Him all revere, and all obey 
His delegated reign, 

The flocks that through the valley ftray, 
Vhe herds that graze the plain. 


‘The furious tiger {peeds his flight, 
And trembles at his power ; 

Tn fear of his fuperior might, 

* The lions ceafe to roar. * 


‘Whatever horrid monfters tread 
‘The paths beneath the fea, 

Their king at awful diftance dread, ° 
And fullenly obey. 

P Lord, how far extends thy name! 

“ Where'er the fun'can roll, 

That fun thy wonders thall proclaim; 
Thy deeds from pole to pola, 


PSALM XXIV. PARAPHRASED. 


Far af the world can ftretch its bounds, 
"The Lord is king of all, : 
* Lis wondrous power extends around 


bog 
Fer he within the gloomy deepa 

Sts dark foundations catty, 
And rear'd the pillars of the earth 

Amid the watery waite, 


Who fhall afcend his Sion’s hill, 
And fee Jehovah there? 

Who from his facred thrine thall breathe 
The Sacrifice of prayer? 


He only whofe unfully’d foul 
Fair virtue’s paths has trod, 

Who with clean hands and heart regarda 
His neighbour and his God. 


On him fhall his indulgent Lord 

+ Diffufive bounties thed, 

From God his Saviour thall defcend 
1 bleffings on his heady 


Of thofe who feck his righteous ways, 
Is this the chofen race, 

Who bafk in all his bounteous fmiles, 
And flourifh in his grace. 


~Lift up your ftately heads, ye doors, 
With hafty reverence rife ; 
Ye everlafting doors, who guard. 
The paffes of the fkies. © 


Swift from your golden hinges leap 
Your barriers roll away; 
Now throw your blazing portals wide, 
” And burft the gates of day. 


For fee! the King of glory comes 
Along th’ ethereal road : 

The cherubs through your folds fhal] bear 
The triumph of your God. 


Who is this great and glorious King? 
Oh! ’tis the Lord, whofe might 

Decides the conqueft; and fufpends 
The balance of the fight. 


Lift up your ftately heads, ye deors, 
With hafty reverence rife; 

Ye everlafting doors, who guard 
The paffes of the ikies. 


Swift from your golden hinges leap, 
Your barriers roll away, = 

Now throw your blazing portals wide, 
And burft the gates of day. 


For fee! the King of glory comes ~~ 
Along th’ ethereal road: : 
The cherubs through your folds fhall bear 

The triumphs of their God, 


‘Who is this great and glorious King? 
Oh! ’tis che God, whofe care . 

Leads on his Ifrael to the field, 
Whofe power controuls the war, 


PSALM XXIX, 


Ye mighty princes, your’oblations bring, 
And pay due honours to your awful King; * 
His boundlefs power to all the world proclaim 
Bend at his fhrine, and tremble at his name, 
For hark! his yoice with unrefifted fway 


ts 


‘Within due bounds ‘the mighty acea keeps, 
And in their watery cavern awes the deeps: 
Shouk by that voice, the nodding proves around 
Start from their roots, and fly the dreadful faynd. 
‘The blaited cedars low in duft are laid 

And Lebanon is left without a thade. 

See! when he fpcaks, the lofty mountains crowd 
And fly for fhelter from the thundering God : 
Sirion and Lebanon like hinds advance, 

And in wild meafures lead th’ unwieldy danee. 
His voice, his mighty voice, divides the fire, 
Back from the blaft the thrinking dames retire. 
Ev’n Cades trembles when Jehuvah fpeaks, 
With all his favages the defert thakes. 

At the dread found the hinds with fear are ung, 
And in the lonely forefl drop their young, ‘ 
While in his hallow’d temple all proclaim 

His glorious honours, and adore his name, 

High o'er the foaming Carges of the fea 

He fits, and bids the liftening deeps obey 3 
+ He reigns o’er all; for ever latts his power 

Till nature finks, and time fhall be no more, 
With ftrength the fons of IMrael thall he blefs, 
And crown our tribes with happinefs and peace, 


PSALM XLVI, PARAPHRASED, 


Ow God we build our fare defence, 
In God our hope repofe : B 

His band protects us in the fight, 
sAnd guards ué from our woes. 

, Then be the earth’s unwieldy frame 

From its foundation -hurl'd, 

‘We may, unmov'd with fear, enjoy 
The ruins of the world. 

What though the fofid rocks be rent, 
In tempefts whirl'd away ? 

‘What though the hills fhould burft their roots, 
And roll into'the fea? 


Thou fea, with dreadful tamults fwrell, 
And bid thy waters rife 
Th furious urges, till they dath 


The flood-gates of the ficies. 


Our minds fhall be ferene and calm, 
Like Siloah's peaceful flood ; 

‘Whofe foft and filver ftreams refreth 
The city of our God, 

‘Within the proud delighted wayes 
Their wanton turrets play; 

‘The ftreams lead down their humid train 
Reluctant to the fea. 


Amid the fcene the temple floats, 
With its reflected towers, 

Gilds ali the furface of the flood, 
And dances to the fhores. 


‘With wonder fee what mighty power 
Qur facred Sion cheers; 
Lo! there amidft her ftately walls 
Her Gad, her God appears. 
Fix’d on her bafis the thall land, 
nd, innocently proud, 
Smile on ‘the tumults of the world, 
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See! how, their weaknefs to prociains, 
‘The heathen tribes engage ! . 

See! how with fruitlefs wrath they burn, 
And impotence of rage! 

| But God has fpoke ; and, Jo! the world, 
His terrors to difplay, 

With all the melting globe of earth, 
Drops filently away. 

Still to the mighty Lord of hots 
Securely we refort; 

For refuge fly to Jacsb’s God, 
Our fuccour and fupport. 


Hither, ye numerous nations, crowd, 
In filent rapture ftand, 

And (ee o'er all the earth difplay’d 
The wonders of his hand. . 


He bids the din of war be ftilf, 
And all its tumults ceafe; 

He bids the guiltle(s trumpet found 
The harmony of peace, 

He breaks the tough reludtant bow, 
He burfts the brazen ipear, 

And in the crackling fire his hand 
Confumes the biazing car. 


Hear then his formidable voice, 
“ Be ftill and know the Lord; 
“ By all the heathen I'll be fear’d, 
“ By all the earth ador’d,” 
Still to the mighty Lord of hofts 
Securely we refort ; 
For refuge fly to Jacoh’s God, 
Que fuccour and fupport. 


PSALM XC. PARAPHRASED. 


Tuy hand, O Lord, throngh rolling years, 
Has fav'd us from defpair, 

From period down to period ftretch’d 
The profpedts of thy care. 


Before the world was firft conceiv'd, 
Before the pregnant earth 

Call’d forth the mountains from her womb, 
Who ftruggled to their birth; ~ 

Eternal God} thy early: days 
Beyond duration run, 

Ere the firft race of farting time 
‘Was meafur'd by the fun. 

We die; but future nations hear 
Thy potent voice again; 

Rife at the fummons, and reftore 
The perifi'd race of man. ~~ 


Before thy comprehenfive fight 
Duration fleets away ; 

And rapid ages on she wing 
Fly {wifter than a day. 

As great Jchovah’s piercing eyo 
Eternity explore, — : 

The longeft era is a night, 
A period is an hour. 


We at thy mighty call. O Lord. 


POEMS. 


Roue'd from the flattering dream of life, 

“. To fleep within the grave. 

Swift from their barrier to, their goal 
The rapid moments pafs, 

And leave poor man, for whom they run, 
‘The emblem of the grafe: 

In the firft morn of life it grows, 
And lifts its verdant head, 

At noon decays, at evening dies, 
And withers in the mead. 

We in the glories of thy face 
Qur fecret fins furvey, 

“And {ee how gloomy thofe appear, :.. 
How pure and radiant they. 

To death, as our appointed goal, 
Thy anger drives us on, 

.To that full period fix’d at leigth 
This tale of life is dope. 

With winged {peed to ftated bounds 
Aud limits we muft fly, 

‘While feventy rolling funs complete 
Their circles in the dey. 

Or if ten more around us roll, 
‘Tis labour, woe, and ftrife, 

Till we at length are quite drawn down 
To the laft dregs of life, 

But who, O Lord, regards thy wrath, 
Though dreadful and fevere? 

‘That wrath, whatever fear he feels, 
Ts equal to his fear. 


So teach us, Lord, to count our days, 
And eye their conftant race, . 

To meafure what we want in time 
By wifdom and by grace. 


With us repent, and on our hearts 
Thy choiceft graces thed, 

And fhower from thy celeitial throne 

«: Thy bleffings on our head, 


Oh! may thy mercy crown us here, 
And come without delay 3 
Then our whole courfe of life will feem 
. © One glad triumphant day. 
Now the bleft years of joy-reftore 
" For thofe of grief and ftrife, 
And with one pleafant drop allay 
“" ‘This bitter draught of life... ' 
Thy wonders to the world difplay, 
Thy fervants to adorn, 
That may delight their future fons, 
Aad children yet unborn. 


Thy beams of majefty diffufe, 
With them thy great commands, 
And bid profperity attend 
The labours of our hands, 


PSALM .CXXXIX. PARAPHRASED, 
IN MILTONIC VERSE. | 


IO dread Jehovah! thy all-piercing eyes 


OE OE eee gt A LenS, IN iene ea 


‘Srg 


*, This tenement of duft: Thy firctching fight 
Surveys th’ harmonious principles that move 
In beauteous rank and order, to inform 
This cafk and animated mafs of clay. 
Nor are the profpects of thy wondrous fight 
To this terzeftrial part of man confin'ds 
But thoot into his foul, and there difcern 
The firft materials of unfethion’d thought. 
Yet dim and undigefted, tili the mind, . 
Big with the tender images, expands, 
And, fwelling, labours with th’ ideal bieth. 
Where’er t move, thy cares purfue my feet 
Attendant. . When I drink the dews of fleep, 
Stretch’d on my downy bed, and there enjoy 
A {weet forgerfulnefs of al! my toils, 
Unfcen thy fovereign prefence guards my flee; 
Watts all the terrors of. my dreams away, 
Soothes all my foul, and foftens my repofe. 
Before conception can employ the tongues 
And mould the duétile images to found; 
Before imagination ftands difplay’d, 
Thine eye the future eloquence can read, 
Yet unarray'd with fpeech. Thou, mighty Lord! 
Haft moulded. man from his congenial duft,. 
And fpoke him into being ; while the clay, 
Beneath thy forming hand, leap’d forth, infpir'd, 
And ftarted into life: through every part, 
At thy command, the wheels of motion play’d., 
But fuch exalted knowledge leaves below 
And drops poor man from its fuperior fpheres 
In vain, with reafon’s ballatt, would he try 
To ftem th’ unfathomable depth ; his bark 
O’erfets, and founders in the vaft abyfse 
Then whither fhall the rapid fancy ron, 
Though in its full career, to {peed my flight 
From thy unbounded prefence? which alone 
Fille all the regions and extended fpace 
Beyond the bounds of nature! Whither, Lerd, 
Shall my yarein’d imagination rove, 

} To leave behind thy fpirit, and out-fly ” [fpready 
Its influence, which, with brooding wings out- 
Hlatch’d unfedg'd nature from the dark profound, 

If, mounted on my towering thoughts, ¥ climb 
Into the heaven of heavens, I there behold 
The blaze of thy unclouded majefty ! 
In the pure empyrean thee 1 view,- 
High thron’d above all height, thy radiant fhrine, 
Throng’d with the proftrate feraphs, who reccive 
Beatitude paft utterance! |f [ plunge 
Down to the gloom of Tartarus profound, 
There too I find thee in the loweft bounds. 
Of Erebus, and read thee in the fcenes 

4 Of complicated wrath: I fee thee clad 
inall the majefty of darknefs there. 

| _If, on the ruddy morning's purple wings 
Upborne, with indefatigable courfe; 

I feck the glowing borders of the eaft, 

Where the bright fun, emergent from the deeps, 
With his firft glories gilds the fparkling feas, 

And trembles o'er the waves; ev'n there thy hand. 
Shall through the watery defert guide my courfe, 
And o’er the broken furges pave my way, 

While on the dreadful whirls 1 hang fecure, 


And mock the warring ocean. ff, with hopes, 
Fe Peon See | ee eee Pa _——. 
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To hide, and wrap me fn its mantling fhade, © . 

Vain were the thought : for thy unbounded ken 

Darts through the thickening gloom, and prices 
through all ; 

The palpable obfcure. Before thy eyes,- 


"The vanquith’d night throws off her dufky fhrowd, 
- He guards my life, and thields me from my foes. 


And kindles into day: the fhade and light, 
‘To man fill various, but the fame to thee. * 

On thee igall the ftru&ture of my frame 
Dependant. Lock’d within the Glent womb, 
Sleeping 1 Jay, and ripening to my birth ; 

Yet, Lord, thy out-{tretch’d arm preferv’dme there; 
‘Before | mow’d to entity, and trod’ 

The verge of being. ‘Fo thy hallow“d name 
Y'll pay due honours: for thy mighty hand 
Built this corporeal fabric, when it laid” * 
The ground-work of exiftence. Hence, I read 
"The wonders of thy art; This frame | view, 
‘With terror and delight; and, wrapt in both, 
F Martle at myfelf. “My bones, unform'd 

As yet, nor hardening from the vifcnous parts, 
But blended with th’ wwaniniated mafe, 

Thy eye diftin@ly view'd; and while [ lay 
Within the earth, imperfect, nor perceiv'd 
‘The firft faint dawn of life, with eafe furvey’d 
"The vital glimmerings of the active feeds, 

ye kindling to cxiftence ; and beheld 

ry fubftance fearce material. In thy book, 

‘Was the fair model of this ftrugture drawn, 
‘Where every part, in juft connegtion join’d, 
Compos’d and perfected th’ harmonious piece, 
Ere the dim {peck of being learn'd to ftretch 
Its duétile form, of entity had known 
To range and wanton i an ampler Space. 
How dear, how rooted in my inmoft foul, 
Arc all thy counfels, and the varions ways 
Of thy eternal providence! The fum 
So boundtefs and immenfe, it leaves behind 
"The low account of numbers; and out-flies 
* All that imagination e’er conceiv'd, 
Lefs numerous are the fands that crowd the fhores, 
"The barriers of the ocean. When I rife 
From my foft bed, and fofter joys of fleep, 
Trife to thee. Yet Jo! the impious flight 
Thy mighty wonders. Shall the fons of vice 
Elude the vengeance of thy wrathful hand, 
And mock thy lingering thunder, which with- 
holds 5 
Its forky terrors, from their guilty heads‘ 
‘Thou great tremenduous God !—Avaunt, and fly, 
All ye who ‘thirft for blood.—For, fwoln with 
ride, i 
Each haughty wretch blafphemes thy facred name, 
And bellows-his reproachcs to affront” i 
‘Thy glorious Majcfty. Thy foes I hate 
‘Worle than my own, O Lord! Explore my foul, 
See if a flaw or fain of fin infects - 
My guilty thoughts. Then, lead mé in the way 
Ehat guides my fect to thy own heaven and thee, 





“PSALM CXLIV. PARAPHRASED. 


‘My foul in raptures rife to blefs the Lord, : 
‘Who taught my hands to draw the fatal {word; 
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He taught me firft the pointed fpear to wield, 
And mow the glorious harveft of the field. 

By him infpir’d, from ftrength to flrength f paft, - 
the troops, and laid the battle’ 
watte. # a 
Ya him my hopes J centre and repofe, 


He held his arsple buckler o’er my head, 

And ferecn’d me trembling in the mighty fhade 3 - 
Againft all hoftile violence and power, 

He was my fword, my bulwark, and my tower. 
He o’er my people will maintain my fway, 

And teach my willing fubjects to obey. : 

Lord! what is man? of vile and hamble birth, * 
Sprung with this kindred reptiles from the earth, 
That he should thus thy fecret counsels fhare,~ 
Or what his fon, who challenges thy care? 
Why does thine eye regard this nothing, man? 
His life a point, his meafuge but a {pan ; 

The fancy’d pageant of a moment made, 
Swift as adream, and fleeting as a fhade. * 

Come in thy power, and leave th’ etherea! plain, 
And to thy harnefs’d tempeft give the rein; ~ 
Yon ftarry arch fhafl bend beneath the load, 

So loud the chariot, and fo great the God! 
Soon as his rapid wheels Jehovah rolls, . 


“The folding Skies hall tremble to the poles: 


Heaven’s gaudy axle with the world hall fall, 

Leap from the centye, and unttinge the ball. (pire” 
Touch'd by thy hands, the labouring hills ex- 

Thick clouds of fmcke, and deluges of fire; 

On the tall groves the red deftroyer preys, 

And wraps th’ eternal mountains in the blazes. 

Full on my foes may all thy lightnings fly, 

On porple pinions through the gloomy fky. 
Extend thy hand, thou kind all-gracious God, © 

Down from the heaven of heavens thy bright, 

abode, = ‘ 

And thield me from my foes, whofe towering pridg. 

Lowers like a ftorm, and gathers like a tide: ° *” 

Againfhftrange children vindicate my caufe, 

Who curfe thy name, and trample on thy laws; 

Who fear not vengeance which they never felt, 


| Train’d to blafpheme, and eloquent in guilt: 


Their hands are impious, and their deeds profane, 
They plead their boafted innocence in vain. 

Thy name hall dwelt for ever on my tongue, © 

And guide the fucred numbers of my fong ; 

‘To thee my mufe fhall confecrate her lays, 

And every note fhall labour in thy praife ; 

The hallow’d theme fhall teach me how to fing, 
Swell on the lyre, and tremble on the ftring. 

Oft has thy hand from fight the monarch led, 
‘When death flew raging, and the battle bled; 
And fnatch'd thy fervant in the laft defpair 
From ail the rifing tumult of the war,” 

Againtt ftrange children vindicate my caufe, 
Who curfe thy name, and trample on thy lawss 
That our fair fons may fmile in early bloom, 

Our fons, the hopes of all our years to come-:” 
Like plants that nurs'd by foflering thowets arife, 
And lift their fpreading honours to the ikies. 


That our chafte daughters may their charms ae 





“POEMS. 
-{ AfliGed Job an equal reft might have, 


Piled up wich plenty let our barns “appear, 
And burft with all the feafons of the year ; 
Let pregnaut focks in every quarter bleat, 
And drop their tender young in every ftreet. 
Safé#from their labaurs may our oxen conic, 
Ssfe may they bring the gather’d fammer home. 
Oh! may no fighs, no ftreams of forraw flow, 
To ftain our triumphs with the tears of woe, 

Blefi'd is the nation; how fincerely biels’d ! 
QEfuch unbounded happinels poflcfs'd, 

To whom Jehovah's facred name is known, 
Who claim the God of frac] for their own. 


JOB, CHAP. Ti. 


Jon curs'd his birth, and bade his curfes flow 
In words of grief, and cloquence of woe 3 
Loft he that day which dragg’d me ta my doom, 
Recent to life, and ftrugeling from the womb ; 
Whofe beams with fuch malignant luftre thone, 
Whence ajl my years in anxious circles run. 
Loft be that night in undetermin’d fpace, © 
And veil with deeper thades her gloomy face, 
‘Which crowded up with woes this flender fpan, 
While the dull mafs rofe quickening into man, 
O’er that curs’d day let fable darknefs rife, 
Shrowd the bide vault, and blacken all the fkies; 
May God o'erlook it from his heavenly throne, : 
Nor roufe from fleep the fedentary fun. ©” 
O'er its dark face to fhed his genial ray, 
And warm to joy the melancholy day. 
May the clouds frown, and livid poifons breathe, 
And flain heaven’s azure with the fhade of death. 
May ten-fold darknefs from that dreadful night 
Seize and arreft the ftraggling gleams of light; 
To pay due vengeance for its fatal crime, 
Still be it banifh’d from the train of time ; 
Nor in the radjint lift of months appear, 
'To ftainAhe fhining circle of the year: 
There through her dufky range may filence 
roam, + 
There may no ray, no glimpfe of gladnefs come, 
No voice to cheer the folitary gloom. 
May every ftar his gaudy light with-hold, 
Nor through the vapour thoot his beamy gold: 
Nor let the dawn with radiant fiirts come on, 
‘Tipp'd with the glories of the rifing fun ; 
Becaufe that dreadful period fix'd my doom, 
Nor feal’d the dark receffes of the womb. 
‘To that original muy ills I owe, 
Heir of affliction, and the fon of woe, 
Oh! had I dy’d unexercis’d in pain,** 
And wak'd to life, to fleep in death again! 
Why did not fate attend me at my birth, 
nd give me back to my congenial earth ? 
hy was I, when an infant, footh’d to reft,, 
Luli'd on the knee, or hung upon the breaft? ~ 
.For pow the grave wolld all my cares conrpofe, 
onceal my forrows, and intenmy woes: 
VP—wrapp'd and lock'd within his cold embrace, 
Safe had 1 flumber’d in the arms of peace; 
"There with the mighty kings, who Iie inroil’d 
Iu clouds of incenfe, and in beds of gold = 


Phere with the princes, who in grandeur fhone, 
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And thare the dark retirement of the grave ; 

Or as a fhapelefs embryo feek the tomb, 

Rude and imperfeét from the abortive womb: 

Ere motion’s early principle began, 

Or the dim fubftance kindled into man. . (eeafe, 
There from their monftrous cfimes the wicked 

There labouring guilt is weary'd inte peace ; 

There blended fleep the coward and the brave, i 

ec 


_Stretch’d with his lord, the undiftinguifh'd flav. 
| Enjoys the common refuge of the grave. -. 


An equal lot the mighty victor thares, 
And lies amid the captives of Sis wars ; 
With his, thofe captives mingle their remains, 
The fame in death, nor leffen’d by their chains, 
Why are we doom’d to view the genial ray ? 
Why curft to bear the painful light of day? 
Oh! with what joy the wretches yield their breath? 
And pant in bitternefs of foul far death?” 
Asa sich prize, the diftant blifs they crave, 
And find the glorious treafure in the grave. + 
Why is the wretch condemn’d without relief, 
To combat woe, and tread the round of grief, 
Whom in the toils of fate bis God has bound, 
And drawn the line of miferies around? 

When nature cajls for aid, my fighs intrude, 
My tears prevent my veceffary food : 
Like a full ftream o’ercharg’d, my forrows flow 
In burfts of anguith, and a tide of woe; 
For now the dire affliction which I fled, 
Pours like a roaring torrent on my head. 
My terrors ftill che phantom view’d, and wrought 
The dreadful image into every thought : 
At length pluck’d down, the fatal ftroke I feel, 
And lofe the fancy’d in the real il. 


JOB, CHAP, XXV. PARAPHRASED, 


Ten will vain man complain and murmur Mill? 
And ftand on terms with his Créator’s will?” 
Shall this high privilege to clay be given? 
Shall duft arraign the providence of heaven ? 
With reafon’s line the boundlefs diftance {cans 
Oppofe heaven's awful majefty to man, 
To what a length his vaft dominions run? 
How far beyond the journeys of the fun ? 
He hung yon golden balls of light on high, 
And launch'd the planets through the liquid fry 
To rolling worlds he mark’d the certain fpace, 
Fix'd and fuftain’d the elemental peace. 
Unnumber'd as thofe worlds his armics move. 
And the gay legions guard his realms above ; 
High o'er th’ ethereal plains, the myriads rife, 
And pour their flaming ranks along the ficies: 
From their bright arms inceffant {plendoyrs ftream, 
And the wide azure kindles with the gleam, 
To this law world he bids the light repair, 
Down through the gulfs of undulating air: | 
For man he taught the glorious fun to roll, 
From his bright barrier to hig weftern goal. 
How then fhall man, thus infolently proud, 
Plead with his Judge, and combat with his Ged 8, 
How from his mortal mother can he come, ©” 
Unftain'd from fin, ontinur'd from the womb 
The Lord from his fublime empyreal throne, 
Asa dark aloh>. recarde the filver moan. *: 


‘at, 


‘Thofe flara, that prace the wide celeftial plain, 
Are but the humbieft fweepings of his train ; 
Dim are the brighteft (plendours of the fky; 

And the fun-darkens in Jchovah’s eye,” 

But does not fin diffufe a fouler ftain, 

And thicker darknefs cloud the foul of mah? 
Shall he the depths of endlefs wifdom know ? 
The thort-liv’d fovereign of the world below ? 
His frail original confounds his boutt, {dutt. 
Sprung from the ground, and quicken’d from the 


THE 80NG OF MOSES, 


iw The APTLENTH CHAPTER OF EXODUS, PARA- 
bunasey. 


‘Tnen to the Lord, the vai triumphant throng 
Of Ifracl’s fons, with Mofes, rais’d the fong. ~ 
To God our grateful accents will we raife, 
And every tongue fhall celebrate his praife : 
Behold difplay’d the wonders of hia might ; 
Behold the Lord triumphant in the fight! 
‘With what immortal fame and glory grac’d! 
‘What trophies rais’d amid the watery wafle! 
How did his power the ftceds and riders fweep 
Ingulf’d in heaps, and whelm'd beneath the deep? 
Whom fhould we fear, while he, heav'’n's aw- 
; ful Lord; |. \ 
Untheaths for Widel his avenging fword? 
His outftretch’d arm, and tutelary care, 
Guarded and fav'd ws in the laft defpair + 
His mercy eas'd us from our circling paitis, 
Unbound our thackles and unlock’d our chaitis. 
‘To him our God, our fathers God, VIl rear 
A facred temple, and adore him there, } 
With vows and incenfe, facrifice and prayer. 
"Khe Lord commands in war; his matchlefs 
eo Might 
Flangs out and guides the balance of the fight : 
By him the war the mighty leaders form, 
And teach the hovering tumult where to ftorm. 
His name, O Ifrael, Heaven's Eternal Lord, 
For cver houour’d, reverenc’d, and ador’d. 
When to the fight from Egypc’s fruitful foil, 
‘Pour'd forth iti myriads all the fons of Nile ; 
"Fhe Lord o’erthiew the courfer and the car, 
Sunk Pharach’s pride, and overwhelm’d his war. 
Hieneath th? encumber’d deeps his legions lay, 
For many a league impurpling all the fea: 
‘The chiefs, and {teeds, and warriors whirl’d around, 
Lay midft the roarings of the furges drown’d, 
“Who fnali thy power, chou mighty God, with- 
ftand, 
tAnd check the force of thy vidtorious hand 
‘Thy hand; which red with wrath in terror rofe, 
‘To crufh that day chy proud Egyptian foes. 
Struck by that hand, their drooping fquadrons fall, 
“Crowding in death; one fate o’erwhelms them all. 
Soon as thy anger, charg’d with vengeance, 
came, 
They funk like ftubble crackling in the flame. 
At thy diead voice the fummon’d billows crowd, 
Anda ftill filence lulls the wondering flood : 
Roll'd up, the cryftal ridges ftrike the ‘kies, 
‘Waves pecp o’er waves, and {eas o’er {eas arife, 


THE WORKS OF PITT. 


Around i heaps the liflening furges hand; 
Mute and obfervant of the high command. 
Congeal’d with fear attends the watery train, 
Rous’d from the fecret-chambers of the mai 
With favage joy the fons of Egypt éry’d, 
(Vat were their hopes, aud boundlefs was.sheit 
®. pride) : 
Let us purfue thofe fugitives of Nile, 
This fervile nation, and divide the fpoil : 
And fpread fo wide the flaughter, till their blody 
Dyes with a ftronger red the blufhing flood.” 
Oh! what a copious prey their hofls afford, 
To glut and fatten the devouring fword ! 
As thus the yawning gulf the boafters pafs 
At thy command ruth’d forth the rapid blaft. | 
Then, at the fignal given, with dreadful fway 
In one huge heap roli'd down the roaring fea 
And now the difintangled waves divide, 
Unlock theif folds, and thaw the frozen tides 
The deeps alarm’d call terribly from far 
The loud, embattled farges to the war; 
Till her proud fons aftonifh’d Egypt found, . 
Cover'd with billows, and in tempefls drown’dy 
What God can emulate thy power divine, 
Or who oppofe his miracles to thine ! 
When joyful we adore thy glorious name, 
‘Thy trembling foes cénfefs their foar and fhame. 
The world attends thy abfolute command, 
And nature waits the wonders of thine hand. 
That hand, exrended o’er the fwelling fea, 
The confciuus billows reverence and obey. 
O’er the devoted race the furges fweep, 
And whelm the gnilty vation in the deep. 
That hand redeem'd us from our fervile toil, 
And each infulting tyrant of the Nile: = 
Our nation came beneath that mighty hand; 
From Egypt's realms to Canaan’s facred land, 
Thou wert their Guide, their Saviour,-and thei¢ 
God, - 
To fmoothe the way, ard cleat the dreadiul roads 
The didant kingdoms fhall thy wonders hear, 
The fierce Philiftines thall confefs their fear; 
‘Thy fame thall over Edom’s princes fpread, 
And Moab’s kings, the univerfal dread ; 
While the vatt fceries of miracles impart 
A thrilling horror to the braveft heart. 
As throngh the world the gathering terror runsy 
Canaan fuall fhrink, and tremble for his fons. 
Till thou haft Jacob from his boncage brought, 
At fuch a vaft expence of wonders bought, 
To Canaan’s promis'd realms and blelt abodes, 
‘Led through the dark recefies of the foods. 
Crown’d with their tribes fhal! proud Moriah rife, 
And rear his fummit nearer ta the hkies. 
Through ages, Lord, shall ftretch thy boundleft. 
wer, “ 
Thy throne fhall ftand when time fhall be no more: 
For Pharaoh's fteeds, and cars, and wastike typiny 
Leap'd in, and boldly rang’d the fandy plain. 
While in the dreadful road, and defert wa 
‘The fhining crowds of gafping fifics lay : 
Till, all around with liquid totls belet, 
The Lord fwept o’cr their heads the watery net. 
He freed the ocean from his fecret chain, 
And on each hard diichare’d the thundering maiz. 





POEM & 
‘The loofen’d billows burft from every fide, yw Nor lodge beneath one roof, ner launch 
And whelm the Soe warriors in the tide; | One veffel from the land. 
But on each hand the folid billows ftood, 

Like lofty mounds to check the raging flood; Ker, Sead pdt: 


ithe ble raceto promis’d Canaan pat | |) 
ef the dry path trod the watery wate | een gee 


AE THIRD ODE OF THE SECOND Book The wrath divine purfaes the wretch, 

_ OF HORACE; PARAPHRASED, At prefent, lame and flow, 
in the brave youth be train’d, the fiings Brgae we prey is sa 
ae Of poverty to bear, 

“And in the {chool of want be taught 
+ The exercife of war. 
“him be prais’d in his bloom, 
.0 liften to alarms, 
learn proud Parthia to fubdue 
ith unrefifted arms. 


The hottile tyrant’s beauteous bride, 
Diftracted with defpair, 
Beholds him pouring to the fight, 
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THE THIRD ODE OF THE FOURTH BO 
OF HORACE, PARAPHE A SE 
Wnrom firft, Matjoniane, dey ef 
With friendly afpect views, 
Shall from his cradle rife renown’d, 
And facred to the mufer = 


Nor to the Ifthmian games his fame 





And thundering through the war. And deathlefs triumphs owe; 
+ froupithie -Heteh exiews Nor fhall_he wear the verdant wreathe, 
f 3 "The daughter of his fword, That fhades the champion’s brow. . 
Thus hall the fair exprefs her grief, Nor in the wide Elzan plains. 
And tertors for her Lord : Fatigue the courfer’s fpeed; 
Look down, ye gracious powers,@om heaven, Nor through’ the glorious cloud of 
Nor let my confort go, Provoke the bounding So : 


Rude in the arts of war, to fight 
This formidable foe. 


Oh! not withhalf that dreadful rage 
The royal favage flies, 

When, at the flighteft touch, he fprings, 
And darts upon his prize. 

How fair, how comely are our wounds, 
In our dear country’s canfe! 

What fome attends the glorious fate, 
Thét props our dying laws ! 


leath’s cold hand arrefts the fears 
That haunt the coward’s mind; 
Swift fhe purfues the flying wretch, 
_ And wounds him from behind, 


Bravely regardlefs of difgrace, 
jold virtue ftands alone, 
| With pure unfully’d glory thines, 
| And honours ftill her own. 
bp From the dark grave, and filent duft, 
_ She bids her fons arife, 
_ And to the radiant train unfolds 
3 ‘The portals of the fkies. - 
low, with triumphant wings, the foars, 
Above the realms of day, 
6 the dull earth, and groveling crowd, 
And tolvers th’ ethereal way. 
i has filence a reward, 

blefs'd abodes, 

Thee holy filence which conceals 

The fecrets of the gods. 


jut with a wretch I would not live, 


«By facrilege profan'd, 


Nor, as an haughty vitor, mount 
‘The Capitolian heights, 
And proudly dedicate to ee 
The trophies of his fig! 
Becaufe his thundering hand in war 
Has check’d the {welling tide” 
Of the ftern tyrant’s power, and broke 
The meafures of his pride. x8 


But by fweet Tyburn’s groves and 
His glorious theme purfues, 

And {corns the laurels of the war, 

For thofe that crown the mufe, 


There in the mot retir’d tetreats, 
He fets his charming fong, 

To the {weet harp which 
Or bold Alexus ftrung. 


Rank’d by thy fons, Imperial Rome, 
Among the peet’s quire, 

Above the reach of envy’shand 
I fafely may afpire. 3 


Thon facred mufe, whofe artful baad 
Can teach the bard to fing ; 2 
Can animate the golden lyre, 
And wake the Fring firing : 3 
- Thou, by whofe mighty power, may fing, 
In unaccuftom’d ftrains, 2 
The filent fithes in the fa floods, ‘ 
As on their banks the fwans, © 
To thee lowe my fpreading fame, © 
That thoufands, as they gaze, —~ See 
Make ma their wonder's ee re | 
And ol jet of their praift, 
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616, 
If firft 1 Mlruck the Lefbian lyre, 


, No fame belongs to me; 
TI owe my honours, when I pleafe, 


(HE e’er I pleafe) to thes. \ 
ON THE 

APPROACHING CONGRESSOF CAMBRAY. 
, WRITTEN 1N 1721. o ; 


Ye patriots of the world, whofe cares combin'd 
Confult the public welfare of mankind, . 
Ons moment let the crowding kingdoms wait, 
-And Europe in fefpenfe’attend her fate, 
‘Which turns in your great concils; nor refufe 
‘To hear the ftrains of the prophetic mufe ; 
Who fees thofe councils with a generous care 
Heal the wide wounds, and calth the rage of war; 
She fees new verdure all the plain o’erf{pread, 
“ Where the fight burn’d, and where the battle bled. 
The fields of death a fofter feene difclofe, 
And Ceres {miles where iron harvetts rofe. 
‘The bleating flocks along the baftion pafs, 
And from the awful ruins crop the grafe, 
Freed from his fears, each unmolcfted fwain, 
In peaceful furrows cuts the fatal plain ; 
‘Turns the high bulwark and afpiring mound, 
And fees the camp with all the feafons crown'd. 
Beneath each clod, bright burnith’d arms appear ; 
Each furrow glitters with the pride of war; 
‘The fields refound and tinkle as they break, 
And the keen faulchion rings againft the rake; 
At reft beneath the hanging ramparts laid, 
‘He fings fecurely, in the dreadful fhade. 

Hark !—-—o’er the feas, the Britifh lions roar 
"Their monarch’s fame to every diftant fhore ; 
Swift on their canvas wings his navies go, 
“Wherever tides can roll, of winds can blow; 
‘Their fails within the arctic circle rife, 

Led by the flare that gild the northern fkies; 
,'Tempt frozen feas, nor fear the driving blatt, 
But {well exvlting o’er the hoary watte ; 
O’cr the wide ocean hold fupreme command, 
» And aétive commerce fpread through every land; 
Or with full pride to fouthern regions run, 
"To diftant worlds, on t’ other fide the fun; 
And plough the tides, where odoriferous gales 
Perfume the fmiling waves, and Aretch the belly- 
ing fails. 
-, See | the proud merchant feek the precious fhore, 
‘And trace the winding veins of glittering ore ; 
Low in the earth his wondering eyes behold 
Th’ impérfed metal ripening into gold. 
‘The mountains tremble with alternate rays, 
~And caf at once a fhadow and ablaze: 
treak’d o’er with gold, the pebbles flame around, 
Gleam o’er the foil, and gild the tinkling ground; 
Gharg'd with the glorious’prize, his veffels come, 
And in proud triumph bring an India home. i 
Fair concord, hail; thy wings o’er Brunfwick 
f{pready 
And with thy olives crown his laurel’d head. 
Come; in thy mof diftinguifh’d charms appear ; 
Qh! come, and bole the iron gates of a 
The fight ftands till when Brunfwick Vids it ceafe, 
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| Like awful juftice, fits fepetior lord, 


To peife the balance, or to draw the fword 

on due fufpenfe the jarring realms to keep, 

énd hufh the tumults of the world to fleep. 
Now with a brighter face, and nobler ray, 

St ine forth, thou fource of light, and god of dz~- 

Sav, didft thou ever in thy bright career 

Light up before a more diflinguift’d year? 

Through all thy journeys paft, thou can ‘rot fc 

A peric& image of what this fhall be : 

Scarce the Platonic year fhall this renew; 

Or kecp the bright original in view. 


THE FABLE 


OF THE YOUNG MAN AND HIS CAT. 


A waptess youth, whom fates averfe had drove’ 
To a ftrange paffion, and prepofterous love, 
Long’d to poffels his pufs’s fpotted charms, 
And hug thé tabby beauty in his arms. 
To what odd whimfies love inveigles men ? 
Sure if the boy was ever blind, ’twas then. 
Rack’d with his paffion, and in deep defpairy 
The youth to Venus thus addreft his prayer, 
O qucen of beauty! fince thy Cupid’s dard 
Has fir’d msy foul, and ranktes in my heart; 
Since doom’d to burn in this unhappy famey 
Frorff thee at leaft a remedy I claini; 7 
If once, to biefs Pigmalion’s longing arms, 
The marble foften'd into living charms; 
And warm with life the purpie current ran 
In circling ftreams through every flinty vein ; 
Uf, with his own creating hands difplay’d, 
He hugg'd the ftatuc, and embrac’d a maid 5 
And with the breathing image fir'd his heart, 
‘The pride of nature, and the boaft of art: 
Hear my reque!t, and crown my wond'rous fame, 
The fame its nature, be thy gift the fame} 
Give me the like unufval joys to prove, 
And though irregslar, indulge my love. 
Delighted Venus heard the moving prayN. 
And foon refolv’d to eafe the lover's care, 
To fet Mifs Vabby off with every grace, 
To drefs, and fit her for the youth’s embrace. 
Now the by gradual change her form forfook, 
Firft her round face an oval figure took; 
The roguith dimples next his heart beguile, 
And each grave whifker foften’d to a {mile ¢ 
Unufual ogles wanton’d in her eye, 
Her folemn purring dwindled to a figh : 
Sudden, a huge haop-petticoat difplay’d, : 
A wide circumference ! intrench’d the maid, 
And for the tail in waving circles play'd. § 
Her fur, as deflin'd ftili her charma to deck, \ 
Made for her hands a maf, a tippet for her neck. 
In the fine lady now her thape was loft, 
And by fuch ftrange degrecs the grew 3 toait; 
Was all for ombre now ; and who but ‘the, 
To talk of modes and fcandal.o’er her tea ; 
To fettle every fafbion of the fex, 
And run through all the female polities ; 
To Spend her time at toilet and baffee, 
‘To play, to flaunt, to flutter, and coquet : 
From a grave thinking moufer, fhe was grown 
Ge eta iN Ns ic Rc a ci oa 
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Ee Nips all our blooming profpects at a blow ! 


Pat the dear pleafures of the nuptial bed, 
anto the chamber popt a heedlefs moufe. 


BM 
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; Po. 
But fee how often fome intruding woe . 
For as the youth his iovely confort led 


uft-on that inftant from an inner houfe, 


prey. 
Sprung from the fheets, and feia’d the trembling 
Ne 


Mifs Tabby faw, and brooking no delay, 


Nerd 


id the bride, in that ill-fated hour, ° 


| y “efleet that all her moufing-days were o’er. 
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‘The youth, aftonifh'd, felt a new defpair, 

Ixion-like he grafp’d, and grafp'd but air; 
“He faw his vows and prayers in vain beftow'd; 
“And loft the jilting goddefsin a, cloud. 


i) 


TO MR. POPE, 


ON W18 TRANSLATION OF HOMER'S ILIAD. 


*T1s true, what fam’d Pythagoras maintain’d, 
‘That fouls departed in new bodies reign’d : 
‘We mutt approve the doctrine, fince we fee 
The-fotii of godlikey Homer breathe in thee. 
Old Ennius firft, then Virgil felt her fires; 
But now a Britifh Poet the infpires. 
To you, © Pope, the lineal right extends, 
‘To you th’ hereditary mufe defcends. 
At avatt diftance we of Homer heard, 
‘Till you brought in, and naturaliz'd the bard; 
Bade him our Englith rights and freedom claim, 
His voice, his habit, and his air the fame. 
Now in the mighty ftranger we rejoice, 
And Britain thanks thee with a public voice. 
See! the poet, a majeftic fhade, 
Lifts up in awful pomp his laurel’d head, 
To thank his fucceffor, who fets him free 
From the vile hands’of Hobbes and Ogilby ; 
‘Who vext his venerable aflies more, 
i= ci ungrateful Greece, the living bard before. 
While Hamer’s thoughts in thy bold lines ate 
> fhown, (own; 
fhotgh worlds contend, we claim him for our 
Gur blooming boys proud Ilion’s fate bewail ; 
Our lifping babes repeat the dreadful tale, 
Byv'n in their fumbers they purfue the themé, 
Start, and enjoy w fight in every dream. 
By turns the chief and bard their foulsinflame, 
And every little bofem beats for fame. 
‘Thus fhall they learn (as future times will fee) 
From him to conquer, or to write from thee. 
In every hand we fee the glorious fong, 
And Homer is the theme of every tongue: 
Parties in'ftate poetic fchemes employ, 
And Whig and Tory fide with Greece and Troy ; 
Neglect their feuds ; and feem more zealous grown 
To puth thofe countries interefts than their own. 
“Uurbnfieh politicians have forgot [fought ; 
How/ Somer’s counfel’d, and how Marlborough 
But o’er their fettling coffee gravely tell, 

“at Neftor fpoke, and how brave Hedtor fell. 
Our fofteft beaux and coxcombs you infpire, 
‘With Glaucus’ courage, and Achilles’ fire. 

Now they refent affronts.which once they bore, 
And draw thofe {words that ne’er were drawn 
. before: 
Vow. Vit, 


; 





a ek ee ens 

















Nay, cv'n our belles, infotm’d how Homer w 
Learn thence to criticife on modern wit. 
Let the mad critics to their fide engage 
The envy, pride, and dulnefs of the age: 
{n vain they curfe, in vain they pine and mo 
Back on themfelves their arrows will return 5 
Whoe’er would thy eftablith’d fame deface, — 
Are but immortaliz’d to their difgface. 
Live, and enjoy their fpight, and hare that fi 
Which would, if Homer liv’d, on Homer wait. 
And lo! his fecond labour claims thy care, 
Ulyffes’ toils fucceed Achilles’ war. 
Hafte to the work ; the ladies long to fee 
The piois frauds of chafte Penélo 
Helen they long have feen, whofe 
For ten whole yéars engag'd the world in 
‘Then, as thy fame fhall fee a length of day 
Some fature bards fhall thus record thy 
“ Inthofe bleft times when fimiling hea 
“ fate : 









Britannia to her happieft 
When wide around, fhe faw the world fi 
And own her fons fupreme in arts and wit 
Then Pope and Dryden brought 
« honie 
The pride of Greece, and ornament of R 
To the great taik each bold tranflator cat 
With Virgil’s judgment, and with’ | 
“ flame; Ree . 
Hére the pleas’d Mantian fwan was ta 
Where fcarce the Roman eagles tow 
Arid Greece no more was Homer’s e 
Though her feven rival cities claim’d his b 
On her feven cities he look'd down with fe 
And own'd with pride he was in Britain b 












SPECIMEN 


OF A TRANSLATION OF THE O 










Tue nurfe all wild with tranfport feem'd to 
Joy wing’d her feet, and lighten’d ev'ry limb 5 
‘Vhen, to the room with {peed impatient borne, — 
Flew with glad tidings of het lord’s return. 
‘There bending o’er the fleeping- queen, fhe ¢1 
Rife, my Penelope, my daughter, 
To fee Ulyffes thy long abfent 
‘Thy foul’s defire and lord of all thy 
‘Though late, he comes, and in his Tage 
For all their wrongs, the haughty fuitor ti 
Ah! Euryclea, fhe replies, you rave; 
The gods refume that reafon which th 
For Heaven deep wifdom to the fool fupp! 
But oft infatuates and-confounds the wife. 
And wifdém once was ! but now I 
The gods have ruin’d thy diftemper’d mind. 
How could you hope your fiction to impo! 
Was it to flatter or deride my woes? 
How could you break a fleep with talk fo 
‘That held my forrows in fo foft achain 


















* Dr. Ridley was one of Mr. Sperce’s 
Mr. Steevens afffied bim in looking over the 
aye 5 and tranferibed this lester, Wc. 
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P THE WOR 
fleet fweet t ever could enjoy 
i dear Jord left Ithaca for Troy : 
t Troyoh! why did t thy name difclofe ? 
fatal ndme awakens all my woes : 
fly—fomé other had provok'd my rage *, 
d you but owe your pardon to your age. 
artful tales, no ftudied lies; E frame, 
tives (rejoins the reverend dame) : 
dithonour’d ftranger’s clofe difguife, 
has he pafs'd all unfufpecting eyes, 
-fon’s—and long has he fuppreft 
ell-concerted fecret in bis breaft ; 
is brave father fhould his foes defeat, 
the clofe fcheme of his revenge complete, 
» Swift as the word the gueen tranfported fprung, 
id youn?! the dame in ftri& embraces bung ; 
sthe big round tears began to roll, 
ick doubts and hurry of her foul, 
m) orious hero fafe arrives, 
y dear lord, Ulyffes, Rill furvives, 
me, oh tell me, how he fought alone: 
w were fuch multitudes deftroy’d by one? 
ght | beheld, but heard their cries, the faid, 
death flew raging, and the fuitors bled: 
" iften’d, as we fa! und, 
roe and agonizing found. 
a y fon to view the fcene I fled, 
id faw Ulyfies ftriding o’er the dead ! 
idit the rifing heaps the hero ftood 
li grim, and terribly adorn’d with blood, 
o*,* * This is enough in confcience for this 
me: befides, Lam efired, by Mr. Pope or Mr. 
1 don’t-know which, to write to Mr. Pope 
in aftwir’ 





HIS MAJESTY’S PLAYING WITH A 
TIGER, 


IN KENSINGTON GARDENS, 
€ Prima dicte mihi, fummmi dicende Camemnf.”” 


st the den, the lions prey, 
ie Jeath the prophet lay ; 
r ‘d the hungry monfters fit, 
fawning lick his facred feet ; 
t fhot an angel from above, 
chang’d their fury into love. 
> Ab fwift did Britain’s genius fly, 
for her charge ftand trembling hy ; 
Brunfwick, pious, brave, and wife, 
the favourite of the fies, 
the monftér’s dreadful teeth, 
wae the fangs of death. 
din, thy fears, 
now, within, agree n wears 
eft guard; the beft defence; 
m untainted innocence, 
0 {weet an innocence difarms. 
he fierceft rage with powerful charms, 
o far rebellion it beguiles, 
That faction bends; that envy fmiles; 
Phat furiens favages fubmir, 
pay due homege at his fect, 
pS 


/ 
© The words in Italic are cupied by Pope. | is 


| “Britain ! by this example prove 



















Scarce have you paid one idle journey down, 





With “ Sir, my mafter begs you to come ovary 

* To pafs thefe tedious hours, thefe relight 
“ Not that he dreads invafions, rogues, or fp “ites. 
Strait for your two beft wigs aloud you tall; 
This fiffin buckle, that not curl’d at all, 

“ And where, you rafcal, are the {purs,” you ery; 
“* And O! what blockhead laid the buikins by ?* 













“OP PITT. 
* 





duty, loyalty, and love, 
Jee \ the fierce brutes thy king carefs, 
hed court him with a mute addrefs; 
Ve “may’"ft thou own his gentle fway, 
tigers bend, and favages obey: 
A DIALOGUE BETWEEN A POET 
: HIS SERVANT. e< 
IN IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK II. SAT. Vil.” \s 
To enter into the beautits of this Satir:, it muft be rev 
‘membered, that flaves, among the Romans, duria 
Feafis of Saturn, wore their saaftery Habits, 
were allowed te fay what they pleafed. 
Servant, AL 
Six,—I've long waited in my turn to have * 
A word with you—but I’m your humble flave, 
P. What knave is that? my rafcal ! 
S. Sir, "tisT, 
No knave nor rafcal, but your trufty Guy. 
P. Well, as your wages ftill are due, I'll bear 
Your rude impertinence this time of year’ [ever, 
5S. Some folks are drunk one day, and fome for 
And omer Bet Wharton, but twelve years tow 
ether. ‘ 
Old Beremond, renown’d for wit and dirt, 
Would change his living oftener than his thirts 
Roar with the rakes of ftate a month; and come 
To ftarve another in his hole at home. 
So rov'd wild Buckingham the public jeft, 
Now fome inholder’s, now a monarch’s gueft} 
His life and politics of every thape, 
This hour a Roman, and the next an a) 
The gout in every limb from every vice, 
Poor Cledio hir’d a boy to throw the dice. 
Some-wench for ever; and their fins on thofe, 
By cuftom, fit as eafy as their'clothes. “ 
Some fly, like pendulums, from good to evil 
And in that point are nfadder than the devil 
For they —— he 
P. To what will thefe wild maxims tend? 
And where, {weet fir, will your refle@ious end ? 
S. In you. = 
P. In me, you knave? make out your charge. 
S. You praife low-living, but you live at large. 
Perhaps you fcarce believe the rules you teach, 
Or find it hard to praétife what you preach. 





But, without bufinefs, you're again in town, 


“IE none invite you, fir, abroad to.roam, . 
Then—Lord, what pleafure ’tis to read at home 3 
‘| And fip your two half-pints, with gri 
Of beer at noon, and muddled port at night. 
From * Encome, John comes thundering at the 


delight, 


door, 





© Lhe feat of Fobn Pitt, Ely. in Durfitpire, 


be 
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Gi your old battes*d mate you'll needs be gohe~) You hunt, drick, fleep, Or (Idlet Mill) yout 
> (No matter whether on four legs or none) ‘Why ?—but to banifh thought,and murder 
~ Splath, plunge, and flumbl || And yet that thought, which you difcharge i 
_ All fwear at Morden ’tis o: ‘ (| Like a foul-loaded piece, recoils again, 
ly through Wareham ftreets you fcampe) or |, P. Tom, fetch a cane, a whip,a clib,a 
the dogs and voters in the town; / S. For what? : 
fly for fix long dirty miles as bad, P. A fword, a piftol, or a gun: 
Corfe and Kingfton gentry think you madi | I'll fhoot the dog. ‘ 
all this furious riding is to prove S. Lord! who wotild be a 
r high refpect, it feems, and eager love : He’s in a:mad, or in a rhyming fit: 
id yet, that mighty honour to obtain, P. Fly, fly, you rafeal, for your fpade 
5, Shaftefbury, Doddington, may fend in vain. | For once I'll fet your lazy bones to worl: 
re you go, we curfe the noife you make, Fly, or I'll fend your back, withott 4 groat, 
blefs the moment that you turn your back: | To the bleak mountdins where you: firit 
1 myfelf, [own it to your face, caught. 4 
love good eating, and I take my glafs: 
But fure "tis ftrange, dear Sir, that this thould be 
In you amufement, but a fault in me. 
Allthis is bare refining on a name, 
'To make a difference where the fault’s the fame. | Advifing him to 

My father fold me to your fervice’here, > 
For this fine livery, and four pounds a year. 
A livery: you fhould wear as well as, 
And this fll prove—but lay your cudgel by. 
You ferve your paffions—Thus, without a jeft; 
Both are but fellow-fervants at the beft. 
Yourfelf, good Sir, are play’d by your defires, 
A mere tall puppet dancing on the wires. 

P, Who at this rate of talking, can be free? 
S. The brave, wife, honeft man, and only he = 
All elfe are flaves alike, the world around, 

Kings on the throne, and beggars on the ground : 
He, Sir, is proof to grandeur, pride, or pelf, 

And (greater ftill) is mafter of himfelf : 

Not to-and-fro by fears and faétions hurl’d, 

But loofe to all the interefts of the world : 

‘And while that world turns round, entire and 
He keeps the facred tenor of his foul; [whole, | Shall fee fectire the billows fly,” 

In eyfty turn of fortune ftill the fame, And hear the whirlwinds roat, — 


As Gold unchang’d, or brighter from the flame + | you, with a fmile, their rage defpife, 






























“ODE TO JOHN PITT, ESQ 


build @ Bangvetting-boufe-oh 
that overlooks the Seay 













Frost this tall promontory’s brow 
Yow look majeftic down, 
And fee extended wide below 
Th horizon all your own: 
With growing piles the 
Here hills peep over hills 
Theré the vaft ‘hy and fea profound 
Th’ increafing profpeé fills. 
O bid, my friend, a ftrudtute rife, ” 
And thié huge round command 
Thén fhall this little point compri 
The ocean and the land. , 
Then you, like Aolus, on high; 


From your aerial tower, 





















































ciected in himfelf, with godlike pride, ill fore £3 tie 
He fecs the darts of envy glance shee A Z Pee arte bee: appeare, ‘ 
‘And, fix’d like Atlas, while the tempeft blow, The fymtpathizi ng ining we x 


Smiles at the idle ftorms that roar below. 

One fuch you know, a layman, to your fhame, 

t “And yet the honour of your blood and name, 

| If you can fuch a charaéter maintain, 

You too are free, and I’m your flave again. 
But when in Hemékirk’s pidtures you delight, 

More than yourfelf, to fee two drunkards fight ; 

« Fool, rogue, fot, blockhead,” or fuch names are | And all;the heaving watery world 

s mine? oi = yaa ethasa' divin." Tumiltuous mounts the fkieé. 

Your’s are, “ a connoiffeur,” or leep divine.” 

I'm chid for loving a luxurious bit, ; Tig ss a turné, 

The facred prize of learning, worth, and wit : The billows flath; and Lier tats 

et fome fell their lands thefe bits to buy; With maditieniea fre. 

Then, pray, who fuffers moft from luxury ? Bor to cs és z = 

I'm cfd, ‘tis true; but then I pawn no plate, eae ! ne uriots temptfts ceafé; 

feglfio bonds, I mortgage no eftace. ola ie mies ty ree ees = 

efides, high living, Sir, muft wear-you out ocean huth’d, in folemm peace," 

With furfeits, qualms, a fever, or the gout. Has itill’d the murmuring tides. — 

By fome new pleafures are you ftill engrofs'd, Spread wide abroad; the glafly plaifi; 






Thus may fou view, with proud. delight; 
While winds the deep at -. 

(Till human woes your grief excite) 
All nature in a ftormi, a 

Majeftic, awfal fcene ! when; hurl’d 
On furges, furges rife, 










And when you fave an hour, you think it loft. In various colours gay, 
> 'To fports, plays; races, from your books ycu run, | Reflect) the glorious fun again, ' 
‘And like all company; except your own, | ae pouoiy piste aay, 
} ij 
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n glows from fide to fide, 
| flames with glancing rays; 
floating, trembling, filver tide, 
_1s one continual blaze. 
‘eyes the profpect now command, 
ncontroul’d and free, 
a thought from Iand to land, 
dart from fea to fea. 
while above the clouds we fit, 
innocently gay, . 
amufements, wine, or wit, 
fultry hours away ; 
times, with pity, or difdain, 
thought a glance we throw 
wn on the poor, the proud, the vain, 
) yonder world below. 
, front this exalted feat, 
fhrunk, reduc’d, confin’d !) 
tleperfon of the great, 
As little as his mind , 
re—amidft the crowds our view 
a featter’d virtues ftrike ; 
thofe fo throng’d, and thefe fo few, 
world looks all alike, 
th this cloud of human-kind, 
Ti ‘we furvey, 
the Yorkes, the Seckers find, 
thine in open day, 












ODE TO JOHN PITT, EsQ. 


‘oN THE SAME suBjECT. 


curious models'as you rove 
vales with piles, to crown, 
nd great Palladio’s plants improve 
With nobler of your own ; 
a ftru@ure o’er the floods 
a this high mountain rife, 
we may fit entliron’d like gods, 
revel in the fkies. 
Th’ alcending breeze, at each repatt, 
all breathe an air divine, 
a new brightnefsto the tafte, 
_ New fpirit to the wine. 
‘thefe low pleafares we may quit 
for banquets more refin’d, 
works of each immortal wit, 
‘The luxury of the mind. 
0; or Boyle’s, or Newton's page, 
ur towering thoughts fhall raife, 
Homer's fire, or Pindar’s rage, 
© Or Virgil’s lofty lays, " 
“Or with amufive thoughts the fea 
Shall entertain the mind,, 
While we the rolling fcene furvey, 
An emblem of mankind. 
ere, like fworn foes, fucceffive all, 
The furious furges run, 
irge their predeceffor’s fall, f 
‘Though follow’d by their own, 
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THE WOR) OF-PITT. 
_[ Shete, like our moderns fo profound, 


























































ingag’d in dark difpute, 
Th.) fkuttles caft their ink around 
)\ I> puzzle the difpute. 
\Vhire fharks, like fhrewd diredtors, thrive, 
Lie lawyers, rob at will ; r 
Where flying-fith, like trimmers live ; 
Like foldiers, fword-fith kill. 
Where on the lefs the greater feed, 
The tyrants of an hour, 
Till the huge royal whale fucceed, 
And all at once devour. 


Thus in the mortal svorld we now 
Too truly underftand, 

Each monfter of the fea below 
Is match’d by one at land. 


ON MRS. WALKER’S POEMS. 
PARTICULARLY THAT ON THE AUTHOR, 


Brusu, Wilmot, blufh; a female mufe, 
Without one guilty line, 

The tender theme of love purfues 
In fofter ftrains than thine. 


’Tis thine the paffion to blafpheme, 
’Tis her’s with wit and éafe 

(When a mere nothing is the theme)” 
Beyond thyfelf to pleafe. 

Then be to her the prize decreed, 
Whofe merit has prevail’d ; 

For what male poet can fucceed, 
If Rochefter has fail’d? 


Since Phoebus quite forgetful grows, 
And has not yet thought fit, 

In his high wifdom, to impofe 
A falique law on wit; 

Since of your thonghts he takes no.care, 
Ye Priors, Popes, and Gays. ° Se 

*Tishard !—but let the women wear 
The breeches and the bays. 


VERSES 
ON A FLOWERED CARPET. 
Worked by the Young Ladies ab King flows 


Wuen Pallas faw the piece her pupils wrought, 
She ftood long wondering at the lovely draught 3 
“* And, Flora, now (the cried) no more difplay 
Thy flowers, the trifling beauties of a day : 
For fee! how thefe with life immortal bloom, 
And fpread and flourifh for an age to come! 
In what unguarded hour did Limpart 
To thefe fair virgins all:my darling art? 
In all my wit 1 faw thefe rivals fhine, 
Bat this one art I thought was always mine 
Yet lo! I yield; their miftrefs now 
But proud to learn from thefe 1 taught 
For look, what vegetable fenfe is here ! 
How warm with life thefe blufhing leaves apy 
What temper’d f{plendours o’er the piece are laid! 
Shade fleals on light, and light dies into thade. 
Through heaven's gay bow lefs various beauties 
run, 


And far lef bright, though painted by the fun. ~ 


\ 











, See’in each blooming flower what fpirit glows) 
> ‘What vivid colours fluih the opening rofe! / & 
Yn Yome few hours thy lily difappears ; { 
‘But this thall flourith through a length of ye; rs,/ 
unfelt winters pafs fucceflive by, | 
orn a mean dependence on the fky. / 
oh! may Britain, by my counfels fway'd, 
liveand flourith, till thefe flowers fhall fade ! 
nen go, fond Flora, go, the palm refign 
“To works more fair and durable than thine ; 
‘or I, ev'n I, in juftice yield the crown 
‘o works fo far {uperior to my own.” 






















VERSES. 
ON A FLOWERED CARPET. 7 


Ox this fair ground, with ravith’d eyes, 
We fee a fecond Eden rife, 

As gay and glorious as the firft, 

Before th’ offending world was curft. 
While thefe bright nymphs the needle guide, 
To paint the rofe in all her pride, 
Mature, like her, may blufh to own 
Herfelf fo far by art out-done. 
Thefe-flowers fhe rais’d with all her care, 
So blooming, fo divinely fair! 

‘The glorious children of the fun, 

"That David’s regal heir outfhone, 

Where {carce like one of thefe array’d; 
They died, but thefe fhall never fade. 
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ON THE ART OF PREACHING. 
A FRAGMENT. 


In imitation of Horace’s Art of Poetry. 
 ~—& Pedent opera interrupta.. ” 





Suoutp fome fam’d hand, in this fantaftic age, 
Draw Rich, as Rich appears upon the flage, 
‘We all his poftures in one motley plan, 
"Ife god, the hound, the monkey, and the man, 
#.cre o’er his head high brandifhing a leg, 
And there juft hatch’d, and breaking from his 
eggs . [piece, 
While moniter crowds on monfter through the 
Who could help laughing at a fight like this? 
Or, as a drunkard’s dream together brings 
“ A court of coblers, or a mob of kings * ;” 
Such is a fermon, where, confus'dly dark, 
Join Sharp +, South, Sherlock, Barrow, Wake, and 
Clarke ; Z 

So eggs of different parifhes will run 
‘To batter, when you beat fix yolks to one; 
So fix bright.chemic liquors when you mix, 
In one dark fhadow vanifh all the fix. , 

Full licence priefts and painters ever had 

‘o run bold lengths, but never to run mad 5 
hefe can’t reconcile God's grace to fin, 
-hofe paint tiger: in an afs’s ikin. 
-ommon dauber in one piece would join 
zae fox and goofe—unlefs upon a fign. 














© ® Dryden. 

© Anetber copy reade, 

*« Join Hoadly, Sharp, South, Sherlock, Wake, and 
§ Clare’ t= 


PO\E M 8. 








Some fteal a page-of fenfe from Tiltotfon, — 
And then conclude divinely with their own. —— 
Like oil on water, mounts the prelate mp 5 
His Grace is always fure to bevat top + 
That vein of mercury its beams will fpread, — 
And thine more ftrongly through mine of 
With fuch low arts your audience never bill ;- 
For who can bear a fuftian lin’d with filk? ~ 
Sooner than preach. fuch, ftuff, I'd walle 
town, zs bes 
Without my fearf, in Whifto: ‘adraggled 
Ply at the Chapter, and at Child's, to read 
For pence, and bury fora groat a-héad. ~~ 
Some eafy fubjeét choofe, within your pov 
Or you can never hold out half an hour. — 
One rule obferve: this Sunday fplit your t 
Preach one part now, and t’other half the 
Speak, look, and move, with dignity and 
Like mitred Secker, you'll be fure to ple 
But, if you whine like boys at country 
Can you be faid to ftudy Cambray’s rules? 
Begin with care, nor, like that curate vile, 
Set out in this high prancing ftambling ftyle, 
“ Whoever with a Pissing 7 ni fee 
“ Through the paft recor ty— 
All gape—no meaning—the puff’d o 
Talks much, and fays juft nothing for an 
Truth and the text he labours to difplay, ~ 
Till both’are quite interpreted away : 
So frugal dames infipid water pour, 
Till green, bohea, and coffee, are no 
His arguments in filly circles run — " 
Still round and round, and end where th 
un: ¥ 
So the oat turn-fpit, as the wheel runs ror 
The more he gains, the more he léfes.g 
Surpris’d with folitary felf-applaufe, 
He fees the motley mingled {cene he. 
Dutch painters thus at their own: 
Drawn with their utmoft un 
Thus when old Bruin.teems, her children 
Of limbs, form, figure, feacures, head, or t 
Nay though fhe licks her cubs, her tender ¢ 
At beft can bring the brains but to bears. 
Still to your hearers all your fermons fort; 
Who'd preach againft corr: the 
Againft church-power at vi 
Or talk about damnation at W 
Harangue the horfesguards on 
Condemn the quirks of chancery at the 
Or rail at hoods and organ’s at St. Paul's | 
Or be, like David Jones, fo indifercet, 
To rave at ufurers in Lombard-ttreet ? 
Ye country-vicars, when you preach in town 
A turn at Paul’s to pay your journey down, 
If you would fhun the fneer of every prig, 
Lay by the little ban and rufty wig; 
But yet be fure your proper language 
Nor talk as born within ee found of 
Speak not the phrafe that clan 
Nor from ’Change-alley fteal*a cant of 
Coachmen will criticife yourftyle; nay, f 
Porters will bring it in for wilful murther : 
The Yregs of the Caneille will look afkew, 
To hdar the language of the town me yous 
$e 


SS 




























THE whiechs PITT. 


Bowe the morning-dawn compell'd to rife, 
eecyi ive attendance with his hslf-thut eyes? 
afk that girl with :hidcgus vifage ftare ? 
Ee iends prevent Ead’s * journey to the fairt? ,, 
3 7 
« 







ll this-noife, this buftle and this rout ? 
¥: h, nothing —but poor matter has the 
Meantime, fuperior to the pains below, { 
Your thoughts in foaring meditations low, 
In rapturous trance on Virgil's genius dwell, _ 
To us, poor mortals, his {trong beauties tell, ° 
And, like Afneas, from your couch of ftate, t 
In all the pomp of words difplay the Trojan fate, 
Can nothing your afpiring thoughts reitrain 2 
Or does the mufe fufj the rage of pain? 
Awhile give o’er your rage; in ficknefs prove 
Like other mortals, if you'd pity move : 
Think not your friends compaflidnate can be, 
When fuch the produé& of difeafe they fee; 
Your fharpeft pangs but add to our ie ot 
We'll with you ftill the gout, if fill you write. 


wy: rt at oo 
as face, 
orter than on ip oe 


WRITTEN IN THE FOLDS OF A PIN- 
+ PAPER. 
mgt s. 
Le Spark 
e nights are dark. 
s, and beer befide, 
it’s | though Frenchified. 
ome, I'm fure to get r 
Eaithery {~a defert—of wit. 
ine, good Sir, to e 


Or old, a hundred Cyclops ftrove 

To forge the thunder-bolt for Joveg 

I too employ a hundred hands, 

And travel through as many lands, 

A head I have, though very fmall, 

But then ! have no brains at all. 

The mifer locks me up with care, 
Clofe as his money all the year. 

When John and Joan are both at ftrife, 
*Tis I find money for the wife. 

At court I make the ladies thine, 

I grace ev’n ‘gracious Caroline : 

And, though t ofteri take my way 
Through town and country, land 
I'm neither fifth, flefh; nor herr 
And now I live with g Vv 


PITT, To His ‘BROTHER. ©. PITT: 
; On bi | Pee ATG othe Gus, : 






”” is the modith ftyle; 
y fate is 


DE MINIMIS MAXIMA. 
AUTORE LUDovico DUNCOMBE, 


Exsava ereleit de glande altiffima quercns, 
Et tandem patulis furgit in aftra comis : 

Dumque anni pergunt, crefcit latiffima moles ; 
Mox fecat eas bellica navis aquas. 

Angliacis hinc fama, falus hinc nafcitur oris, 
Et glans eft noftri prafidium imperii, 


eatnefs if the heart be flout ! 
ss 1 {ee you o'er the houfe prefide, 
iul majefty and decent’ pride, ~**’ 
tolt high, on ftately fofa fit, 
a fultan than a modern wit; 
F'call the’trembling flaves appear, 
th caution, and retire with fear; * 
'n Peg y trembles, though (or authors fail) 
i anti-[alic Jaws prevail. 
 miercy on Dick! fay 1; 
td thoe—who ) laid the flannel 


rry, the hoete bras felt ; 

at, the gS. ‘wonder at siaibtelt 

terrible ‘difmay,; what feenes of c 
footy “Mintr hopeful hei 5 


TRANSLATION OF THE FOREGOING, BY MR, PITT. - 





From a fmall acorn, fee ! the sok Fife, 

pisinps tall, and towering in the fkie: 
of the groves! her flately head the ravage 

ake increafing with increafing years Oph = 

Now moves in pomp, majeitic; o’er the-deep, |, 

| While in her womb ten thoufand thunders Heep 





* Another fervant of Pit!. ~ 
* ¢ Blandford fair ; to miles from Pimperm, Pitt's 


reétoi 


$ A feller of ‘pins at Blandford. 


Blandford carrier. ~ ft 


, . Dodington’s feat at that time. 
: iW fervent, Hh fax ye Wackfinits, 


Hence Britain boafts her far-extended reign, 
by th’ expanded acorn rules the main, 









u & -* 
ered Spirits ! while you 
etp o'er your athes, and Jament the blefs’d; 
1O let the penfive mufe inferibe that {tone, 


' with the general forrows mix her own : 
e 


penfive smufe!—who, from this mournful hour, 
the ftring no more ! 


. I raife her voice, and 
love, of duty, this lait pl 
¥ alla brother, all a fon 


A POEM 


receive ; 
give, 
















Humbly Inferibed to the Countefs of Stanhope. 


“Wow from thy riot of deftrudion breathe, 
Call in thy raging plagues, thow tyrant death : 


'Too mean to {weep a nation at a blow. 

‘No, thy unbounded triumphs higher run, 

And feem to ftrike at all mankind in one ; 

Since Stanhope isthy prey, the great, the brave, 

A nobler prey was never paid the grave. 

‘We feem to feel from this thy daring crime, 

A blank in nature, and a paufe in time. 

‘He ftood fo high in reafon's towering fphere, 

Ashigh as man unglorify'd could bear. 

In arms, and eloquence, like Cyefar, fhone 

~ 80 bright, that each Minerva was his own. 
How could fo vaft a fund of learning lie 
Shy! up in fuch a fhort mortality ? - 

Zae world of fcience nobly travell’d o'er, 


Like Phinp sghoetaae ion: he wept for more, 
And now refign’d to tears, th’ angelic choirs, 


With drooping heads unftring their golden lyres, 


‘Wrapt in a cloud ef grief, they figh to view 
Their facred image laid by death fo low : 
anguifh funk, on Stanhope’s fate, 
their own immortal ftate. 


‘mite, thy mournful tranfport errs, 


Hold here, and liften to Lucinda’s tears, 
While thy vain forrows echo to his tomb, 
Behold a fight that ftrikes all forrow dumb : 
Behold the partner of his cares and life, 

Bright in her teats, and beautiful in gricf. 
Shall then in vain thofe ffreams of forrow flow, 
eof woe? - 

s mufe forbear 


in all the ele; 


< 410; at fuch a melafitholy fcene, 
"The poet echoes back her woes again. 
Bach weeping mufe fhould minifter relief, 
From all the moving eloquence of grief, 


8 Relert. Pitt, cu ML bis elds brethere 


f° 





POM 
J, Each, like a Niobe, his fate bemoan, 


@N THE DEATH OF THE LATE EARL STANHOPE. 


© At length, grim fate, thy dreadful triumphs 
« Coafe: 
« Lock up the tomb, and feal the grave in peace.” 


‘Too mean’s the conqueft which thy arms beftow, 


And ff) \ll the kind of 
To av wer figh for figh, and tell out tear for tear? 






MSs. 











Melt into tears, or harden into ftone, 

From dark ob(curity his virtues fave, 

And, like pale fpeétres, hover round his grave, 

With them the marble fhould due meafures 25 

Relent at every figh, at every accent weep, 
Britannia mourn thy hero, not refufe 

To vent the fighs and‘forrows with the 

Oh! let thy rifing groans load every wind, 

Nor let one fluggifh accent Jag behind. 

Thy heavy fate with jaltice to deplore, $ 

Convey a gale of fighs from thore to thore, 

And thou, her guardian angel, widely fpread 

Thy golden wings, and field the mighty de: 

Brood o'er his afhes, and illdfrionsdui, 

And foothe with care the le ghoft. 

‘To guard the nobler relics, leave a while 

The kind proteétion of thy favourite ifle : 

Around his filent tomb, thy ftation keep, 

And, with thy fifter-angel, learn to weep, 
Ye fons of Albion;o’er your patriot m0 

And cool with flreams of tears his facred urn: 

His wondrous virtues, ftretch’d to diftant f 

Demand all Europe's tears, as well as yours. 

Nature can’t bring in every period forth; 

A finifh'd hero, of exalted worth, ~~ 

Whole godlike genius, towering and fublime; 

Mutt Jong lie ripening in the womb of times” 

Before a Stanhope enters on the ftage, ss 

The birth of years, and labour of an age, 

Infield, and council, born the palm to! 

His voice a fenate, as his fworda wart 

And each illuftrious aétion of his life, 

Confpire to form the’patriot, and the chief 

On either fide, unite their blended rays, 

And kindly mingle in a friendly blaze. 
Stand out, and witnefs this, unhappy Spain, 

Lift up to view the mountains of thy flain 

Tell how thy heroes yielded to their fear, 

When Stanhope rons’d the thander of the: 

With what fierce tumults of fevere d 

Th’ impetuous hero plung’d into the fight, 

How he the dreadful front of death defac’d, 

Pour’d on the foe, and laid the battle wafte. ~ 

Did not his arm the ranks of war defornt, 

And point the hovering tumult where to 

Did not his fword through legions cleave: 

Break their dark fquadrons,-and let 

Did not he lead the terrible attack: 

Pufh conqueft on, and bring her bleeding’ 

















- Throw wide the feenes of horror and 


The tide of confli&, and the ftream of wart? 

Bid yellow Tagus, who in triumph roll’d, 

Till then his turbid tides of foaming gold, 

Boatt his rich channels to the world no more, 

Since all his glittering ftreams, and liquid ore, 

Lie undiftinguifh’d in a flood of gore. 

Bid his charg'd waves, and loaded billows. 

Thy flaughter’d thoufands to the frighted. 

Confefs, fair Albion, how the liftening 

Dwelt on the moving accents of 1 

In the fage council feat him,and confefs 

‘Thy grm in war, thy oracle in peace = 

How here triumphant too; his nervous fenfe 

Bore of the palm of manly eloquence .- 
' $F ii] ; 









Albion’s wounds *d { 
his ide 


ions to 
fovercign’s head the nodding crown, 
the tottering bafis of the throne, 
ly all the nation’s weight, 
the public Atlas of the ftate. 
und the loud trumpet, let the folemn knell 
with due horror his great foul farewell. 
une every martial inftrument with care, 
wake.all the harmony of war. 
hero in proceflion go, 
ll the vait folemnity of woe. 
the yew, the mournful cyprefs leave, 
ith frefh laurels ftrew the warrior’s grave. 
they fhall rife,in honour of his name, 
w green with viétory, and bloom with fame. + 
! from his azure throne, old father Thames 
5 thr his floods, and groans from all his 
Pees =, 
full urn he droops his reverend head, 
finks down deeper in his oozy bed, 
the fad pomp proceeds along his fides, 
rcharg'd with forrow, pant his heaving tides. 
his humid palace laid to mourn, 
fireams of tears, the god fupplies his urn. 
his channels he forgets to flow, 
all his bounds the deluge of his woe. 
y mufe, if yet thy ravifh’d fight. 
bear that blaze, that futhing ftream of light ; 
Where the great hero’s difencumber'd foul, 
Sprjtigs from the earth, to reach her native pole, 
Boldly the quits th’ abandon’d cafk of clay, 
irced from her chains, andtowers th’ ethereal way : 
‘o’erch? eternal funds of hail and fnow, 
Acaves heaven's ftormy magazines below. 
through thevaft profoundof heaven the flies, 
afures all the concave of the fkies: ” 
where the planetary worlds advance, 
babove orb, and lead the ftarry dance. 
or refts the theré, but, witha bolder flight, 
lores the undifcover’d realms of light, 
ere the fix’d orbs, to deck the fpangled pole, _ 
nd their gaudy axles roll. : 
afpiring courle in triumph fteers, 
} the golden circles of the fpheres; 
0 the heaven of heavens, the feat divine, 
ete naturewever drew her mighty line. 
region that excludes all time and place, 
nd fhuts creation from th’ unbounded {pace : 
were the full tides of light in oceans flow, 
d fee the fun ten‘thoufand worlds below. 
far from our inferior orbs disjoin’d, 
tir’d imagination pants behind. 
ceafe thy painful flight, nor venture more, 
here never mufe has ftretch’d her wing before. 
| Pinions tempt imimortal heights in vain, 

t throw thee fluttering back to earth again. 
On vents a while, bleft shade, thy thoughts em- 
% loy, 

And eal ae moment from eternal joy. 
ile there, in heaven, immortal fongs a 


Thy golden ftrings, and tremble on the lyre, 
Which raife to nobler {trains th’ angelic choir. 

down with pity on a mortal’s lay: 

Strives, in vain,to reagh thy boundiefs praife: 
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ho with low verfe profanes thy facred name, 

Dpft in the fpreading circle of thy fame. - 

Thy fame, which, like thyfelf, is mounted high, 
|\Wijle as thy heaven, and lofty as thy fky. 

) and thou, his picus confort, here bélow, 

(Lav\th of grief, and prodigal of woe: 

Oh! \choke thy griefs, thy rifing fighs fupp 

Nor let thy forrows violate his peace. 

This rage of anguith, that difdains relief, 

Dims his bright joys, with fome allay of grief. 

Look on his deareft pledge, he left behind, 

And fee how nature, bountiful and kind, 

Stamps the paternal image on his mind, 

Oh ! ‘may th’ hereditary virtues run 

In fair fuceeffion, to adorn the fon; 

The lat beft hopes of Albion’s realms to gracé, 

And form the hero worthy of his race : 

Some means at laft by Britain may be found, 

To dry her tears, and clofe her bleeding wound, { 

And if the mnfe through future times can fee, 

Fair youth, thy father hall revive in thee: 1 

Thou fhalt the wondering nation’s hopes engage, _ 

To rife the Stanhope of the future age, 































EPITAPH ON DR. KEIL. 
TRE LATE FAMOUS ASTRONOMER, 


Benearu this ftone the world’s juft wender lies, 
Who, while on earth, had rang’d the fpacious fkies; 
Around the ftars his aétive foul had flown, 

And feen their courfes finifh’d ere his own: 

‘ow he enjoys thofe realms he could explore, 
And finds that heaven he knew fo well before. 
He through more worlds his vitery purfued 
Than the brave Greek could with to have fube 

dued ; 
In triumph ran one vaft creation o’er, 
Then ftopp'd,—for nature could afford no more, 
With Ciefar’s fpeed, young Ammon’s nol 
He came, faw, vanquifh’d, wept, return’d, an 


HORACE, BOOK II. EPIST. XIX. IMITATED, 


* 
AN EPISTLE TO MR. ROBERT LowTH*, 


'Tis faid, dear Sir, no poets pleafe the town, 
Who driak mere water, though from Helicon ; 
For in cold bleod they feldom boldly think ; 
Their rhyimes are more infipid than their drink, 
fot great Apollo could the train infpire, 

Till generoys Bacchus help’d to fan the fire, 
Warm’'d by two gods at once, they drink and write, 
Rhyme all the day, and fuddle a the night. y 
Homer, fays Horace, nods in many a place, 
But hints, he nodded oftner o’er the glafs. 
Infpir’d with wine old Ennius fung and thou 
With the fame fpirit, that his heroes fou, 
And we from Johnfon’s tavern-laws di 
‘That bard was no great enemy to wine. 
*Twas from the bottle King deriv’d his wit, 
Drank till he could not talk, and then he writ, 
Let no coif’d ferjeant touch the facred juice, 
But leave it to the bards for better ufe; 





2 fate Bifbop of Londen.” 


en bear your fortune in 
y man is born to be a dean. 
jeers, if ever Lam known 
cures, ¢ { merit one. 
%, “tis true, fome fervice may afford, 
it oftner play the tyrant o’er their lord. 
I fcorn, but keep a little fill, 
my doétor’s, or my lawyer's bill. 
ncombe’s foft romantiefcenes | write, 
unk in eafe, in pleafuge and delight ; 
ough her gen’rous lofd hinwfelf is here, 
ould Re one pleafure more, could you appear, 


iTATION TO A FRIEND AT COURT. 


fr you can leave for books the crowded court, 

And generous Bourdeaux for a glals of Port, 
'o thefe Sweet folitudes wi 

Break from the world’s impercinence away. 
Soon as the fun the face of nature gilds, 

For health and pleafure will we range-the ficlds; 
‘er ber gay feenes and opening beauties run, 
hile all the vaft creation is our own. 

But when his golden globe with faded light 
elds to the folemin empire of the night; 
nd in her fober majefty the moon 
ith milder glories mounts her filver throne ; 
midft ten thoufand orbs with fplendour crown'd, 

pour their tributary beams around; [fight 


ugh the fong levell’d tube our ftrengthen’d- 


Shall mark diftinét the {pangles of the night; 
From world to world fhall dart the boundlefa eye, 
nd ftretch from ftar to ftar, front fky torky. 
The buzzing infect families appear, 
fhen {uns unbind the rigour of the year; 
uick gle the myriads round the evening 


Hofts of a day, or nations of an hour. 
Aftonith’d we fhall fee th’ unfolding race, 
Stretch’d out in bulk, within the polifh’d glafs; 


e’er feen before, but by a feraph’s eye! 
ng in darknefs fhut from human kind 
ay half God’s wonders to a point confin'd! 
‘But in one peopled drop we now hasey 
In pride of power fomg little monfter play ; 
O’er tribes invifible he reigns alone, 
ind ftruts a tyrant of a world his own. 
» Now will we ftudy Homer's awfal page, 
low warm our fouls with Pindar’s noble rage : 
iti Yays fhall Flaccus’ lyre’be ftrung, 
irgil fpeak the Britifh tongue. 
Virgil! at thy facred name 
“now, and now I pant for fame ; 
ith eager hopes this moment I afpire = 
catch or emulate thy glotious fire ; 
‘The next purfue the Hit attempt no moré, +, 
drop the quill, bow, wonder, and ador 
thy flrong genius overcome and awd! 
at fire from heaven? that Spirit of a God! 


cy yh 





And from my firit defign by rapture led, 


_ Negleé the living poet forghe dead. 


EPISTLE TO MR. SPENCE, 
When Tutor t6 Lord Midilefex. 
IN IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK I. E! 


Spence, with a friend yo ‘the hours : 
In pointed jokes, yet Beck aed gay: 
You ever differ’d from a flattercr more, 
‘Than a chatte lady from a flaunting w: 

*Tis true you rallied every fault you 
But gently tickled, while you cur’s 
Unlike the paultry poets of the to: 
Rogues who expofe themfelves for hal 
And ftill impofe on every foul they 
*Rudenefs for fenfe, and ribaldry fers 
Who, though half-ftarv’d, in: fpite. 

piace, RE 

Repeat their rhymes, though dinner fte 
And as their poverty their deeills fit, 
They think of courfg a floven is a 
But fenfe (a peut see er 
Lies juft "twixt affectation and neglea&t, 

One ftep {till lower, if you can, defcend, — 
To the mean wretch, the great man’s h 

friend ; ere 

That moving fhade, that pendant 
That two-legg'd dog, {till pawing « 
Studying his looks, and watching ; 
He gapes ta catch the droppings of my lord 
And; tickled co the foul at every joke, 4 
Like a prefs'd watch, repeats what t’othe 
Echo to nonfenfe! fuch a fcene to hear! 
’ Fis juft like-Punch and his interpreter. 

On trifles fome are earneftly abfurd, 
You'll think the world depends 6n ev'ry: 
What, is not every mortal free to fpeak? 
f'll give my reafons, though t break my neck. 
And what's the queftion ?—if it thines or rainsy® 
Whether ’tis twelve or fifteen miles to Staines. 

The wrezch reduc’d to rags by vice, 
Pride, projects, races, miftreffes, ‘ind dice, : 
The rich rogue fhuns, though full-as’bad ash 
And knows a quarrel is good hafbandry, 

*Tis ftrange, cries Peter, you are out 
I'm fure { thought you wifer than myfelf; 
Yet gives him noching—but advice too late, 
Retrench, or rather mortgage your eftate, 
I can advance the fum,—"tis beft for both 
But henceforth cut your coat to match your clotkj 

A minifter, in mere revenge and fport, 
Shall give his foe a paltry place at court. 
The dupe for every royal birth-day buys, 
New horfes, coaches, clothes, and liveriess 
Plies at the levee, and diftinggith’dthere ae 
Lives on the royal whifper for a year; aa 
His wenches fhine in Bruffels and Bro 
And now the wretch, ridiculoufly mad, 
Draws on his banker, mortgages and fails, 
Then to the country runs away from jails + 
There ruin’d by the court he fells a vote 
To the a burgefs, as of old he bought 












meteor led, I tend 
ul of my friend. 
ice ; 1 preach not out of time, 

en good lord Middlefex is bent on rhyme. 
Their humour check’d, or inclination crofs 
ometimes the friendthip of the great is loft. 
call’d out to wench, be fure comply, 
when he hynts, and lay the fathers by: 
ir reward you gain his love, and dine 
¢ beft venifon and the beft French wine, 

Lord ****** make the obfervation, 


low the twelve peers have anfwer'd their creation, 


Nor in wine or wrath betray your truft, 
ent fl nd obftinately jute? u 

no fecrets, draw no characters, 

© Will repeat, and walls have ears: 
‘let a bufy fool a fecret know, 

A fecret gripes him till he lets it go 

‘Words are like bullets, and we with in vain, 

hen once difcharg’d, to call them back again. 


+e & 2 oe wee 


Defend, dear Spence, the honeft and the civil, 
‘to cry up arafcal—that’s the devil. 


good man’s character, ‘tis known, 


¢ time protects and guards his own. 
or as with houfes’ tis with people’s names, 
A’thed miay fet a palace all on flames; 
‘The fire negleéted on the cottage preys, 
jut mounts at laft into a general blaze. 














BOOK I. 
ive me, ye facred mufes, to impart 
¢ hidden fecrets of your tuneful art ; 
‘Give me your awful myfteries to fing, 
Inlock, and open wide, your facred {pring ; 
eho hom his infancy the bard 1 lead, 
And fet him on your mountain’s lofty head ; 
Direct his courfe, and point him out the road 
‘To fing in epic ftrains an hero or a god. 


‘Will dare with me t6 beat thofe arduous ways? 
O’er high Parnaffus’ painful fteeps to go, 

And leave the groveling multitude below : 
‘Where the glad mufes fing, and form the choir, 
‘While bright Apollo ftrikes the filver lyre, 
Approach thou firft, great Francis, nor refufe 
‘Yo pay due honours to the facred ma 
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down the fteeds which on¢e his chariot bore, 
_which once he ferv’d before. 
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RIS TRANSLATION 18 DEDICATED, BY HIS LORDSHIP’S HUMBLE SERVANT AND CHAPLAIN, 


[praife, 
What youth, whofe generous bofom pants for 








’Tis a fine thing, fome think, a lord to kn; 
with his tradefmen could but think fo too. 
gives his werd—then all your hopes are 
'¢ gives his honour—then your quite undone. 
His and fome women’s love the fame are fou 
You rafhly board a fire-fhip, and are drown’ 
Mott folks fo partial to themfelves are g 
They hate a temper differing from their ole 
The grave abhor the gay, the gay the fad, 
And formalifts pronounce the witty mad 3 
The fot, who drinks fix bottles in a place, *S y 
Swears at the flinchers who refufe their glafs, 
Would you not pafs for an ill-natur’d man, £ J 
Comply with every humour that youcan. | 
Pope will inftruct you how to pafs away 
Your time like him, and never lofe a day ; 
From hopes or fears your quiet to defend, 
To all mankind as to yourfelf a friend, 
And, facred from the world, retir’d, unknown, 
To lead a life with mortals like his own. 
, When to delicious Pimperne I retire, 
What greater blifs, my Spence, can‘I defire? 
Contented there my eafy hours I {pend 
With maps, globes, books, my bottle, and a frie! 
There can I live upon my income ftill, . 
E’en though the houfe fhould pafs the Quakers): 
bill: 
Yet to my fhare fhould fome good prebend fall, 
1 think myfelf of fize to fill a ftall. 
For lifé or wealth let Heaven my lot affign, | 
A firm and even foul fhall fill be mine. | 
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VIDA’S ART OF POETRY. 


To the Right Honourable 
’ * pau, EARL STANHOPE, VISCOUNT MAHON, AND BARON ELVASTON, ~ 







Caristoruer Pity 


While Gallia waits for thy aufpicious reign, { 
Till age completes the monarch in the man ; ) 
Mean time the mufe may bring fome fmall relief, 
To charm thy anguifh, and fufpend thy grief ; 
While guilty fortune’s ftern decrees detain 
Thee and thy brother in the realms of Spain 5: ~ 
Far, far tran{ported from your native place, ~ 
Your country’s, father’s, and your friend’ 
brace! @ 
Such are the terms the cruel fates 
On your great father, ftrnggling wi e 
Such are their hard conditions :—they reqiire. 
‘The fons to purchafe, and redeem the fire. [ftai 
But yet, brave youth, from grief, from tears 
Fate may relent, and heaven grow mild again; 
At laft perhaps the glorious day may come, ~= 
The day that brings our royal exile home 5 


: \ 








VIDA’S ART OF POETRY. 


When, to thy native realms in peace reftor’d, 

“The ravith'd crowds fhall hail their paffing lord ; 

‘When each tranfported city shall rejoice, 

Aad nations blefs thee with a public voice; 

“1'g the throng’d fanes the matrons fhall repair p 

AbioNe their vows, and breathe their foulj’ in 
- prayer. 

‘TAI then, let every mufe engage thy love, 

‘With me at large o’ec high Parnaflus rove, 

Range every bower, and {port in every grove. 

Firft then obferve, that verfe is ne’er confin’d 
‘To one fix’d meafure, or determin’d kind ; 
_Yhough at its birth it fung the gods alone, 

And then religion claim’d it for her own; 
Infacred ftrains addrefe'd the Deity, 
A/id {poke a language worthy of the fky; 
New themes fucceeding bards began to choofe, 
‘And in a wiiler field engag’d the mute ; 
"The comnion bulk of fubjeéts to rehearfe 
In all the rich varieties of verfe, 
Yet none of all with equal honours thine 
(But thofe which celebrate the power divine) 
"To thofe exalted meafures, which declare 
The deeds of heroes, and the fons of war. 
From hence pofterity the name beitow’d 
On this rich prefent of the Delphic god ; 
Fame fays, Phamonoe in this meafure gave 
Apollo’s anfwers from the Pythian cave. : 
But ere you write, confult your ftrength and 
. choofe 
A theme proportion’d juftly to your mufe, 
For though in chief thefe precepts ate beftow'd” 
On him who fings an hero or a god ; 
‘Lo other themes their general ufe extend 
And ferves in different views to different ends. 
‘Whether the lofty mufe with tragic rage 
‘Would proudly ftalk in bufkins on the flages 
Or in foft clegies our pity move, 
And fhow the youth in all the flames of love ; . 
_Or fing the fhepherd’s woes in humble ftrains, 
And the low humours of contending {wains: 
‘Thefe faithful rules thall guide the bard along 
Jn every meafure, argument, and fong. 
Be fure (whatever you propofe to write) 
Let the chief motive be your own delight, 
And well-weigh’d choice;—a tafk enjoin’d refufe, 
Unlefs a monarch fhould command your mufe. 
(lf we may hope thofe golden times to fee, 
‘When bards become the care of majefty !) 
Free and {pontaneous the {mooth numbers glide, 
Where choice determines, and our wills prefide ; 
But, at command, we toil with fruitlefs pain, 
And drag th’ involuntary load in vain. 

Nor, at its birth, indulge your warm defire; 
Ga the firft glimmering of the facred fire ; 
Lefer the mighty tafe; and weigh your power 
And cve+y part in every view explore ; 

And let/che theme in different profpedts roll 
Deep iy your thoughts, and grow into the foul. 

But ere with fails unfurl’d you fly away, 

And cleave the bofom of the boundie(s fea; 

A fund of words and images prepare, 

And lay the bright materials up with care, ” 

Which at due time, occafion may produce, 
wi at 
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Some happy objeéts by mere chance are brought 

Ff ma hidden caufes to the wandering thought; 
yi if once loft, you labour long in vaim 

“Fo catch th’ ideal fugitives again. 

Nor mutt I fail their conduct to extol, 

Who, when they lay the bafis of the whole, 

Explore the ancients with a watchful eye, 

Lay all their charms and elegancies by, 

Then to their ufe the precious fpoils apply 

At firft without the leaft reftraint compofe, 

And miould the future poem into profe ; 

A full and proper feries to maintain, 

And draw the juft conneétion in a chain; 
By ftated bounds your progrefs to controul, 
{Yo join the parts, and regulate the whole, 

And now ’tis time to fpread the opening fails 
Wide to the wanton winds and flattering gales; 
'Tis time we now prefcribe the genuine laws 
To raife the beauteous fabric with applaufe ; 

But firft fome method requifite appears 

To form the boy, and mould his tender years, 

In vain the bard the facred wreath purfues, — 

Unléfs train’d up and featon’d to the mufe., 

Soon as the prattling innocent fhall reach 

To the firft ufe and rudiments of fpeech, 

Ev’n then, by Helicon he ought to rove, 

FEv'n then the tuneful nine fhould win his love 

By juft degrees. —But make his guide your choict 

For his chafte phrafe and elegance of voice ; 

That he at firft fuccefsfully may teach 

The methods, laws, and difcipline of {peech ; 

Left the young charge, miftaking right and wrong 

With vicious habits prejudice his tongue. 

Habits, whofe fubtle feeds may mock your art, 

And fpread their roots and poifon through his 
heart. (wretch, 

Whence none fhall move me to approve the 

Who wildly borne above the vulgar reach, 

And big with vain pretences to impart 

Vatt thows of learning, and a depth of art), 

For fenfe th’ impertinence of terms affords ; 

An idle cant of formidable words; 

‘The pride of pedants, the delight of fools; 

The vile difgrace, and lumber of the fchools: 

In vain the circling youths, a blooming throng, 

Dwell on th’ eternal jargon of his tongue. 

Deluded fools '—the fame is their miftake, 

Who at the limpid flream their thirft may inte 

Yet choofe the tainted waters of the lake, 

Let no fuch peft approach the blooming care, 

Deprave his ftyle, and violate his car ; 

But far, oh far, to fome remoter place. 

Drive the vile wretch to teach a barbarous race, 

Now to the mufe’s ftream the pupil bring, 

To drink large draughts of the Pierian {pring ; 
And from his birth the facred bard adore, 
Narft by the nine, on Mincio’s flowery shore ; 
And afk the gods his numbers to infpire, 

With like invention, majefty, and fire. 

He reads Afcanius’ deeds with equal flame, 
And longs with him to run at nobler game. 
For youths of ages paft he makes his moan, 
And learns to pity years fo like his own; 


Which with too fwift, and too fevere a doom, 
ee ao tae og 
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His eyes, for Pallas, and for Lantus, flow, 

‘Mourn with their fires, and weep another's woe. 
Bet when Uryalus, in all his charms, 

Ys fnatch'd by fate from his dear mother’s arms, 
And as he rolls in death, the purple flood 
Streams out, and ftains his fhowy limbs with 

blood, 

Fiie foul the pangs of generous forrow pierce, 
And a new tear fteals out at every verfe, Xs 
Meantime with bolder fteps the youth proceeds, 
And the Greck poets in fucceffion reads; 

Seafons to either. tongue his tender ears; 
Conppares the herees glorious characters ; 

Sees, how ZEneas is himfelf alone, 

"The draught of Peleus’ and Laertes’ fon; 

How, by the poet's art, in one, confpire 

Ulyfles’ conduct, and Achilles’ fire. 

But now, young bard, with ftri¢t attention hear, 

And drink my precepts in at either ears 

Since mighty crowds of poets you may find, 
Crowds of the Grecian and Aufonian kind, 

Learn hence what bards to quit or to purfue, 

Fo than the falfe, and to embrace the true; 

Nor is it hard to culleach noble piece, 

And point out every glorious fon of Greece; 
Above whofe numbers Homer fits on high, 

And fhines fapreme in diftant majetty 5 

‘Whom with a reverend eye the reft regard, 

And owe their raptures to the fovercign bard; 
“Through him the god their panting fouls inipires, 
Swells every breaft, and warms with all his fires, 
Bleft were the pocts with the hollow’d rage, 
"Train’d up in chat and the fucceeding age : 

As to his time each poet nearer drew, 

His fpreading fame in jut proportion grew, 

By like degrees the next degenerate race 
“Sunk from the height of honour to difgrace. 

An& now the fame of Greece cxtinguith'd lies, 
Her ancient language with her glory dies. 

Her banifh’d princes mourn their ravilh’d crowns, 
Driven from their old hereditary thrones; 

Her drooping natives rove o’er worlds unknown, 
And weep their woes in regions not their own ; 
She feels through all her ftates the dreadful blow, 
And mourns the fury of a barbarous foe, {maids 

But when our bards brought o’er th’ Aonian 

From their own Helicon to Tyber’s thades ; 
When firft they fettled on Hefperia’s plains, 
Their numbers ran in rough dnpolith'd ttrains. 
Void of the Grecian art their meafures flow’d ; 
Pleae’d the wild fatyrs, ani the fylvan crowd. 
Low fhrubs and lofty fores whilom rung, 

With uncouth verfe, and antiquated fong ; 

Wor yet old Ennius fung in artlels ftrains, 

Fights, arms, and hofts embattel’d on the plains, 
‘Who firft afpir'd to pluck the verdant crown 
From Grecian heads and fix it on his own, 

New wonders the fucceeding bards explore, 
Which flepe conccal’d in nature's womb before; + 
Her awlul fecrets the bolt poet fings, 

And fets to view the principles of thirgss 

Bach part was fair, and beautiful the whofe, 

And every line was tiectar to the foul. 

Ry fuch deorees the verfe, as ages roll’d, 


“THE WORKS OF PITT. 
” Aufonia’s bards drew off from every part? 


The barbarous dregs, and civiliz’d the art. 
Till, like the day, all fhining and ferene, 


| That drives the clouds, and dears the gloomy 


*% — feene, - 
Reaines the air, and brightens up the ies, 
See the majeftic head of Virgil rife; 
Phebus’ undoubted fon !—-who clears the ruft” 
Of the rough ancients, and thakes off their. duit, 
He on each line a nobler grace beftow’d; 
He thought, and fpoke in every word a god. 
To grace this mighty bard, ye mules, bring 
Your choiceft flowers, and rifle all the fpring ; 
Sce! how the Grecian bards, at diftance thrown, 
With reverence bow to this diftinguifh’d fon ; 
Tn» mortal founds his gulden lines impart, 
And nought can match his genius but his art. 
Ev'n Greece turns pale, and trembles at his fame 
Which fhades the luftre of her Homer’s name. 
*Twas then Aufonia faw her language rife 
In all its ftrength and glory to the tkies; 
Such glory never could the boaft before, 
Nor could fucceeding poets make it mores 


| From that bleft period the poetic Mate 


Ran down the precipice of time and fates 

Degenerate ‘fouls fucceed, a wretched train, 

Aad her old fame at once drew back again. 

One, to his genius trufts, in every part,, 

And fcorns the rules and difcipline of art. 

While this, an empty tide of found affords, 

And roars and thunders in @ ftorm of words. 

Some, mufically dull, all methods ery 

To win the ear with fweet ftupidity ; 

Unroflled Rrains for folid wie difpenfe, 

And give vs numbers, when we call for fenfe. 

Till from th’ Hefperian plains and Tyber chas’d, 

From Rome the banifh'd fitters fled at lat ; 

Driven by the barbarous nations, who from far 

Borft into Latium with a tide of war. 

Hence a vatt change of their old manners fprung 

The flaves were ferc’d to fpeak. their matters 
tongue; a 

No honours now were paid the facred mufe, 

But all were bent on mercenary views; 

Till Latium faw with joy th’ Aonian train 

By the great Medici reftor’d again; 

‘TW illuftrious Medici, of Tufcan race, 

Were horn to cherith learning in difgrace, 

New life on every fcierce to beftow, 

And lull the cries of Europe in her woe. 

With pity they beheld thofe turns of fate, ~ 

And propp'd the ruins of the Grecian ftate; 

For left her wit fhould perith with her fame, 


-] Their care fupported fill the Argive name; 


They call'd the afpiring youths from dittant parts, 

To plant Aufonia with the Grecian arts; 

To hafk in eafe, and feience to diffufe, 

And to reftore the empire of the mufe; 

They fent to ravag’d provinces with car 

And cities wafted by the rage of war, 

“Fo buy the ancients works of deathlefs fantte, 

And {natch tht immortal labours from the flame; 

To which the foes had doom’d each glorious piece, 
eae f 












many a period this has been the fate, 
0 = the lift of the ic ftate. 
Hence’ facred Virgil thy foul adore 
¢ the reft, and to thy utmoft power i 
¢ the glorious paths he ftruck before. 
he plies not all your wants, peruse 
“Tmortal ftrains of each Auguftan mufe, 
hese ftop—nor rafhly feek to know the reft, 
ut drive the dire ambition from thy breatt, 
ill riper years and j it form thy thoughts 
‘To mark their-beauties, and avoid their faults. 
Meantime, ye parents, with attention hear, 
‘And thus advis'd exert your utmoft care ; 
The blamelefs tutor from a thoufand choofe, 
9 6 fromm his foul devoted to the mufe; 
‘he’, pleas’d che tender pupil to improve, 
gards and loves him with a father’s love. 
Youth, of itfelf to numerous ills betray’d,  * 
equires a prop, and wants a foreign aids 
inlefs a mafter’s rules his mind incline 
To love and cultivate the facred nine, 
lis thoughts a thoufand objects will employ, 
nd from Parnaffus lead the wandering bor 
trufts the fwain the faplings to the earth; 
o hopes in time to fee the {prouting birth ; 
gainft the winds defenfive props he forms, 
To ihield the future forcft from the forms, 
hat each embolden’d plant at length may rife 
verdant pride, and fhoot into the ikies, 
But let the guide, if c’er he would improve 
dis charge, avoid his hate, and win his love; 
Left in his rage wrong meafures he may take, 
wad lothe the mufes for the teacher’s fake, 
s foul then flacken’d from her native force, 
at the barrier, and forgets the courfe. 
by your anger be the youth o’er-aw'd, 
feorn th’ ungencrous province of the rod; 
*h’ offended mufes never can fuftain 
*o hear the fhrickings of the tender train, 
ftung with grief and anguith hang behind; 
Damp’d is the {prightly vigour: of the mind, 
¢ boy no daring images infpire, 
lebright ideas fet his thoughts on fire: 
¢ drays on heavily th’ ungrateful load, 
own obftinately dull, and feafon’d to the rod, 
1 know a pedant, who to penance brought 


is pupils for the lighteft fault; 
foul Wanted ith a ftorm of ire, 
d all the rage malice could infj 
tursthe torturing fcourges we might hear, 
“B) tthe fhrieks of wretches ftunn’d the ear. 
ill to my ntind the dire ideas rife, 
Vhen rage unufual fparkled in his eyes; 
hen with the dreadfal fcourge dnfulting loud, 
e tyrant terrify’d the blooming crowd; 
the faireft of the frighted train, 
yet vearce gave the promife of a man, 
h! difmy, object ! idly paft the day 
all the t).oughtlefs innocence of play; 
en lo! th’ imperious wretch inflam’d with rage, 
ie regardlefs of his tender age, 
‘ury ftorms 


4 









the fault, his clamours urge: 


s hand high-waving brandithes the feourge. 
» vows, and prayers, the tyrant’s ears affail ; 
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The trembling innocent from cert Slee: 

Sicken’d, and breath’d his little foul in 

For him, beneath his poplar, mourns the 

For him the tears of hoary Serius flow; 

For him their tears the watery fifters fhed, = 

Who lov’d him living, and deplor’d him dead. 

The furious pedant, to pets his rage, © 3 

Should mark th’ example of a former. ee 

How fierce Alcides, warm'd with yourktal is, 

Dafh'd on his mafter’s front his % 

But yet, ye youths, confefs your mafters fway, — 

And their commands implicitly obey. 
Whoever then this arduous tafk purfaes, 

To form the bard, and cultivate the 


Let him by fofter means, and milder w: 
Warm bis ambition with the love of 
Soon as his precepts thall engage hi 
And fan the rifing fire in every 
Light is the tail ;—for then the eager 
Purfues the voluntary toil with joy; 
Difdains th’ inglorious indolence of reft, — 
And feeds th’ immortal ardour in his 

And here the common practice of the 
By known experience juttifies my rules, 
The youths in focial ftudies to engage; 
For then the rivals burn with ge 
Each foul the ftings of emulation raife, 
And every little bofom beats for praife. 
But gifts propos'd will urge them beft tori 
Fir’d at the glorious profped of a pi 
With noble jealoufy the blooming 
Reads, labours, glows, and ftrains f 
Fears left his happy rival win the race, 
And raife a triumph on his own dil 

But when once feafon’d to the 
He loves and courts the raptures of the nine; 
The fenfe of glory, and the love of fame, 
Serve but as feeond motives to the flame; — 
The thrilling pleafure all the bard ful “4 
Lock’d in the ftri& embraces of the 
See ! when harfh parents force the youth to qa 
For meaner arts the dear delights of wit, 
If e’er the wonted warmth his thoughts infpire, 
And with paft pleafures fet his mind on 
How from his fat he longs, but longs in 
To haunt the groves and purling f gai 
No ftern commands of parents can 
No force can check the fallies of his foul. 
So burns the courfer feafon’d tothe rein, 
That fpies his females on a diftant plain, 
And longs to a¢t his pleafures o’er again. © 
Fir'd with remembrance of his joys, he bounds, 
He foams and ftrives to reach the well-kno 

grounds; 

The goring fpurs his furious flanies improve, 
And roufe within him all the rage of love; 
Ply’d with the feourge he fill negledts his 
And moves reluétant when he moves at 
Reverts his eye, regrets the diftant mare, 
And neighs impatient for the dappled fair. 

How oft the youth would long to change hig 

fate, “i a 
Who, high advanc’d to all the pomp of ftate, 
With grief his gaudy load of grandeur views, 
Loft at too high a diftance from the mufe; — 
’ a 
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How oft he fighs by warbling ftreams to rove, ». 
“And quit the palace for the fhady grove ! 

How oft in Tybur’s cold retreats to lye, 

And gladly ftoop to cheerful poverty, ‘ 
Beneath the rigour of the wintery fky ! 

But yet how many curfe their fruitlefs toil, 

‘Whe turn and cultivate a barren foil? 

*This, eré too late, the mater may divine. 

‘By a fure omen and a’certain fign; 

, The hopeful youth, determin’d by his choice, 
‘Works without precept, and prevents advice, 
Confalts his teacher, plies his tatk with joy, 
And a quick fenfe of glory fires the boy. 

He challenges the crowd ;—the conqueft o'er, 
He flruts away the victor of an hour. [care, 

“Then vanquith’d in his turn; o’erwhelm’d with 
‘He weeps, he pines, he fickens with defpair ; 
Nor looks his little rivals in the face, 
on flies for thelter to fome lonely place, 

“To mourn his fhame, and cover his dilgrace. 
His mafter’s frowns impatient to fufain, 
Streight he returns, and wins the day again. 
This is the boy his better fates defign 
"To tife the future dasling of the nine; 

For him the mufes weave the facred crown, 
And bright Apollo claims him for his own. 
Not the leat hope th’ unaétive youth can raife, 
Dead to the profped& and the fenfe of praife; 

Who your juft rules with dull attention hears, | 
‘Nor lends his underftanding, but his ears, 
Refolv’d his parts in indolence to keep, 

He lulls his drowfy faculties afleep ; 
The wretch your beft endeavours will betray, 

And the fuperfluous care is thrown away. 

T fear for him who ripens ere his primes 
For all prodnétions there’s a proper time. 

Oh! may no apples in the {pring appear, 
Out-grow the feafons, and prevent the year, 
Nor mellow yet till autumn ftains the vine, 
And the full preffes foam with floods of wine. 
‘ Torn from the parent-tree too foon, they lie 
‘Trod down by every fwain who paffes by. 

Nor fhould the youth too ftri@ly be confin’d, 
Tis fometimes proper to unbend his mind ; 
When tie’d with ftudy, let him feck the plainay 
And mark tht homely humours of the fwains; 
‘Or pleas’d the toils to fpread, or horns to wind, 
Hunt the fleet mountain-goat or foreft-hind. 
Meantime the youth, impatient that the day 
Should pafs in pleafares unimprov'd away, 
Steals from the fhouting crowd, and quits fhe 

plaing, . 

To fing the fyivan gods in rural ftrains ; 

Or calls the mufcé to Albunea’s fhades, 
Courte and enjoys the vifionary maids. 

So labour'd fields, with crops alternate bleft, 

By turns lie fallow, and indulge theit reft; 

The fwain contented bids the hungry foil 
Enjoy a {weet viciffitude from toil, 

_ Till earth renews her genial powers to bear, 
And pays his prudence with a bounteous year, 

On a ftri& view your folid judgment framie, 
Nor think that genius is in all the fame : ; 
How oft thé youth, who wants the facred fire, 
Fondly miftakes for genius his defire! ca 
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Courts the coy mufes, though rejected fill, 

Nor nature feconds his mifguided will : 

He ftrives, he toils with unavailing cares 

Nor heaven relents, nor Phebus hears his prayer. 
He with fuccefs perhaps may plead a caufe, 

Shine at the bar, and flourith by the laws; 
Perhaps difeover Nature’s fecret {prings, 


| And bring to light th’ originals of things, 


But fometimes precept will fuch force imparts . 

That nature bends beneath the power of-art. 
Befides, ’tis no light province to remove 

From the rath boy the fiery pangs of love; 

Till, ripe in years, and more confirm’d in age,. 

He learns to bear the flames of Cupid’s rage; 

Oft hidden fires on all his vitals prey, 

Devour the youth, and melt his foul away, 

By flow degrees ;_—blot out his golden dreanrey 

‘The tuneful pocts, and Caftalian ftreams; 

Struck with a fecret wound, he weeps and fighs 

In every thought the darling phantoms rife; 

The fancy'd charmer fwims before his fight, 

His theme all day, his vifion all the night: ~ 

The wandering object takes up all his care. 

Nor can he quit th’ imaginary fair. 

Meantime his fire, unconfcious of his pain, 

Applies the temper’d medicines in vain ; 

The plague, fo deeply rooted in his heart, 

Mocks every flight attempt of Pan's art ; 

The flames of Cupid all his breaft infpire, 

And in the lover’s quench the poet's fire, 
When in his riper yeats, without controul, 

The nine have took poffeffion of his foul; 

When, facred to their god, the crown he weeds, 

To other authors Tet him bend his cares ; 

Confult their Myles, examine every part, 

And a new tindturc take from every art, 

Firkt tudy ‘Tully's language and his fenfe, 

And range that boundlefs field of eloquences 

Tully, Rome’s other glory, {till affords 

The bett expreflions and the richeft words ; 

As high o'er all in eloquence he ftood, 

As Rome o’er all the nations fhe fubdu'd. 

Let him read men and manners, and exploré” 

The fite and diftances from fhore to frore ; 

Then let him travel, or to maps repair, 

And {ee imagin’d cities rifing there ; 

Range with his eyes the earth’s fictitious balf, 

And pafs o’er figur'd worlds that grace the wall 

Some in the bloody fhock of arms appear, 

To paint the native horrors of the war; * 

‘Through charging hofts they ruth before they writd 

And plunge in all the tumult of the fight. 

But fince our lives, contraéted in their date 

By {canty bounds and circumfcrib’d by fate, 

Cah never laufich-through all the depths of arts, 

Ye youths, touch only the material parts ; 

There ttop your labour, there your fearph-comicu: 

And draw from thence a notion of the whole. 

From diftant climes when the.’ rick} merchant: 

come, 

To bring the wealth of foreign regions home; 

Content the friendly harbours to explore, - 

They only touch upon the winding there} 

Nor with vaia, labour wander up and dowa 

To view the land, and vifit every cown: 
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would but call them from their former road, 
pend an age in banithment abroad ; 
‘00 late. returning from the dangerous main, 
‘0 fee their countries and their friends again. 
Atill be the facred poets your delight ; 
them by day, confult them in the night; , 
- clear fountains’ all your raptures 








Ani draw for ever from the mufes’ fpring. 
But let your fabje& in your bofom roll, 
Claim every thought, and draw in all the foul. 
‘That conftant object to your mind difplay, 
Your toil all night, your labour all the day. 
A need not all the rules of verfe difctofe, 
‘Nor how their various meafures to difpofe ; 
tutor here with eafe his charge may guide 
"9 join the parts and numbers, or divide. 
low let him words to ftated laws fubmit, 
‘Or yoke to meafures, or reduce to feet ; 
w let him foftly to himfelf rehearfe . 
His firft attempts and rudiments of verfe ; 
ix on thofe rich expreffions his regard, 
‘To ufe made facred-by fome ancient bard; 
‘oft by of hopes and fears, 
¢ begsof heaven an hundred eyes and ears, 
Yow bere, now there, coy nature he purfues; 
nd takes one image in a thoufand views. 
le waits the happy moment that affords‘ 
nobleft thoughts, and mott expreflive words $ 
¢ brooks no dull delay; admits no reft; 
tide of paflion ftrugglea in his breaft; 
‘ound his dark foul no clear ideas play, 
The moft familiar objects gli a 
All fix’d in thought, aftonith appears, 
is foul e: and confults his ears; _ 
efs memory, to find 
faintly fketch’d upon his mind, 
here he unlocks the glorious magazine, 
nd opens every faculty within ; 
srings out with pride their intelle@val fpoils, 
ni hod noble treafure crowns his toils; 
chance fhall images difplay, 
is mind engag’d a different way, 
iil he perfifts ; regrets no toil or pain, t 











hd itill the tafk, he tried before in vain, 
lies with unweary'd diligence again, 
o1 ble thoughts appear, 
labour, and clude his care; 

ird, with all his nerves apply'd, 
ries all the avenues on every fide ; 
Refolv’d and bent the precipice to gait; 
jough yet he labours at the rock in vain; 

his own ftrength and heaven, with congqueft 








toils, rst vigilance, nor cares prevail ; 
paft atempts in vain the boy renews, 

d waits the fofter feafons of if mife; 
¢ quits his work ; throws by his fond defires : 
from his taf relu@tantly retires. 


4 o’er the ficlds the fwain purfues his road, 
Jength by fome impervious flood 
Rais = z , 
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‘That from a mountain’s brow, 
rains, ¥ 
Burfts in a thundering tide, and foams a 
With horror chili'd, he craverfes the thore, 
Sees the waves rife, and hears the torrent 
‘Then griev’d returns; or waits with vain'd 
Till the tumultuous deluge rolls away.” 
But in no Iliad let the youth engage 
His tender years, and unexperiene’d age 5. 
Let him by juft degrees and fteps pri : 
Sing with the fwains, and tune the tender reed : 
He with faccefs an humbler theme may ply, 
And, Virgil-like, immortalize a fly: 
Or fing the mice, their battles and a 
Agiiok the croadking natives of the 
Cr with what art her toils the fpider fets, 
And fpins her filmy entrails into nets, 
And here embrace, ye teachers, this advices 
Not to be too inquifitively nice; a 

























But, till the foul cnlarg’d in ftrength ap 

Indulge the boy, and fpare his ter y 

Till, to ripe judgment and experience bt 

Himfelf difcerns and bluthes at a fanle 5 

For if the critic’s eyes too firidtly pierce, 

To point each blemifh’out in every verfe, | 

Void of all hope the ftripling may depart, 

And turmhis ftudies to another art, 

But if refolv'd his darling faults to fee, 

A youth of genius thould apply to me, 

And court my elder judgment to py 

Th’ imperfeé& labours of his infant m 

I fhould not feruple, with a candid eye, 

To read and praife his poem to the ky; 

With feeming rapture on each line to pa 

And dwell on each expreffion with : 

But when my praifes had inflam’d 

If fome lame verfe limp'd flowly up beh 

One, that himfelf, unconfeions, had not: 

By numbers charm’d, and led away by 

I fhould not fear to minifter a 

And give him ftronger feet to keep it up; 

Teach it to run along more firm and fure ; ° 

Nor would I fhow the wound before the cures 

For what remains; the poet I enjoin _ 7 

To form no glorious fcheme, no great d 

Till free from bufinefs he retires alone, 

And flies the giddy tumult of the towns 

Secks rural pleafures, and enjoys the p 

And courts the thoughtful filence of the 

Where the fait Dryads haunt their 
Woods, 

With all the orders of the fylvan gods. 

Here in their foft retreats the poets lie, — 

Serene, and bleft with cheerful ; 

No guilty {chenses of wealth their fouls moleft, 

No cares, no profpeéts, difcompofe their refts 

No fchemes of grandeur glitter in their 

Here they the joys of innecence purfue, 

And tafte the pleafures of the happy few. 

From a rock’s entrails the barbarian 

Who dares to violate the facred ¢ 

By deeds or words—The wretch by 
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And paid, when‘rais’d to grandeur, no regard 
From that high ftation to the facred bard. -: 
Uninjur’d, mortals, let the pocts lic, : 

Or dread th’ impending vengeance of the fy ; 
‘The gorls {till liften'd to cheir conflant prayer, 
And made the poets their peculiar care. 

They, with contempt, on fortune’s gift Jook down, 
And laugh at kings who.wear an envy'd crown, 
Rais’d and tranfported by their foaring mind, 
From their proud eminence they view mankind 
Loft in a cloud; they fee them toil below, 

All bufy to promote their common woe ; 

Of guilt unconfcious, with a fteady foul, 

They fee the lightnings fiath, and hear the thun-. 

ders roll. 

When, girt with terrors, heaven's Almighty Sire * 
Launches his triple bolts and forky fire, 

"When o’er high towers the red deftroyer plays, 
And ftrikes the mountains with the pointed blaze; 
Safe in their innocence, like gods, they rife, 

And lift. their fouls ferenely to the tkies, 
___ Fly, ye profane ;—the facred nine were given 
‘Yo blefs thele lower worlds by bounteous heaven: 
Of old, Prometheus, from the realms above, 
Brought down thefe daughters,of all-mighty Jove, 
When to his native earth the robber came, 
Charg'd with the plunder of ethereal flame. 

As due compaffion touch’d his generous mind, 
"To fee the favage ftate of human kind ; 

When, led to range at large the bright abodes, 
And fhareth’ ambrofial banquets of the gods; 

In many 3 whirl he faw Olympus driven, 

And heard th’ etertial harmony of heaven. “fears 
"Turn’d round and round the concert charm’'d his 
‘With all the mufic of the dancing fpheres; , 

The facred nine his wondering eyes behold, 
Aseach her orb in juft divifions roll’d; 

The thief beholds theny with ambitious eyes, 
And, bent on fraud, he meditates the prize ; 

A prize! the nobleft gift he could beftow 

(Next to the fire) on human race below 5 

‘At length th’ immortals reconcil’d refign’d 

"The fair celeftial-fifters to mankind ; 

Though bound to Caucafus with folid chains, 

'Th’ afpiring robber groan’d in endlefs pains; 

By which deterr’d, for ages lay fupine 

"She race of mortals, nor invok’d the nine 

"Tit! heaven in yerfe fhow'd man his future tate, 
And open’d every diftant {cene of fate. 

Fir, the great father of the gods abuve 

Sung in Dedona and the Libyan grove ; 

Next, to th’ inquiring nations Themis gave, 

Bier facred anfwers from the Phocian cave ; 

"Then Phoebus warn’d them from the Delphic dome 
Of future time, and ages yet to come; 

And reverend Faunus utter’d truths divine 

To the firkt founders of the Latian line. 

Next the great race of hallow’d prophets came, 
‘With them the Sibylls of immortal fame, 
Anfpir’d with all the god; who rapt on high 
‘With more than mortal rage unbounded fly, t 
And yange the dark receffes of the fky. 

‘Next, at their feafts, the people fung their lays 
(The fame their prophets fung in former aay b 
1... A hie deathlefs praife. 
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What has to man of nobler worth been giveay 
Than this the heft and greateft boon of heaven ? 
Whatever power the glorious gift beftow’d, 
We trace the certain footfteps of a God; 

By thee infpir’d, the daring poet flies, 

Hiz,fou! mounts up, and towers above the fkieg; 
Thou art the fource of pleafure, and we fee ~ 
No joy, no tranfport, when debarr'd of thee; 
Thy tuneful deity the feather’d'throng = 
Confeis in ail the meafures of their fonge 

Thy great eommands the favages obey,” 

And every filent native of the fea: 

Led by thy voice, the farting rocks advance)" 
And liftening forefts mingle in the dance.- 

On thy fweer notes the danin’d rejoice to dwelly 
Thy ftrains fufpended all the din of hell; 7 
Lull'd by the found, the furies rag’d no more, 
And hell’s infernal porter ceas'd.to roar. 

Thy powers exalt us to the realms above; 

‘Vo feaft with gods, and fit the guefts of Jove'é 
‘Thy prefeuce foftens anguith, woe, and ftrife, 
And reconciles us to the load of life ; 

Hail, thoa bright comfort of thefe low abodes, 
Thou joy of men, and darling of the gods. 

As pricft and poet, in thefe humble lays, 

I boldly labour to refound thy praife; 

To hang thy fhrines, this gift I bring along, 
And to thy altars guide the tendex: throng. 


BOOK It. 


Proceep, ye'Nine, defcended from above, 

Ye tuncful daughters of almighty Jove ; 

To teach the future age, I haften on,” 

And open every fource of Helicon, 

Your prieft and bard with rage divine intpire, 

While to your thrine [ lead the blooming choir. 

Hard was the way, and dubious, which we trod, 

Now fhow, ye goddeffes, a furer toad; 

Point out thofe paths, which you can find alone,. 

To all the world but to yourfelves unknown; ° ~ 

Lo! all th’ Hefperian youths with me implore 

Your fofter influence, and propitious power, 

Who, rang'd beneath my banners, boldly tread 

Thofe arduous tracks fo reach your mountain 
head. i : : 

New rules 'tis sow my province to impart; 

.Firf co invent, and then difpofe with art; 

Each a laborious tafk ; but they who fhare 

Heaven’s kinder bounty, and peculiar care, 


t A glorious train of images may find, 


Preventing hope, and crowding on the.ming, 
The other tafk, to fettle every part, 

Depends on judgment, atid the powers of art 
From whence in chief the poet hopes to raife 
His future glory, and immortal praife. 

‘Fhis as arule the nobleft batds efteem, 
‘To touch at firft in general on the theme> 
To hint at all the fubjec in a lines 
And draw in miniature'the whole defign..__ 
Nor in themfelves confide; but next implore 
The timely aid of fome celeftial power; 
To guide your labours, and point out your road, 
Choofe, as you pleafe, your tutelary god; 


But ftill invoke fome guardian deity, 
rs ME gic” "ae eee 
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‘To nothing great fhould mortals bend their care, 

Till Jove be folemnly addreft in prayer. 

“Tis not enough to call for aid divine, 

And court but once the favour of the Nine; 

When objedts rife, that mock your toil and pain, 
i Above the labour and the reach of man; 

"Thay you may fupplicate the bleft abodes, 

, And afk the friendly fuccour of the gods. 

"Shock riot your reader, nor begin too fierce} 
Nor fwell and blufter in a ponip of verfe; 

At firtt all néedlefs ornament remove, 

To fhua his prejudice, and win his love. 
At fir, you find moft favour and fuccefs 
In plaist expreffion, and a modeft drefs. 
For if too arrogant you vaunt your might, 
You fall with greater feandal in the fight, 

' ‘When on the niceft point yotir fortune ftanda; 
And all your courage all your ftrength demandé: 
With gradual flights furprife is as we read; 

And let more glorious images fucceed 
To wake our foulé; to kindle our defirée 
Still to read on, and fai the rifing fire. 
But ne'er the fubje@ of your work proclaiti 
In its own colouts, and irs genuine name; 
Let it by diftant tokens be convey’d, 
owAnd wrapt in other words, and covet'd in their 
fhade. 
At laf the fubjedt from the friendly throwd 
Burfts out, and fhines the brighter from the clad; 
‘Then the diffolving darknefs breaks away, 

- And every object glares in open day. : 
‘Thus great * Ulyfles’ toils were 1 to choofé, 

For the main thenie that fhould employ niy tiulé; 
By his long labours of immottal fame, : 
Should thine my hero, but conteal his name s 
As one, who loft at fed, had nations feen, {mth, 
And mark’d their towns, their manners, and their 
Since Trdy was levell’d to the dult by Greece ; 
‘Till a few lines epitomiz'd the piece. 

But ftudy now what order to maintain, | 
‘To link the work in one continued chain, 
That, when the mufe difpiays her artful fcheme, 
And at the proper time unfolds the theme ; 
Each part may find its own determin’d place, 
Laid otit with method, and difpos’d with grace; 
‘That to the deftin’d cope the piece may tend, 
And keep one conftant tenor to the end. 
Firft to furprifing novelties inclin’d, 
‘The bards fome unexpected objects find, i 
‘To wake attention, and fulpend the minds 
A cold, dull order bravely they forfake ; 
Fix'd and refolv'd the winding way to take; ; 
They nobly deviate from the beaten track. « 
The poet marks th’ occafion, as he fings, 
‘To launch out boldly from the midft of things, 
‘Where fome diftinguih’d incident he views, 

Rjome Mining aGtion that deferves a mufe. 

‘hence by degrees the wondering reader brings’ 
‘To traze the fubje& backward to its fprings, 
Left at his entrance he fhould idly ftay, 
Shock'd at his toil, and dubious of his way; * 
For when fet down fo near the promis’d goal, 
The flattering profpe@ tempts and fires his foul ;" 
* Vid. Hom. Oduff. Lib. I, 
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| Already paft the treacherons bounds appear, 
Then moft at diftance, when they feem fo wears 
Far from his grafp the fleeting harbour flies, 
Courts his pucfuit, but mocks his dazzled eyes $ 
The proniis'd region he with joy had fpy’d, 
Vaft tracts of dceans from his reach divide ; 

Still muft he backward fteer his lengthea’d way, 
And plough a wide interminable fea. 

No tkilful poet would his mufe employ, 


3s 








From Paris’ vote to trace the fall of Troy, 
Nor every deed of He@or to relate, 
While his ftrong arm fufpended Mion’s fate ; 
Work for fome annalift ! fonie heavy fool, 
Correétly dry, and regularly dull. 
Beit near the fend thofe dreadful {cenes appear s 
+ Wake then, and roufe the furies of the wars 
But for his ravifh’d fair ac firtt engage 
Peleides' foul in unrelenting rage. - 
Be this the catfe that every Phrygian flood 
Swella with red waves, and rolls a tide of bloot} 
That Xanthus' urns a purple deluge pour, 
And the deep trenches float with human gore, 
Nor former deeds in filence mutt we tole, 
The league at Aulis, and the mutual vows, 
‘The Spartan raging for his ravifh’d fpoufe; 
The thoufand fhips ; the woes which lion bore” 
Froth Greece, for nine revolving years before, 
This { rule with judgment fhould the bard main- 
tain, 5 
Who brings Laértes’ wandering fon agai, 
From burning {lion to his sative reign. Ss 
Let hint'not launch from Ida's ttrand his thips, 
With his attendant friends into the deepss 
Nor ftay to vanquifh the Ciconian hot; ~ 
But let him firft appear (his comrades lot). 
With fair Calypfo on th’ Ozygian coaft. : 
From thence, a world of toils and dangers paft, 
Wafe hi to rich Phaacid’s realms at latt, 
There at the feaft his wanderings to relate, 
His friends dire change ; his own relentlefs fare. 
But if the bard of former actions fings, 
He wifely draws from thofe remoter fprings g 
‘The prefent order, and the courfe of things. 
As yee unfold th’ event on no pretence, 
*Tis your chief tafk to keep us in fafpenfe, 
Nor cell what { prefents Atreus* fon prepares, 
‘To reconcile. Achilles to the wars; 
Or {{ by what god's aufpicious condud led, 
From Polyphemus’ den Ulyffes fled, 
Pleas‘d with the toil, and on the profpect bent, 
Our fouls leap forward to the wifh’d event. 
No cail of nature can our fearch reftrain, 
And fleep, and thi, and hunger, plead in vain, 
Glad we purfue the labour we embrac'd, 
And leave reludtant, when we leave at laft, 
See! how the bard triumphant in his art, _ 
Sports with our paffions, and commands the 
heart; 2 
Now here, now there, he turns the varying fong 5. 
And draws at will the captive foul along ; 


} See Homer's Iliads 
§ See the Odyffey. 

§ Sce the Hiiad. Lib, XIX, 
ll Ody. IX. 7 
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Rack’d with uncertdin hints, imevery fenfe 

We feel the lengthen’d anguife of fufpenfe. 

When * Homer once has promis’d to rehearfe 

Bold Paris’ fight, in many a foucding verfe, 

He foon perceives his reader’s warm defire 

‘Wrapt in the event, and all hia foul on fire ; 

‘The poet then contrives fome fpecious ftay, 

Before he tells the fortune of the day. 

‘Till Helen to the king and elders fhow, 

From fome tall tower, the leaders of the foe, 

And name the heroes in the fields below. 

+ When chafte Penelope, to gain her end, 

Yovites her fuitors the tough bow to bend; 

(Her nuptial bed the viGtor's promis’d prize) 

With what addrefs ‘her various arts fhe plies ! 

Skill’d in delays, and politically ow 

‘To fearch her treafures for her hero's bow. 

Nene lead the reader in the dark along, 

‘To the la goal that terminates the fong; 

Sometimes th’ event mutt glance upon the fight, 

Not glare in day, nor wholly fink in night. 

Tis thus Anchifes to his fon relates 

"The various feries of his future fates; 

For this the } prophets fce, on Tyber’s thore, 

‘Wars, horrid wars, and Latium red with gore, 

A new Achilles rifing.to deltroy 

With boundlefs rage the poor remains of Troy ; 

But raife his mind with profpedts of fuccels, 

And give the promife of a laiting peace. 

"This knew the hero when he fought the plains, 

Sprung § from his ships, and charg'd the embattled 
fwains, 

Hew'd, down the Latian troops with matchlels 

« might, ¢ ; 

(The fief aupicious omen of the fight) 

And at one blow gigantic Theron kili’d, 

Bold, but in vain, and foremoft of the field; 

Thus too {| Patroclus with his laceft breath », 

Foretold his unregarding vidtor’s death : 

‘His parting foul anticipates the blow, 

That waits brave Heétor from a greater foe, 

Thou too, poor ‘Jurnus, jut before thy doom, 

Could’ ft read thy end, and antedate a tomb, 

‘When o'er thy head the baleful fury flew, 

And in dire omens fet thy fate to view t 

A Wird obfcene, fhe flutter’d o'er, the field, 

‘Arid feream'd thy death, and Weat thy foundin 
fhield. ‘ 

Tor Jo! the ‘time, the fatal time is come, 

‘Charg’d with thy death, and heavy with thy doom, 

When Turous, though in vain, fhall rue the day ; 

Shall cugfe the golden belt he bore away 5 

Shall with too late young Pallas’ {poile unfought, . 

‘And mourn the conqueft he fo dearly bought. 

‘Th’ event fhould glimmer through ite gloomy 
fhrowd, * 

Though yet confua’d, and ftruggling in the cloud. 

So, to the traveller, as he jouruies of 7 

"To reach the walls of fome far diftant town, 

¥f, high in air, the dubious turrets rife, * 

Peep o'er the hills, and dance before his eyes; 


See Hom. Wiad WT. + Odeff. XXL. 
Sec Virg. dineid, Lib, FI. 9. 890. 
i Hid. Lib ILL. W458. || Zid, Lib. Fe We 5 3%. 
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Pleas’d the refrefhing profpedt to furvey, 
Each firide he lengthens, and beguiles the way. 
More pleas’d (the tempting {cene in view) to gay 
Than penfively to walk the gloomy vales below, 
Unlefs the theme within your bofom roll, 
Work in each thought, and run through all the 
* foul; 7 z z 
Unlefs you alter with inceffant pain, 
Pull down, and build the fabric ger again ; 
In vain, when rival-wits your wonder raife, 
You'll firive to match thofe beauties which you 
praife. 
To one juft fcope with fixt defign go on! 
Let fovercign reafon dictate from her throne, 
By what determin’d methods to advance, 
But never truft to arbitrary chance. 
Where chance prefides, all objects wildly jain'd, 
Crowd on the reader, and diftraé his mind; 
From theme to theme unwilling is he tof, 
And in the dark variety is loft. 
You fee fome bards, who bold excurfions make 
In long digreftions from the beaten track; 
*And paint a wild unneceflary throng 
Of things and objects foreign to the fong ¢ 
For new defcriptions from the road depart, 
Devoid of order, difcipline, and art. 
8a, many an anxious toil and danger palt,- 
Some wretch returns from banifiment at laft ; 
With fond delay to range the fhady wood, 
Now here, now there, he wanders from the road, 
From field to ficld, from ftream to ftream 
roves, 
And courts the cooling fhelter of the groves. 
For why fhould Homer * deck the gorgeous caty 
When our rais’d fouls are eager for the war; 
Or dweli on every wheel, when loud alarms, 
And Mars in thunder calls the hofts to arms? 
When with his heroes we fome daftard + find, 
Of a vile afpect, and malignant mind ; 
His awkward figure is not worth our care; 
His monftrous length of head, or want of hair, 
Not, though he goes with mountain dhoulders by, 
Short of a foot, or blinking in an eye. 
Such trivial obje&s call u's off too long 
From the main drife and tenor of the fong, 
Drances ¢ appears a jufter character, 
In council bold, but cautious in the war; 
Fa@ious and loud the Jiftening throng he drawa, 
And {wells with wealth and popular applaufe; 
But, what in our’s would never find a place, 
The bold Greek language may admit with grace. 
Why fhould 1 here the-flratagems recite, 
And the low tricks of every little wit ? 
Some out of time their ftock of knowledge boaft, 
Till in the pedant all the bard is loft. 
Such without care their ufelefs lumber places 
One black, confus’d, and undigefted mafs, 
‘ith a wild heap encumbers every part, 
Nor rang’d with grace, nor methodis’d with art: - 
But then in chief, when things abfirufe they teach, 
Themes too abftracted for the vulgar reach; 











© Vid. Hem. Hiad, Lib. Poo. 1%%e 
Ibid, Lib. 11.0. 21% 
Virgs dencid Lib. XL. 2. 33 
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The hidden nature of the deities; 
‘The fecret laws and motions of the tkies ; 
Or from whac dark original began 
(The fiery foul, and kindled up the man; 
Oft they in odious inftances engage, ~ 
And for examples ranfack every age, 
* WitFevery realm; no hero will they pafs; 
But act againft the rules of time and place. 
Avoid, ye youths, thefe practices; nor raife 
Your {welling fouls to fuch a thirft of praife, . 
Some bards of eminence there are, we own, 
Who fing fometimes the journies of the fun, 
The rifing ftars, and labours of the moon: 
What impalfe bids the ocean rife and fall; 
‘What motions thake and rock, the trembling ball, 
Though foreign fubjedts had engag’d their care, 
‘The rage, the din and thunder of the war, 
Through the loud field; the genius of the earth; 
Or rules to raife the vegetable birth + 
Yet ’tis but feldom, and when time and place 
Require the thing, and reconcile to grace. 
Thofe foreign objects neceflary feem, 
And flow, to all appearance, from the theme ; 
With fo much art fo well conceal’d they pleafe, 
When wrought with fkill, and introduc'd with 
eafe. : : . 
Should not * Anchifea, fach occafion fhown, 
Refolve the queftions of his godlike fon? 
AL fouls depriv’d of heaven’s fair light repair 
Once more to day, and breathe the vital air ? 
Or if from high Olympus firft they came, - 
Anfpir’d with portions of ethereal flame, + 
‘Though here encumber’d with the mortal frame? 
Tire not too long one fubjec when you write, 
For ‘tia variety that gives delight ; : 
But when to that variety inclin'd, 
You feek new objects to relieve the mind, 
Be fure let nothing fore’d or labour’d feem, 
But watch your time, and fteal from off your 
theme. 
Conceal with care your longing to depart, 
Wor art's chief pride is (till to cover art. 
So + Mulciber, in future ages fkill’d, 
Engrav'd Rome's glories on AZueas’ fhield, 
On the bright orb her future fame enroll’d, 
And with her triumphs charg’d the rifing gold ; 
Here figur’d fights the blazing round adorn,“ 
‘there his long line of heroes. yet unborn, 
But if a ¢ poet of Aufonian birth 
Defcribcs the various kingdoms of the earth, 
Wide interfperft ; the Medes, or fwarthy Moors; 
.The different natures of their foils explores, 
And paints the trees that bloom on India’s 
* fhores : ‘ 
On his owa land he looks with partial yea, 
ee lifts the fair Helperia to the tkies; 
‘o all the fair Hefperia he prefers, 
And mskes the woods of Bactria yield to her's, 
With proud Panchaia; though her groves fhe 
y — boatts, ] 
And breathes a cloud of incenfe from her coafts. 





* Vid. Virg. Fincid, Lib, VT 
$ Lid. Li 
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Hear then, ye generous youths, on this regard 

I fhould not blame the conduét of the bard, 

Who in foft numbers, and a flowing ftrain, 
Relieves and reconciles our ears again. 

When I the various implements had fung 

That to the fields, and rural trade belong, 

Tn fweet harmonious meafures would I tell 

How * nature mourn’d when the great Cafar fell. 
When Bacchus’ curling vines had grac’d my lays, 
The rural pleafures ¢ next fhould thare my praife. 
The labour ended, and complete the whole, 

Some bards with pleafure wander round the goal, 
‘Lhe flights and fallies of the mufe prolong, 

And add new beauties to the finifh’d fong ; 
-Pleas’d with th’ excurfion of the charming ftraiy , 
We ftrive to quit the work, but ftrive in vain, 
Thus, were fhe bees the fubject of my mufe, - 
‘Their laws, their natures, and celestial dews 5 
Poor $ Ariftzus thould his fate difclofe, 

His mother’s counfel fhould aflwage his woes ; 
Old Proteus here fhould ftruggle in his chain, _ 
‘There in foft verfe the Uhracian bard complain 
As Philomela on @ popular bough 

Bewails her young, melodious in her woe). 
Pangzan fteeps his forrows fhould return, 

And vocal ‘Thrace with Rhodope fhould mourn ; 
Hebrus fhould roll low-murmuring to the deep, 
And barbarous nations wonder why they weeps 
Thus too the poets, who the names declare 

Of kings and nations gathering to the war, 
Sometimes diverfify the ftrain, and fing 

The wondrous change of the § Ligurian king, 
While for his Phaéton his forrows flaw, ~ 
And his harmonious ftrains beguile his woe, 
O’er all the man the fnowy feathers rife, 

And in a tuneful fwan he mounts the fkies. 
Thus too | Hippolitus, by Dian’s care 

And Pan's art, returns to upper air. 

The bards now paint the arms their heroes wield, 
And each bold figure on the glittering thield. - 

Great  Aventinus, great Alcides’ fon, 

Wore the proud trophy which his father won ; 
An hundred ferpents o'er the buckler roll’d, 
And Hydra hifs'd from all her headsin gold. 
Now blooming Tempe’s cool retreats they fing, 
And now with flowery beauties paint the {pring, 
Now with a fylvan fcene the floods they hide; 
Or teach the fam’d Eridanus to glide, 

Or fport on fabled Achelous’ fide, 

Or hoary Nereus’ numerous race difplay, ~ 

The hundred azure fifters of tbe fea, 

With them the nymphs that haunt their native 

woods, * 


bs 
And the long orders of the Sylvan gods. 

With gay defcriptions fprinkle here and therg 
Some grave inftructive lentences with care, 
That touch on life, fome-moral good purlug, 


‘} And give us virtue in a-tranfient viewy 








* Virg. Georg. Lib. I. 406, 
} Tid: Lib. 11. 0. 458. ‘ 
$ Ibid. Lib. XI. 0. 317. 
§ Bneid, Lib. K.v 185. 
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»- ‘Who, fingly impotent the crowd to dare, 
+ Repel. or ftand their whole embody'd war, 


B56 - 
Rules, which the future fire may make his own, 
And point the golden precepts to his fon, 

Sometimes on little images to fall, 

And thus illuftrate mighty things by fmall; - 
‘With due fuccefs the licens’d poet dares, 

‘When to the * ants the Phrygians he compare, 
‘Who leaving Carthage, gather to the feas; 

Or the laborious Tyrians to the bee, * 

But fwarmitig + flies, offenfive animals, 

That buz inceffant o’er the fmoking pails, 

Are images too l+w, to paint the hoits 

‘That roll and blacken o'er Aufonia’s coafts. 

‘The lofty mufe who fung the Latian war, 
Would think fuéh trivial things beneath her care. 
How from his majefty would Virgil fall, _ 
I€ Turnus, fearce repell'd from Hiop’s wall, 
Retiring grimly with a tardy pace, 

Had e'er been figue’d by the patient § af! 
‘Whom unregarded troops of boys furround, . 
‘While o'er his fides their rattling flrokes refound; 
Slow he gives way, and crops the fpringing grain, 
‘Turas on each fide, and ftops to graze again, 

Yn every point the thing is jut, we know, 

Buc then the image is itfelf too low: 

For Turnus, fptung from {uch a glorious ftrain, 
‘The vile refemblance would with feorn difdain, 
‘With better grace the || lion may appear, * t 
Looks grimly back, and solls his glaring eye, * 
Defpaits to conquer, and difdains to fly. 

Since fictions are allow'd, be fure, ye youths, 
‘Your fidtions wear at leaft the air of truths. 
‘When § Glaucus meets Tydides on the plain, 
Inflam’d with rage, and reeking from the flain ; 
Some think they could not pafs the time away, 

In fuch Jong narratives, 3nd cool delay, i 
Amidft the raging tumult of the day, 

But yet we hear fierce Diomed relate 

‘The crime of bold Lycurgus, and his fate; 
And Glaucus talks of brave Bellerophon, ° 
Doom’d for a lawlefs paffion not his own ; 
Sets forth the hero's great exploits to view, } 


How the bold chief the dire Chimzra flew, 
‘The Solymaan hoft, and Amazonian crew. 
For thofe furprifing fidtions are defign'd 

‘With thejr {weet falfhoods to delight the mind; 
‘The bards expect no credit fheuld be given 

To the bare lie, though authoriz’d by heaven, 
Which oft with confidence they vent abroad, 
Beneath the needful fandtion of a god. 

"Twas ihus the ** roaited heifers of thefun 
Spoke o'er the fire with accents not their own; 
*['was thus ¢+ Achilles’ fteed his filence broke, 
And.}} Trojan thips in human voices fpoke ; 


© Kirg. Hncid. Lib. ix. %, 40%, 

+ Ibid, Lib. I. v. 434. 

} Hom. Miad, Lib. 11. 0. 4697 
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i] Ving. Aineid, Lib. TX. 0. 79% 

| Homer's liad, Lib. VI.v 119. 

°° Homer. Odyf. i ib, X11. v. 3956 
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As wrought by heaven thefé wonders they relate, 
All airy vifions of the ivory gate! : . 
Speak things but once, if order be your care, 
For more the cloy’d attention wil] not bear, t 
And tedious repetitions tire the ear, 
In this we differ from the Grecian train, : 
Who tell * Atrides’ vifions o’er again. 
’Tis not enough with them we know the cauie 
Why great Achilles from the wer withdraws, 
Unlefs the + weeping hero, on the fhore, 
Tells his blue mother all we heard before. 
So much on pundtual niceties they fland, 
‘That, when their kings difpatch {ume high com 
mand, 
All werd for word, th’ embaffadors $ rehearfe 
Ip the fame tenor of unvaried verfe. 
Not fo did § Venulus from Arpi bring 
The final anfwer of th’ Btolian king. 
Let others labour on a vait defign, 
A lefs, but polith’d with due care, be thine, 
To change its ftructure, be your laft delight}. 
Thus fpend the day, and exercife the night, ‘ 
Inceffant in your toil, But if you choofe 
A larger field and fubje@ for your mule ; 
If fcanty limits fhould the theme confine, 
Learn with juft art to lengthen the defign 
Beyond its native bounds; the roying mind > 
A thoufand methods to this end may find ; 
Unnumber’d fidiious may with truchs be join’d, 
Nature fupplies a fund of marter fill ; 
Then cull th’ rich variety at will. 
See! how the bard calls down th’ embattled gods, 
All rang’d in factions, from their bright abodes ;: 
Who, fir’d with mutual hate, their artns employ; 
And in the field declare for Grecce or Troy, * 
‘Till Jove convenes a council to aflwage 
Their rifing fury, and fufpend their rage ; 
Though the blei gods, remoy'd from human eyep, 
Live in immortal eafe within the diftane fkies. 
And now th’ infernal realm his theme he makes, 
“Lhe reign of Pluto, the Tartarean lakes, 
The furies dyeadful with their curling fnakes. t 
He gathers omens from each bird that flies, 
And figns from every wing that beats the fkies, 
He now defcribes a banquet, where the gues 
Prolongs with narratives the royal feaft, 
Or at the glorious hero’s tomb we read 
OF games ordain’d in honour of the dead. 
And oft for mercies in old times difplay’d, 
To their own gods their annual rites are paid 
For monftrous Python flain, their praifes rifey 
And lift the fame of Pheebus to the fkies. _ ” 
In hymns Alcides’ labours they refound, 
While Cacus lies extended on the ground, 
Alternate fing the labours of his hands, 
Enjoin’d by fierce Euryftheus’ ftern commands; 
‘The den of Cacus crowns the grateful ftrain, 
Where the grim monfter breathes his flames in vain, 
* Vid. Hom. Iliad. Lib. Tf, 
¥ Jbid. Lid. 2. v. 370. 
f Ibid Lib 1X. 0. 264. 
§ Ving. Hincid. Lib, XI. v. 243. 
| Au thefe particulas be end of this paragraph, 










~ Exerts his fire, and pours forth all his foul ; 
ye lines fo daring, and his words fo ftrong ; 
e fee the fubject figur’d in the fong : 
‘When with the winds old * Ocean he deforms, 
Or paints the rage and horrors of the ftorms ; 
_. Or drives on pointed rocks the buriting fhips, 
‘Toft on the Euxine, or Sicilian deeps. . 
Or fings the + plagues that blaft the livid ky, 
‘When beafts by herds, and men by nations die; 
Or the fierce flames } that Aétna’s jaws expire, 
Her melted rocks, and deluges of fire, 
en from her mouth the burfting vapour flies, 
- And, charg’d with ruin, thunders to the fies; 
While drifts of fmoke in footy whirlwinds play, 
And clouds of cinders ftain the golden day. 
See! as the poet founds the dire alarms, 
Calls on the war, and fets the hofts in arms 
Squadrons on {quadrons driven, confus’dly di 
Grim Mars in all his terrors {trikes the eye; 
_ More than defcription rifing to the fight, 
Prefents the real horrors of the fight ; 
A new creation feems our praife to claim ; 

























‘The agonizing groan, the fruitlefs prayer, 
And fhrieks of Sapiens thicken on the ear. 
hp when he reads a || city florm’d, forbears 
'o feel her woes, and fympathize in tears? 
‘When o’er the palaces the flames afpire 
From wall to wall, and wrap the domes in fire ? 
The fire, with years and hoftile rage opprett ! - 
‘The ftarting infant, clinging to the breatt! 

The tender mother runs, with piercing cries, 


J fkies. 
Dragg’d from the altar, the diftradted fair 


Here in thick crowds the vanquith’d fly away, 
There the proud victors heap the wealthy prey ; 
With rage relentlefs ravage their abodes, 


_ No the facred temples of the gods. 
Beer the whole San run with wild affright, 


Tumultuous hafte, and violence of flight. 
Why fhould I mention how our fouls afpire, 
Loft in the raptures of the facred fire? 
For ev'n the foul not always holds the fame, 
But knows at different times a different frame. 
‘Whether with rolling feafons-the complies, 
‘Turns ‘with the fun, or changes with the fkies ; 
Or through long toil, remiflive of her fires, 
Droops with the mortal frame her force infpires; 
© © Or that our minds alternately appear 
Now 


No the gods, th’ immortal gods, fupply 
‘The glorious fires; they {peak the deity. 
en bleft is he who waits th’ aufpicious nod, 

"The warmth divine, and prefence of the god ; 

Who his fufpended labours can reftrain, 
Till heaven’s ferene indulgence {miles again. 
But ftrive, on no pretence, againft your power, 
‘Till time brings back the voluntary hour. 


® Bneid, Lib, 7. 
$f Mid. Lib. LIT. 59%. § Ak ve wrote 
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VIDA'S ART OF POETRY. 
Mark how fometimes the bard without control 


(Hence. Greece derives the facred § poct’s name ;) 
The dreadful clang of clathing arms we hear ; t 





‘Through friends and foes, and thricking renda the 





Beats her white breaft, and tears her golden hair. 


it with joy, and now o’ercaft with care. 


+ Ibid. Lib. IT. ©, 137. 





“Sometimes their verdant honours leave 


And their dry urns defraud the thirfty floods: 
Nor {till the rivers a full channel yield, 
Nor fpring with flowery beauties paintl'the 
The bards no lefs fuch fickle changes find, 
Dampt is the noble ardour of the mind ; 
‘Their wonted toil her wearied powers refal 
Their fouls grow flack and languid to the 
Deaf to their call; their efforts are wi 
Round their cold hearts congeals the 
You'd think the mufes fled, the god no more 
Would fire the bofom where he dwelt before, — 
No more return '!—how often, though in 
The poet would renew the wonted ftrain! 
Nor fees the gods who thwart his fruitlefs 
Nor angry heaven relentlefs to his e 
Some read the ancient bards, of dei 
And from their raptures catch the noble 
By juft degrees; they feed the glowii 
And all th’ immortal ardour burns n 
In its full light and heat; the fun’s bright 
Thus (when the clouds difperfe) reftores th 
Whence fhoot this fudden flath that 
pole? : ae 
The god, the god comes rufhing on his fo 
Fires with ethereal vigour every part, 
Through every trembling limb he feems to 
Works in each vein, and fwells his rifing 
Deep in his brea(t the heavenly tamult 
And fets his mounting fpirits on 
Nor can the raging flames then t 
For the whole god defcends into the man. 
He quits mortality, he knows no bounds, 
But fings infpir’d in more than human fout 
Nor from his breaft can fhake th’ 
But pants and raves, impatient of the 
And rapt beyond himfelf, admires the force 
That drives him on reluctant to 
He calls‘on Phebus, by th 
Who breathes exceflive fpirit in his 
No force of thirft or hunger can controul 
‘The fierce, the ruling tranfport of his foul, ~ 
Oft in their fleep, infpir’d with rage divine, ~ 
Some bards enjoy the vifions of the Nine : 
Vifions | themfelves with due applaufe may ¢ 
Vifions ! that Phoebus or that Jove é 
To fuch an height the god ts the 1 
And fo unbounded is their thirlt of fi 
But here, ye youths, exert your timely ca 
Nor truft th’ ungovernable rage too far; 
Ufe not fortune, nor utifurl your {@ 
Toil courted by the flattering 
Refufe them ftill, and cal} your judgment 
While the fierce god exults and reigns within 
To reafon’s ftandard be your thoughts confin’d 
Let judgment calm the tempeft of the mind- 
Indulge your heat with condu@, and ‘ 
Learn when to draw, and when to give 
But always wait till the warm u sf 
And jull the tumults of the foul to peace; 
Then, nor till then, examine ftritly o’er — 
What your wild fallies might fuggeft before, 
Be fure, from nature never to depart; 
To copy nature is the tafk of art. 
The nobleft poets own her fovereign fway, 
And ever follow where the leads the way. 
3 G iiij ‘ 


we 


Frotn her the different characters they trace, 
"That mark the human, or the favage race,. 
Ecch various and ditinét; in every flage 
‘They paint mankind ; their humcurs, fex, and age ; 
They thow what manners the low fage became, 
‘What the brifk youth in all his fprightly bloom. 
In every word and fentiment explain, 
How the proud monarch differs from the fwain. 
T naufeate all confounded characters, 
‘Where young Telemachus too grave appears, 
Or reverend Neftor ats beneath his years. 
‘The poet fuits his fpeeches, when he fings, 
‘To proper perfons, and the ftate of things; 
‘On each their jut diQindions are beltow’d, 
‘To mark a mate, a female, or a god. 
Thus when in * heavén f{editious tumults rife, 
Amongft the tadiant fenate of the tkies, 
The fireof gods, and fovereign of mankind, 
In a few words unfolds his facred mind. 
Not fo fair Venus; who at large replies, 
Aud pities Troy, and counts her miferies, 
‘Woes'undeferv'd: but with contention fir’d, 
And with the fpirit of revenge infpir’d, 
Figrce Juno ftornis amidft the bicit abodes, 
And tuns with loud complaints the liftening gods. 
‘When youthful } Turnus the ftern combat clainis, 
Hisriftng heart is iill'd with mastial flames ; 
Tmpeil’d by rage, and bent to prove his might, 
Tlis foul {prings forward, and prevents the fight 5 
~Rous'd to revenge, his kindling fpirits glow, 
Confirm his challenge, and provoke the foe, 
‘The fugitive of Trey.—But while bis rage 
And youthful courage prompts him to engage, 
On Latium’s king incumbent it appeara, 
Grown ald in prudence, piety, and years, 
To weigh events, and youthful heat affuage, 
‘With the cold caution and the fears of age. 
In Dido's various character ix feen, 
‘The furious lover and the gracious queen: 
When Troy's fam'd chief, commanded from above, 
Prepares to quit her kingdom, and her loye ; 
She raves, fhe ftorms with unavailing care, 
Grown wild with grief, and frantic with defpair. 
‘Through every ftreet the dies, with anguish itung, 
And broken accents flutter on her tongue; 
Her words confus'd and interrupted flow, 
Speak and cxprefs the hurry of her woe. 
How in this Dido is that Dido loft, =~ 
Who late receiv’d the Trojans on her coaft, 
And bade them bapifh grief, and fhare her throne, 
Dilmpify their fears, and ‘think her ampims their 
own. 
Next the great orators confult, and tnence 
Draw all the moving turns of eloquence; 
That {Sinon may his Phrygian fues betray, 
And lead the crowd, a¢ fraud diredts the way ; 
"Phat wife {} Ulyfles may the Greeks detain,, 
While Troy yet food, from meafuring bak the 
main. : ’ 
Need I name § Neftor, who could talk to peace, 
With melting words, the factious kjngs of Greece? 
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) Whofe foft addrefs their fury could controul, 
Mould every paffion, and fubdue the foul! 
Thefe foothing arts to * Venus fare were known, 
‘To beg immortal armsto grace her fon; 

Her injur'd fpoufe each thrilling word infpires, 
With every pang of Jove to fecond her defires. 
With niceft art the fair adultrefs draws 

Her fond addreffes from a diftant caufe ; 

And all her guileful accents are defign'’d 

Yo catch his paffions, and enfnare his mind 
’Tis hence the poet learns in every part 

To bend the foul, and give with wondrous art 
A thoufand different motions to the heart. 
Hence, as his {ubje@ gay or fad appears, 

He claims our joy, or triumphs in our tears. 


5 


‘| Who, when he fees how + Orpheus’ forrews flow, 


Weeps not his tears, and anfwers woe for woe? 
When he his dear Eurydice deplores 
To the deaf rocks, and folitary fhores; 
With the {oft harp the bard relieves his pain, 
For thee, when morning dawns, prolongs the 
ftrain, 
For thee, when Phoebus fecks the feas again, 
Or when the young $ Euryalus is kili'd, 
And rolls in death along the bloody fields 
Like fome fair flower beneath the fhare he lies, 
His head declin’d, and drooping as he dies; 
The reader’s foul is touch’d with generous: woe, 
He longs to rath with Nifus on the foe 7 
He burns with friendly pity to the dead, 
To raife the youth, and prop his finking head; 
And flrives in vain to ftop the gufhing blood, 
That ftains his bofom with a purple flood. 
But if the bard fuch images purfues, 
That raife the blufhes of the virgin-mafe ; 
Let them be flightly touch’d, and ne’er expreft, 
Give but an hint, and let us guefs the reft. ** 
If Jove commands thé gathering ftorms to rife, 
And with deep thunders rends the vaulted fkies, 
To the fame cave together may repair 
‘To.the 'frojan § hero and the Tyrian fair. 
The post's modefty muft add no more ; 
Enough, that earth had given the fign before; 
The confcious zther was with flames o’erfpread, 
The nymphs ran fhrieking round the mountain 
head. . 
Nor let young Troilus, unhappy boy, 
Meet fierce Achilles in the plains of Troy; 
But fhow th’ unequal youth’s untimely fall, 
To great AZneas on the Tyrian wall; 
Supine and hanging from his empty car, 
Dragg’d by his panting courfers through the war 
This, from our bright examples you may trace, 
To write with judgment, decency, and grace 3 
From others learn invention to increafe, 
And fearch in‘chief the glorious fons of Greece ; 
For her bright treafures Argos’ realms explore, 
Bring héme triumphant all her gather'd ftore, 
And with her {poils errich the Lagian hore. 
Nor is the glory of tranflation lefs, ‘ 
To give the Grecian bards a Roman dref 
+* Wiad. Lib, J. 0. 246. > 
+ Virgil Georgic. Lib. IV. 9, 
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If Phoebus’ gracious fmiles the labour crown, 
‘Than if fome new invention were your own. 
Mincio'’s and Manto’s glorious fon behold, 
‘Th’ immortal Virgil, fheath’d in foreign gold, 
Shines out unfham’d, and tewers above the reft, 
In the rich fpoils of godlike Homer dreft. 
Let Greece in triumph boaft that the imparts 
To Latium’s conquering realms her glorious arts: 
‘While Latium’s fons improve her beft defigns, 
‘Till by degrees each polith’d labour fhines, 
‘While Rome advances now in arts, as far 
Above all cities, as of old in war. 
Ye gods of Rome, ye guardian deities, 
‘Who lift our nation’s glory to the fkies ; 
And thou, Apollo, the great fource of Troy, 
Let Rome at leaft this fingle palm enjoy, 
"Yo thine in arte fupreme, as once in power, 
Aud teach the nations fhe fubdued before ; 
Since difcord all Aufonia’s kings alarms, 
And clouds the ancient glories of her arms. 
Jn our own breafts we fheath the civil {word, 
Our country naked to a foreign lord; 
Which lately, proftrate, ftarted from defpair, (wars 
Burn’d with new hopes, and arm'd her hands for 
But arm’d in vain j-th’ inexorable hate 
Of envious fortune call'd her to her fate, 
Infatiate in her rage; her frowns oppofe 
‘The Latian fame, and woes are heap’d on woes, 
Qur dread alarms cach foreign monarch took, 
Through all their tribes the diftant nations thook; 
‘To earch’s laft bounds the fame of Leo runs, 
Nile heard, and Indus trembled for his fons, 
Arabia heard the Medicean line, 
“I'he firft of men, and {prung from race divine. 
‘The fovereign priefl, and mitred king, appears 
‘With his lov’d Julius join’d, who kindly teres} 
‘The reins of empire, and the public cares. 
‘To break their country’s chains, the generous pair 
Concert their fchemes, and meditate the war, 
On Leo Europe’s monarchs turn their eyes, 
On him alone the weftern world relies; 
And each bold chief attends his dread alarms, 
‘While the proud crefcent fades before his arms, 
High on his {plendid car, immortal Rome, 
Thine eyes had {cen the holy warrior come, t 
Lord of the vanquith’dé world, in triumph home. 
Thy flreams, old Tyber, fwell’d with confcious 
ride, 
Had bore thy kindred warrior down thy tide ; 
‘While, crowded up in heaps, thy waves admire 
‘The captive nations, and their ftrange attire; 
Behind his wheeJs fhould march a numerous’ 
train ' Fs 
Of fcepter’d flaves, reluctant to the chain, 
Forget their haughty threats, and boaft in vain. 
Though the proud foe, of Jury’s reaim pofleft, 
Flas {pread hie wide dominion through the eait ; 
Sees his dread flandard there at large unfurl’d, 
And grafps in theught the empire of the world; 
And now (ye gods) increas’d in barbarous power, 
His armies hover o’er th’ Hefperian fhore. - 
‘To fee the paling pomp, the ravith’d throng 
‘Through every frcet fhould flow in tides along ; 


‘The facred father, as the numbers rol’d, 
Pa wale Wee ee ee ae eee 
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8a 
‘Should fhow the trophies of his glorious toile, 
And hang the thrines with confecrated fpoils, 
Piles of barbaric gold thould glitter there, 

The wealth of kingdoms, and the pomp of wars 
But, by your crime, ye gods, our hopes are croft, 
And thofe imaginary triumphs loft ; 

Interr’d with Leo, in one fatal hour, 

Our profpects perith’d, as they liv'’d before. 


BOOK Ul. 


Waar ify what language, fuits the poet 
Jays, * 
To claim Apollo's and the mufes’ praife,: 
T now unfold; co this laft bound I tend, 
And fee my promis’d labours at an end. 
Firft then with care a juft expreffion choofe, 
Led by the kind indulgence of the mufe, 
To drefs up every fubje@ when you write, 
And fet all objeéts ina proper light. . * 
But left the diflant profpect of the goat 
Should damp your vigour, and your ftrength 
controul, { 
Roufe every power, and call forth alf the foil, F 
See! how the nine the panting youth invite, 
With one loud voice to reach Parnaffas’ height: 
See: how they hold aloft th’ immortal crown,”. 
To wge the courfe, and call the viGor on; 
See: from the clouds each lavith goddefs pours 
Full o’er thy head a fudden fpring of Sowers, 
And rofes fall ir. odoriferous fhowers; 
Celeftial {cents in balmy breezes fly, 
And thed ambrofial fpirits from the tky. 
In chief avoid obfcurity, nor fhroud 
Your thoughts and dark conceptions in a tloud t 
For * fome, we know, affect to fhun the light, 
Loft in fore’d figures, and involv’d in night, — 
Studious and bent to leave the common way, 
They fkulk in darknefs, and abhor the day, 
Oh: may the facred nine infpire my lays © 
To thine with pride in their own native rays; 
For this we need not importune the thies, , 
in our own power and will the bleffing lies, 
Expreffion, boundiefs in extent, difplays 
A thoufand forms, a thoufand fevera) ways; 
In different garbs from different quarters brought, 
It makes unnumber'd dreffes for a thought ; 
Such vaft varieties of hues we find 
To paint conception, and unfold the mind! 
If ¢’er you toil, but toil without faccefs, ; 
To give your images a ihining drafs, 
Quit your purfuit, and choofe a differeat way, 
Till, breaking forth, the voluntary ray” 
Cuts the thick darknefs, and lets down the day. 
Since then a thoufand forms you may purfuc, * 
A thoufand figures rifing to the view, 
Unlefs confin'’d and ftrengthen'd in your fcheme, 
With the fhort limits of a fcanty theme, . 
From thefe to thofe with boundlefs freedom pats, 
And to cach image give a different fice. . 
The readers hence a wond'rous pleafure find, | 
‘That charms the ear, and captivates the mind; 
In this the laws of nature we obey, 


) | And act as her example points the way, 


Ban: 


Which has on every different fpecies thrown 
A thape diftiné and figure of its own; 
Man differs from the beaft that haunts the woods, 
The bird from every native of the floods. 

"See how the poet banithes with grace - 
A native term to give a * flranger place $ 
From different images with jull fuccefe 
He clothes his matter in the borrow'd drafs: 
The borrow’d drefs the things themfelves admire, 
And wonder whence they drew the flrange attire; 
Proud of their ravifh’d fpoils, they now difclaim 
‘Their former colour, and thtir genuine name, 
And, in another garb more beauteous grows, 
Prefer the foreign habit to their own, 
Oft, as he paints a battle on che plain, 
The battle's imag’d by the roaring mains 
‘Now he the fight a fiery deluge names, 
‘That pours along the fields a flood of flames; 
In airy confli& now the winds appear, 
Alarm the deeps, and wage the ftormy war; 
To the fierce fhock th’ embattl’d tempefts pour, 
Waves charge on waves, th' encountering billows 
‘Thus in a vary’d drefe the fabje& fhines, [roar. 
By turns the objects thift their proper figns ; 
From fhape to thape alternately they run, 
To borrow others charms, and lend their own; 
Pleas’d with the borrow'd charms, the readers 

find 

A crowd of different images combin'd, 
Rife from a fingle obje& to the mind. 
So the pleas’d traveller, from a mountain's brow, 
Views the calm furface of the feas below; 
‘Though wide beneath the flaating ocean lies 
"The firft immediate object of his eyes, 
He fees the forefts trembie from within, . 
And gliding meadows paint the deeps with green; 
‘While to his eyes the fair delufions pafs 
In gay fycceffion through the watery glafa. ». 
Tis thus the bard diverfifies his fong, 
Now here, now there, he calls the foul along. 
‘The rich varicty he fets to fight, 
Cloys not the mind, bur adds to our delight. 
Now with a frugal choice the bard affords 
The ftrongett light and energy of words; 
While humble fubje@s he contrives to raife © 
‘With borrow’d {plendovrs, and a foreign blaze. 
This, if on old tradition we rely, : 
‘Was once the current language of the iky; 
Which firft the mufes brought to thefe abodes, 
Who taught mankind the fecrets of the gods. 
For in the court of Jove their choirs advance, 
And fing alternate, ae they lead the dance, 
Mix:d with the gods; they hear Apollo’s lyre, 
And from high heaven the panting bard infpire. 
Nor bards alone, but other writers, reach 
‘This bold, this daring privilege of ipeech; 
In chief the orators, to raife their fevfe, 
In this ftrong figure drefs their eloquence, 
When with perfuafive ftrokes they plead a caufe, 
And bridle vice, and vindicate the laws; 
Or on the dreadful verge of death defend, 
Aad {natch from fate a poor devoted friend, 
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When the glad harveft waves with golden'grain, 
And thirfty meadows drink the pearly rain ; 

On the proud vine her purple gems appear ; 

The fimiting fields rejoice, and hail the pregnant 


Ev’n the rough hinds delight in fuch a ftrain, } 


car. 

Firft feom neceflity the figure fprung 
For things, that would not fuit our {canty tongue, 
When no true names were offer’d to the view, 
Thofe they transferr’d that border’d on the true it 
Thence by degrees the noble licence grew. 
The bards thofe daring liberties embrac’d, 
Through want at firft, through luxury at laf : 
They now to alien things, at will, confirm 
The borrow’d honours of a foreign term, 
So man, at firft, the rattling ftorm to fly, 
And the bleak horrors of the wintery fky, 
Rais‘d up a roof of ofiers o’er his head, 
And clos’d with homely clay the flender fhed s 
Now regal palaces, of wond’rous fize, 
With brazen heams on Parian calumns rife, 
That heave the pompous fabric to the fkies. 
But other writers fprinkle here and there 
‘Thefe bolder beauties with a frugal care; 
So vaft a freedom is allow’d to none, 
But fuits the labours of the bard alone, 
Who in the laws of verfe himfelf reftrains, 
Ty’d up to time in voluntary chains. 
Others, by no reftraint or ftop withheld, 
May range the compafs of a wider field; 
The facred pocts, who their labours fill 
With pleafing fictions, or with truths at will, 
Their thoughts in bolder liberties exprefs, 
Which look more beauteous in a foreign drefa, 
To all unufual colours they impart, 
Nor bluhh, if e’er dete@ted in their art. 

* Sometimes beyond the bounds of truth they fly, 
And boldly lift their fabje@ to the thy ; 
Whea with tumultuous fhouts the besvens re 

bound, 

And all Olympus trembles with the found ; 
Or with repeated accents they relate 
The fall of Troy, and dwell epon her fates 
+ Oh fire! oh country, once with glory weal 





Oh wretched race of Priam, once renown'd! 
Qh Jove | fee tion fmoking on the ground ! 
They now name Ceres for the golden grain; 
Bacchus for wine, and Neptune for the main + 
Or from the father’s name point out the fon ; 
Or for her people introduce a town: 
So when alarm’d her natives dread their fates, 
Pale Afric thakes, and trembles through her ftates x 
And fome, by Achelous’ ftreams alone, 
Comprife the foods of ail the world in one. 
}Lo! now they ftart afide, ard-change the ftraim 
To fancy’d converfe with an abfent fwain; 
To grots and caverns all their cares difclofe, 
Or tell the folitary cotks their woes ; 
To fcenes inanimate proclaim their love, 
Talk with an hill, or whifper to a grove.~ 


* The Hyperbele. 
4 Hac verba ex incerti numinis Poeté citat Cicerts 


§ The Apgfreple. — 
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: Gm you they eall, ye unattentive woods, 
And-wait'an anfwer from your bordering floods. 
“tf Sometimes they fpeak one thing, but leave 
behind 

Another fecret meaning in the mind z 

A fair expreffion artfully difpenfe, 

Bat ule word that clafhes with the fenfe. 

¢ Thus pious Helen fole the faithful fword, 
While Froy was flaming, from her fleeping lord. 
§ So glorious Drances tower'd amid the plain, 
And pil'd the ground with mountains of the 

* flaing 

‘Jmmortal trophies rais'd from fquadrons kil'd, 
And with vatt {poils ennobled ali the field. 


,_ || But now to mention farther I forbear, 


‘With what ftrong charms they captivate the car 3” 


‘When the fame terms they happily repeat, 

‘The fame repeated feem more {oft and fweet. 

This, ** were Arcadia judge, if Pan withftood,- 

Pan’s judge, Arcadia, would condemn her god, 
Bue though our fond indyigence grants the. 


mule 
A thoofand liberties in different views, 
Whene'er you choofe an image to exprefs 
In foreign cerms, and {corn the native drefs 
Yer be difcreet, nor ftrain the point too far, 
Let the tranfition ftill unfore’d appear, 
Nor e’er difcover an exccfs of care: 
For fome, we know, with awkward violence 
Diftore che fubdjed, and disjoint the fenfe ; 
Rs change the genuina figure, and deface 
* The native shape with every living grace 5 
And force unwilling objets to put on 
An alien face, and features not their own. 
A low conceit in difproportion’d terms, 
Looks like a boy drefs’d up in giants arms; 
Blind to the cruth, all reafon they excecd, 
tt Who name a flall the palace of the ftecd, 
Or grafs the trefles of great Rhaa’s head. 
°Tis beft fometimas an image to exprefs 
In its own colours, and ite native drefs; 
The genuine words with happy care to ufe, 
}f nicely cull’d, and worthy of the moufe. 
Some things alternately compar’d are fhown, 
Both names {till true, and mutually their own it 
But here the Jeaft redundance you muft fhun’; 
Tell us, in fhort, from whence the hint you drew, 
And fet the whole comparifon. to view ; 
Left, mindlefs of your firft defign, you feem -_ 
‘Yo lead the mind away, and rove from theme to 
theme. 
_. But now purfue the method, that affords 
‘The fitteft terms, and wifeft choice of words, 
Not all deferve alike the fame regard, 
Nor {uit the godlike labours of she bard ; 
Jer words.as much may differ indegree, 
aahs the,moft various kinds of poetry. ‘ 
Though many a common,term and word we find 
Difpers’d promifcuoufly through every kind, 
‘Thofe that will never fuit th’ heroic rage, 
‘Might grace the bufkin, and become the ftage. 


tlw 


$ The Irony... 
} See Virg. Hin. Lib, VI. 
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Say 


Their large, their vat variety explore __ 
With piercing eyes, and range the mighty Rorg. 
From their deep fund the richeft words tunfold, 
With niceft care be rich expreffion culi’d, 

To deck your numbers in the pureft gold, + 
‘Lhe vile, the dark degenerate crowd refufe, 

And fcorn a drefs that would difgrace the mufes 
Then, to fucceed your fvarch, purfue the road, 
And beat the track the glorious ancients trod. 
To thofe eternal monuments repair, ~ 

There read, and meditate for ever there. 

Uf o'er the reft fome mighty genius thines, , 
Mark the fweet charms and vigour of his lines, 
As far as Phebus and the heavenly powers 
Sraile on your labours, make his diction your’s 3 
Your ftyle by his authentic ftandard frame, 

Your voice, your habit, and addrefs, the famey 
With him proceed to cull the refi; for there 7 
A full reward will juttify your care, 

Examine all; and bring from all away* 

Their various treafures as a Jawful prey, 

Nor would I fcruple, with a due regard, 


| To read fometimes a rude unpolifh’d bards 


; 


Amang whole labours I may find a line, 
Which from wnlightly ruft [ may refine, 
And, with a better grace, adopt it into mine. 
How often may we fee a troubled flood 
Stain’d with unfettled ooze and rifing mud! 
Which (if a well the bordering natives fink} 
Supplies the thirfly multitude with drink. 
The trickling ftream dy juft degrees refines, 
Till in its courfe the limpid current fhines; 
And taught through fecret labyrinths to flowy 
Works itfelf clear among the Sands below, 
For nothing looks fo gloomy, but will thine 
From proper care, and timely difcipline; 
Hf, with due vigilance and conduct, wrought 
Deep in the foul, it labours in the thought. . 
Hence on the ancients we mutt reft alone, 
And make their golden fentences our owh. 
Yo cull their beft expre‘fions claims our cares, 
To form onr notions, and our ftyles‘on their's, 
See! how we bear away their precious fpoils, 
And with the glorious drefs enrich ovr ftyles; 
Their bright inventions for our ufe convey, 
Bring all the fpirit of their words away, -_ 
And make their words themfelves our lawful 
prey! - 
Unafham’d in other colours to be fhown, 
We fpeak our thoughts in accents not our own. 
But your defign with mode caution weigh, 
Steal with due care, and meditate the prey. 
Invert the order of the words with art, © 
And change their former fite in every part. 
Thus win your readers, thus deceive with grace, 
And let th’ expreffion wear a different face; 
Yourfelf at laft, the glorious labour done, 
Will{carce difcern his diGion from your own. 
Some, to appear of diffidence bereft, 
Sreal in broad day, and glory in the theft; 
When with joft art, defign and confidence, 
On the fame words they graft a different fenfe; 
Preferve th’ unvary’d terms and order too, ~~ 


But change their former fpirit for a news 
POEL ey ae ee ee ee Ge 
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tes 

Their rithett fpoils triumphant they explore, 

Which, rang’d with better grace, they varnifh 

o'er, 

And give them charms they never knew before. 

So trees, that change their {vils, more proudly rife, 

And life their fpreading honours to the tkies ; 

And, when tsanfplanted, nobler fruits produce, 

Exalt their nature, and ferment their juice. 

So Troy’s fam'd chief the Afian empire bore, 

With better omens, to the Latian fhore ; 

"Lhough from chy realm, O Dido, to the fea 

Call'd by the gods reluctantly away ; 

Nor the firft nuptial pleafures could controul 

"Vhe fix'd, the tabborn purpofe of his foul, 

Uohappy queen! thy woes fuppreft thy breath 5. 

Thy cares purfue thee, and furviv'd ia death, 

‘Had not the Dardan fleet thy kingdom fought, 

Thy life had fhone unfally’d with a faule. [toils ; 
Come then, ye youths, and urge your generous 

Come ftrip the ancients, and divide the fpoils 

Your hands have won—but fhun the fault of fuch, 

‘Whowith fond rafhnefs traft chemfelves too much, 

For fome we know, who, by their pride betray’d, 

With vain contempt reject a forcign aid 5 

Who fcorn thofe great examples to obey, 

Nor follow where the ancjents point the way. 

While from the theft their cautious hands refrain, 

Vain are theie fears, their fuperftition vain, 

Nor Phecbos’ (miles th’ unhappy poet crown ; 

"The fate of all his works prevents his own. 

Himlelf his mouldering mcnument furvives, 

And {ees his labours perith while he lives: 

HicTame is more contracted than his fpan, 

And the frail author dies before the man. 

How would he with the labour to forbear, 

And follow other arta with more fuccefsful care. 
Tike a fair allufion nicely wrought; 

When the fame words exprefs a different thought. 

And fuch' a theft troe critics dare not blame, * 

Which late pofterity shall crown with fame, 

“void of all fear, of every doubt bereft, 

% would not blush, but triumph in the theft. 

‘Nor‘on the ancients for the whole rely, 

‘The whole is more than all their works fupply 5 

Soine things your own invention mutt explore, 

Some virgin images untouch’d before. ° 
New terms no Jaws forbid us to induce, 

‘To coin a word, and fandlify to ule; 


But yet admit no words into the fong, . 
Unlefs they prove the flock from whence they 
fprungs at 


Point out their family, their kindred trace, 
And fet to view the feries of their race. 
But where you find your native tongue too 


OOF : 
“Tranfyart the riches of the Grecian ftore; 
Inform the lump, and work it into grace, 
Aod with new fife infpire th’ unwielly mafs; 
Till, chang'd by difcipline, the word puts on 
A foreign nature, and forgets its own. 
So Latium’s language found a rich increafe, 
And grew and fourith’d fom the wealth of 
Greece 5 3 . 
"Tilt ufe, in time, had rifled Argos’ flores, 
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‘How many words from rich Mycénz ceine, 

Of Greck extraGion, in the drefs of Rome ? 

That Jive with ours, our rights and freedom claim, 
‘Their nature different, but their looks the fame ; 
Through Latium’s realms, in Latium’s garb they 


89, 

At once her ftrangers, and her natives too. 
Long has her poverty been fied, and long 
With native riches has fhe grac’d her tongue. 
Nor fearch the poets only, but explore 
Immortal ‘Tully's inexhautted fore ; 
And other authots, born in happier days, _[lays. 
Shall anfwer all your wants, and beautify your’ 

Oft, in old bards, a verfe above the ref 
Shines, in barbaric fpoils and trophies dreft ¢ 
Thus Gaul, her vi@or’s triumph to complete, 
Supplies thofe words that paint her own defeats 
And vanquifh’d Macedon, to tell her doom, 
Gives up her language with her arms to Rome. 
Then can we fear with groundlefs diffidence 
A want of words that fhall exprefs our fenfe ? 

But, if compell’d by want, you may produce 
And bring an antiquated word in ufe ; : 
A word erft well receiv’d in days of yore, 
A word our old forefathers us’d before: 
Weil-pleas’d the reader's wonder to engage, 
He brings our grandfire’s habit on the ftage, 
And gacbs that whilom grac’d an uncouth age. 


4 Yet mutt not fuch appear-in every place; 


When rang’d too thick, the poem they difgrace. 
Since of new words fuch numbers you command, 
Deal out the old ones with a Sparing hand. 

* Whcne’er your images can lay no claim 

To a fix'd term, and wanta certain name; 

To paint one thing, the licens’d bard affords 

A pompouscircle, and a crowd of words, 

Iwo plighted words in one with grace appear, 
When they with eafe glide fmoothly o’er the eat, 
Two may embrace at once, but feldom more, 
Nor verfe can bear the mingled fhape of four ; 
No triple monfters dwell on Latium’s shore. 
When mix’d with fmooth, thefe harfher ftrains 

are found, Ns. 
We ftart with horror at the fright! found; ., 
The Grecian Bards, in whom fuch freedoms pieafe, 
May match with more fuccefs fuch words a 
thefe; 
Heap bills on hills, and bid the ftructure rife, 
Till the vatt pile of mountains prop the fies. 
‘What words foever of vaft bulk 2 view, 
One of lefs fize may fometimes ff'it in two; 
Sometimes we feparate from the whole a part, 
And prune the moge luxuriant limbs with art, 
Thus when the names of heroes we declare, 
Names whofe unpolith’d founds offend the car; 
We add, or lop fome branches which abound,’ 
Till the hart accents are with fmoothnefs 
crown’'d, (found, 
That -mellows every word, and foftens gyery 
By fuch an happy change, Sicharbas came, 
‘To fink his roughnefs in Sichzus’ name. 
Hence would f rather choofe thoie dire alarms 
Qf vat Enecladus, and heaven in arms,” 
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‘And the bold Titan’s battles to rehearfe, 
- Harmcnious names, that glide into the verfe; 
count the rough, the barbarous nations 0’er, 
whi Rome fubdued of old from fhore to fhore, 
Let things fubmit to. words on no pretence, 
But make your words fubfervient to your fenfe ; 
Nor for their fake admit a fingle line, 
But what contributesto the main defign. 
Through every part mioft diligently pierce, 
And weigh the found and fende of every verfe. 
Unlefs your ftridteft caution you difplay, 
Some words may leadthe heedlefs bard away ; 
Steal from their duty, and defert their poft, 
And feulk in darknefs, indolently loft ; 
Or, while their proper parts their fellows ply, 
_ Contribute nought: but found and harmony. 
This to prevent, confult your words; and know 
How far their ftrength, extent, and nature go, 
‘To all their charges, and their labours fits 
‘To all, their feveral provinces of wit, 
Without this care, the poem will abound 
With empty noife, and impotence'of found; 
Unmeaning terms will crowd in every part, 
Play ahnabe ears, but never reach the heart. 
Yet would I fometimes venture to difperfe 
Some words, ‘whofe fplendor thould adorn my 
4 verfe; 
(Words, that to wit and thought/have no pretence, 
Ati rather vehicles of found than fenfe ;) 
Till in the gorgeous drefy the lines appear, 
And coutt with gentle harmony the ear. 
Nor with too fond a care fuch words purfue, 
/ They meet your fight, and rife in every view. 
* Oft, from its chains'the thackled verfe unloofe, 
And give it liberty to walk in profe ; 
‘Then be the work renew’d with endlefs pain, 
And join with care the thatter’d parts again ; 
The forking faults and errors you may fee, 
When the words run unmanacled and free. 
Attend, young bard, and liften while J fing; 
Lo: I unlock the mufes’ facred {pting; 
Lo! Phoebus calls thee to his inmoft fhrine ; 
Hark ! in one common voice, the tuneful nine 
invite pee to the rites divine. 
he) firk to the privilege was given, 
To hod by verfe an intercourfe with heaven, 
Unwilling that th’ immortal art fhould lie 
C. “9 and expos’d to every vulgar eye, 
Gre.t Jove, to drive away the groveling crowd, 
‘To narrow bounds confin'd the glorious road, 
hich more oni fpirits may purfue, 
1d jeft it open t the facred few. 
or many a painful tafk, in every part, 
Claims all the poet's vigilance and art. 
*Tis not enough’his verfes to complete, 
In meafure, numbers, or determin’d feet 5 
Or rendet’thing’, by cloar expreffion bright, 
-each Nien Sp ‘a proper light : 
‘o all, proportion’d terms he muft difpenfe, 
And moke the found a pictuge of the fenfe; 
‘The correfpondent words exaétly frame, . 
‘The , the features, and the mien the fame. 
Hist the bard muft fuitably exprefe, 
h in a different face, and different drefs; 
et. unvary’d looks the:crowd be fhown, 
the whole multitude appear as one, 
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With rapid: feet and: wing: without delay, 

This fwifely flies, and thly ficims 

That, vat of fize, his limbs huge, broad, 

Moves ponderous, and fearce drags his bulk 

This blooms with youth and beauty in his face, 

And Venus breathes on every limb a grace 

That, of rude form, his uncouth numbers fi 

Looks horrible, and frowns with his rou; 

His monftrous tail in many a fold. i 

Voluminous and vatt, curls up behind: 

At once the image and the lines appear’ 

Rude to the eye, and frightful to the ear. 

Nor are thofe figures given without a caufe, 

But fixt and fettled by determin'd laws; 

All claim and. wear, as their deferts are 

A voice, a face, and habit of their own. 

* Lo! when the failors fteer.the ponderous 

And plough, with brazen beaks, the foamy dee 

Incumbent on the main that roars around ; 

Beneath their labouring oars the waves r 

The prows wide-echoing through the da 
found: 

To the loud call.each diftant rock repli 

Toft by the ftorm the frothy furges rife ; 

While the hoarfe ocean beats the fc 

Dath’d from the ftrand, the flying waters ro: 

Flafh at the fhock, and gathering in an heap, 

The liquid mountains rife, and overhang the 

See through her shores Trinacria’s realms rebs 

Starting and trembling at the bellowing fou 

High-towering o’er the waves the mo 

And clafh with floating mountains 

But'when blue Neptune from his car fi 

And calms at one regard the raging feas; 

Stretch'd like a peaceful lake the deep fabfides 

And.o’er the level light the galley 

The poet’s art and conduc we amie 

When angry Vulcan rolls.a flood of fire; 

When on the groves and fields the pre 

And wraps the crackling ftubble in 

Nor lefs our pleafare, when the flame divid 

And climbs afpiring round the cauldron’s fides 

From the dark bottom work the waters up, — 

Swell, boil, and hifs, and bubble to the top. 

Thus in. fmooth lines, fmooth fubjeds we rehe: 

But the + rough rock roars in as roi cl 

If gay the fubject, gay mutt be the fon; 

Andythe brifle numbers quickly glide 

When the fields flourifh ; or the fkien 

Swift from the flying hinge their gates of g 

If fadthe theme, theneach grave line moves fi 

The mournful numbers languifhingly low, 

And drag, and labour, with a weight of woe 

If e’er the boding bird of night, who mourns. 

ee defolation, graves, and urns, = 

With piercing fereams the darknefs should invade, 

And break the filence of the difmal fhade. — 

When things are fmall, the terms fhould 

For low words pleafe us, when the | 


But when fome giant, horrible and grim, 
Enormous in his gait, and vaft in every limb, 


* Mof of thefe examples are drawn word for word 
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+ ——** Sonat hac de nare canina - 
Litteray” Vid, Perfium, * 



















‘ ony'the fwelling words mutt rife - 
Fetes tion to the monfter’s-fize. 

me large weight his huge arms ftriveto fhove, 
verfé too ws; the throng’d words fcarce 
1 ‘{tiffclod beneath the pondetousplough, 

[és and breaks; th’ encumber’d lines march 
? flo * 
or lefs; 1 pilots catch the friendly gales, 
nfurl their fhrouds, and hoift'the wide-{fttetch’d 





fails. 
thé poem fuffers from delay, 
et the lines fly precipitate away. 
‘And when the viper iffues from the brake 5 
quick; with ftonés, and brands, and fire, attack 
firg ereft, and drive the ferpent back. = - 
n Le defeends: or, ftunn’d by numerous 
d thing, to the ¢arth drops thé vaft ox; 
'The line too finks with correfpondent found, 
Fiat with the ftecr, and headlong to the ground. 
‘When the wild waves fubfide, and tempefts ccafe, 
d huth their roarings and théir rage to peace ; 
oft we fee the interrupted ftrain 
ropp’d in the midit,—ond with the filent main, 
rd fpace—at laft it glides again. 
Priam ftrains his aged arm, to throw 
‘unavailing javelin at the foe ; 
~ (His blood congeal’d, and every nerve unftrung,) 
‘Then with the theme compiles the artful fong ; 
> Qike him the folitaty numbers flow 
"Weak, trembling, melancholy, ftiff, and flow. 
‘Not fo young Pyrrhus, who with rapid force 
“Beats down embattled armies in his — fe ; 
raging youth on trembling Ilion falls, 
eR gates, and fhakes her lofty walls; 
re his flying courfet to his fpeed, 
“Yn full career to charge the warlike fteed; 
He piles the field with mountains of the flaih ; 
He pours, he ftorms, he thundersthrough the plain, 
In this the poct’s juftett conduct lies, i 


Bt 





“with the various fubjedts he complies, 
w judgment, and judgment rife. 
‘We fee him now, remiffive of his force, 
"Glide with a low, and inoffenfive courfe ; 
 Siript of the gaudy drefs of words he goes, 
And fearcely lifts the poem up from profe: 
‘And now he brings with loofen'd reins along 
‘All in a fall career the boundlefs fong ; 
wide array Juxuriantly he pours 
- A crowd of words;and opens all his ftores. 
"The lavith eloquence redundant flows, 
os ag the fleeces of the winter-fnows, 
Jove invefts the naked Alps, and theds 
t on their hoary heads. 
F the godlike fury he reftrains, 
Checks his impetuous fpeed; and draws the reins; 
Balanc’d and pois’d, he neither finks nor foars, 
Ploughs the mid fpace, sand fteers between the 
ig ‘fhores, * ‘i 


ye : 
~ And fhaves the confines ;—till all dangers pat, 
He thoots with joy into the port at Jatt. 
Ht. remains unfung; I now declare 
‘Whatitlaims the poet’s laft and ftricteft care, 
‘When all adventures paft, his labours tend 
Ja oné continued order to their end; 
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When the prowd vidtor on his conquett fariléaj: 
And fafe enjoys the triumph of his toils; 
Let him by timely diffidence be aw'd, 
Nor truft too foon th’ unpolifh’d piece abroad.” 
Oh ! may his rath ambition ne’er enflame 
His bteatt, with fuch 4 dangerousthirft of fame} 
But let the terror of difgrace controul 
The warm, the partial foridnefs of his foul s 
And forte the bard to thtow his paflion:by, 
Nor view his offspring with 4 parént’s éye:. 
Till his affections are by juftice croft, 
And all'the father in the judge is loft. 
He feeks his friends, nor trufts:himfelf alone, 
But afks their judgment, and refigns his own 5 
Begs them, with urgent prayers, to bé fincere, 
Jutt and exa&, and rigidly fevere ; 
Due verdi&'to pronounce on every thought; 
Nor fpare the flighteft fhadow of a fault ; 
Bat, bent againft himfelf, and Mri@lly nice ; 
He thanks cach critic thar detect: es 
Though chatg’d with what his judgmentican des 
. fend, xe 
He joins the partial fentence of his friend. 
The piece thrown by ; the careful bard reviews: 
‘The long-forgotten labours-of his mufe : 
Lo! on all fides far different objects rife, i 
And a new profped ftrikes his wondering eyes, 
Warm from the brain, the linesshis love engroft; 4 
Now in themfelves their former felves are loft. 
Now his own labours he begins to blame, 
And blufhing reads them with regret and fhame.. 
He lothes the piece ; condemns it; nor can find 
The genuine ftamp, and image of his mind. 
This thought and that, indignant he rejects; 
When mott fecure, fome danger he fufpects ; 
Anxious he adds, and trembling he corrects, 
With kind -feverities, and timely art, 
Lops the luxuriant growth of every part; 
Prunes the fuperfluous boughs, that wildly ftrayy 
And cits the rank redundancies away.- 
Thus arm’d with proper difcipline he ftands, 
By day, by night, applies his healing hands, 
From every line to wipe out every blot, 
Till the whole piece is guiltlefs of a faults 
Hard isthe tafk, bat needful, if your aim 
Tends to the profpeé of immortal fame: 
If fome unfinifh’d numbers limp behind, 
When the warm’d poet rages unconfin’d, 
Then when his fwift invention {corns to ftay, 
By a full tide of genius whirl'd away ; £ 
He brings the fovereign cure failings claim, 
Confirms the fickly, and fu the lame. 
Oft as the feafons roll, renew thy pain, 
And bring the poem tothe-teft again. 
In different lights th’ expreflion muft be rang’dy | 
The garb and colours of the words be chang’d. 
With endlefs care thy watchful eyes z 
And mark the parts diftiné of every verfe. “~~ 
In this perfift; for oft one day denies 
The kind affittance which the next fupplies; 
As oft, without your vigilance and care, 
Some faults detected by themfelves appear. 
And new a thoufand errors you explore, 
That lay involv’d in mantling clouds before. . 
Oft, to improve his mufe, the bard should try, 
By turns, the temper of a different ky, 
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For thus his gentus takes a different face 

From every different genius of a place. - 

‘The foul too changes, and the bard may find 

A thoufand various motions in his mind. 

New gleams of light will every moment rife, 

‘While from each part the fcattering darknefs flies. 

And, as he alters what appears amifs, 

He add3 new flowers to beautify the piece. 

But here, ev'n here, avoid th’ extreme of fuch, 

Who with excefe of care corre@ too much : 

‘Whole barbarous hands no calls of pity bound, 

While with th’ infected parts they cut the found, 

And make the cure more dangerous than the 
is wound, 

Till, all the blood and fpirite drain’d away, 

"The body fickens, and the parts decay; 

‘The native beauties dic, the limbs appear 

Rough and deform’d with one continued f{car. 

No fix'd determin'd number 1 enjoin, 

But when fome years thall perfect the defign ; 

Refled on life; and, mindful of thy {pan, 

Whofe {canty limit bounds the days of man, 

‘Wide o'er the {pacious world, without delay, 

. Permit the finith'd piece to take its way; 

‘Till all mankind admires the heavenly fong, 
The theme of every hand and every tongue, 

i See! thy pleas'd friends thy fpreading glory draws, 
Each with his voice to fwell the vat applaufe ; 
The vaft applaufe fhall reach the ftarry frame, 
No years, no ages, fhall ubfcure thy fame, 
And earth’s lait ends fhall hear thy darling name. 
Shall we then doubt to fcorn all worldly views, 

: And not prefer the raptures of the mule? 

Te happy bards! who taught by heaven, 
e 


ol 

Thefe fate and follow where they lead the way; 

And hear the faithful precepts I beftow'd, 

Infpir’d with rage divine, and labouring with the 
god. 

But art alone, and human means mutt fail, 

Nor thefe inftructive precepts will prevail, 

Unlefs the gods thefr prefent aid fupply, 

And Sook with kind induigence from the fy. 

J only pointed out the paths that lead 

The panting youth to fteep Parnaffus’ head ; 

And fhow’d che cuneful mufes from afar, . 

Mix'd in a folemn choir, and dancing there. 

Thither forbidden by the fates to go, 

1 fink and grovel in the world below. 

Deterr'd by them, in vain { labour up, 

And firetch thefe hands to grafp the diftant top. 

Enough for me, at diftance if I view 

Some bard, fome happier bard, the path purfue ; 

Who, taught by me to reach Parnaffus’ crown, 

Monnts up, and calls his flow companions on. 

Bat yet thefe rules, perhaps, thefe humble Jaya, 

May claim a title to a fhare of praife ; 

When, in a crowd the gathering youths thall hear 

My voice and precepts with a willing ear; 

Ciofe in a ring fhall prefs the liftening throng, 

And learn from me to regulate their fong. 

‘Then, if the pitying fates prolong my breath, 

And from my youth avert the dart of death ; 

‘Whene’er I fink in life's declining ftage, 


ay 
-Trembling and fainting on the verge of age, 

To help their wearied mafter fhall they run, 
And lend their friendly hands te guide him on ; 
Through blooming groves his tardy progrefs wait; 
And fet him gently down at Phacbus’ gate, 

The while he fings, before the hallow’d thrine, . 
The facred poets, and the tuneful nine. i 
Here then in Roman numbers will we rife, 

Aad lift the fame of Virgil to the fkies; 
Aufonia’s pride and boaft ; who brings along 
Strength to my lines, and {pirit to my fong ; 
Firft how the mighty bard tranfported o'er 

The facred mufes from th’ Aonian fhore 

Led the fair filters to th’ Hefperian plains, 

And fung in Roman towns the Grecian ftraingy 
How in his youth to woods and groves he fled, 
And fweetly tun’d the foft Sicilian reed 

Next, how, in pity to th’ Aufonian fwains, 

He rais’d to heaven the honontrs of the plains; 
Rapt in Triptolemus’s car off high, . 

He fcatter’d peace and plenty from the tkys 

Fir’d with his country's fame, with loud alarmay. 
At laft he rous’d all Latium up to arms ;_ 

In juft array the Phrygian troops beftow’d, 

And fpoke the voice and language of a god. 
Father of verfe! from whom our honours {pring ; 
See! from all parts, our bards attend their king ; 
Beneath thy banners rang’d, thy fame increafe, 
And rear proud trophies from the {poils of Greece. 
Low, in Elyfian vales, her tuneful throng 

Bow to thy laurels, and adore thy fong : 

On thee alone thy country turos her eyes; 

On thee her poets future fame relies, 

See! how in crowds they court thy aid divine 
(For all their honours but depend on thine); 
Taught from the womb thy numbers to rehearfe, 
And fip the balmy fweets of every verfe, 
Unrival’d bard! all ages fhall decree 

‘The firft unenvy’d palm of fame to thee; 


| Thrice happy bard! thy boundlefs glory flies, 


Where never mortal muft attempt to rife ; 

-Such heavenly numbers in thy fong we hear, ' 

And more than human accents charm the ear! 

To thee, his darling, Phocbus’ hands impart 

His foul, his genius, and immortal art. 

What help or merit in thefe rules are fhowny 

The youth muft owe to thy fupport alone. 

The youth, whofe wandering feet with care 1 led 

Aloft, o’er fteep Parnafins’ facred head; 

Taught from thy great example to explore [fore. 

Thofe arduous paths which, thou haft trod bee 

Hail, pride of Italy | thy country’s grace! 

Hail, glorious light of all the tuneful race! 

For whom we weave the crown, and altars raife; 

And with rich incenfe bid the temples blaze 5, t 

Our folema hymns fhall fill refound thy praife. 

Hail, holy bard, and boundlefs in renown! 

‘Thy fame, dependent on thyfelf alone, 

Requires no fong, no numbers but thy own, 

Look down propitious, and my thoughts. in- 
ipire; , 

Warm my chafte bofom with thy facred fire! 

Let all thy Aames with all their raptures roll, 

Deep in my breaft, and kindle all my foul! 
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Or the perfonal hiftory of Biatr, few particulare-are known ; and thofe few are fuch as give little 
feope for amplification and embellithment. ‘ 

The life of a country clergyman, conftantly engaged in the duties of hie profeffion, the practice 
of the domettic virtues, and the gccupations of literature, however refpeétable fuch a character may 
pe, can afford but flender materials for biography. 

‘The fads ftated in the prefent accoynt, were communicated to the compiler of this collection, 
ia converfation with his fon, Robert Blair, Efq., Solicitor General to his Majefty for Scotland, and. 
his coufin, the learned and amiable Dr. Blair, one of the minifters of the High Church, aod Pres 
feffor of Rhetoric and Belles Lettres, in the Univerfity of Edinburgh, 7 

Thefe authorities are produced by the prefent writer with much pleafare; as it gives him, at once, am 
opportunity of reflecting on the hereditary love of literature and diftinguifhed politenefs of. Mr. 8o-, 
licitor General ; and of recording his obligations to the venerable director of his youthful {tudies ; 
whofe well-eftablithed reputation can fuffer so diminution from the teftimony of a grateful pupil, 
to the merit of his “ Academical prelectione,”: which conftitute an zra in the hiftory. of Scottifh lie 
terature ;. nor éafily receive addition from the higheft praife he can beftow on his “ productions for 
the pulpit,” which difplay the powers of 2wile, and the acqnifitions of a cultivated mind, in 
recommending the fpirit of a pure and enlightened religion to every order of magkind ; and cxhibic 
to the literary world, a model of found and elegant ipftru@ion, and of {imple and perfuafive eloquence, 
unprecedented in the hiftory of that {pecies of compofition in our country. 3 tee 

Robert Blair was the eldeft fon of the Rev. David Blair, ‘one of the ‘minifters of Edinburgh, and 
Chaplain to the King. His mother was ——— Nifbet, daughter of Nifbet, Efq , of Carfin. 
His grandfather was the Rev. Robert Blair, one.of the moft- diftinguifhed Scottifh clergyman in the 
time of the civil ward j ® defcendent of the ancient and refpetable family of Blair of Blair in Ayr- 
fhite. ‘ 3 

"He was born about the beginning of this century ; had the moft liberal edneation in the Univer- 
fity of Edinburgh, and afterwards was fent abroad by his father for-his improvement, and {pene 
fome time on the continent, After undergoing the ufual trials appointed by the church, he was 
ordained minifter of Athelfapeford, in the county of Eaft Lothian, Jan. 5, 1732, where he paft 

. the remainder of his life. ts 3 ae Poe 

As his fortune was eafy, he lived very much in the ftyle of a gentleman, and was greatly refpected 
by Sir Francis Kinloch, Baronet, of Gilmerton, patron of the parifh, and by ail the gentlemen in that 
neighbourhood. He was < man both of learning, and of elegant tafe and manners. He was = 
botanitt and florift, which he thowed in the cultivation of his garden; and was alfo converfant im 

“Sptical and microfcopical knowledge, on which fubjects he carried on correfpondence with fome 
learned men in England. He was a man of fincere piety, and very afliduous in difcharging the 
duties of his clerical funGtion. As a preacher, he was ferigug and warm, and difcovered the ima~ 
gination of a poet. . ie ‘ 

He married Ifabella Law, daughter of Mr. Law. of. Elvingfton, and {iter to the prefent thesjff- 
depute of Eaft-Lothian, a lady of uncommon beauty and amiable mann®&, With her father, who 
4.1 beer, arofeffor of moral philofophy, in the Univerfity of Edinburgh, who was his relation, and 
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_ bis death, which Rappened feveral years before his marriage with bis daughter, he wrote and printed - 
a funeral Poem to bis Memory, which is thought worthy of being preferved; and is accordingly in- 
Serted in this colleGion. : . 

By his lady, who furvived him feveral years, he had five fons and one danghters-of thefe fone, 
Robert Blair, Elq., of Avington, Solicitor General to his Majefty for Scotland, is the fourth. - Hist 
brother, Mr. Archibald Blair, was alfo a.clergyman, and was fettled in a parifh near him in Eat 
Lothian, One of his fone, nephew to the poet, Robert Blair, M. D., is one of the Commifituners 
of the Sick and’ Wounded in London, and well known for his {kill in‘ optics arid aftronomy. = 

He Gied of a fever, on the 4th of February, 1746, in the 4h ycar of his age; and was fucceeded 
in his living at AthelRancford, by. another poct, Mr. John Home, the celebrated author of 
“ Douglas,” . 

‘This is: ali that isknown of Blair; atv accormplithed fcholar, and an’ elegant poet, whofe gemus 
and virtue, though celebrated by fonie of the moft eminent of his poetical contemporaries, have fuf= 
fered fach womerited negleét, that his name is not te be found in any collection of literary biography. 

Had the interetting correfpondence of Watts been given to the world by his friend and biographor 
Dr, Jennings, it would probably. have furnithed many Particulars relating to Blair, which might have 
gtatified curiofity ; though they could hardly have added to the honour which his talents and virtues 
have received from the efteem of @ man, who has left behind him fuch purity of character, and® 
{uch monymente of laborious piety. 

The friends of Blair were the friends of felence and of virtue; his love of: poetry and polite’ 
Titerature, precured him the friendthip of Watts, a polite fcholar, and devout’ poet ; no Jefe remark. 
able for his genius and learning, than the mildnefé and fervency of his piety: And his paffios® 
for natural hiftory, obtained him the correfpondence of the famous naturalift, Henry Baker, Kiq., 
Fellow of the, Royal Society, an intelligent, upright, and benevolent man, whe was particularly 
attentive to aH the improvements which wereamade in natural Science,’ and very folicitous for 
the profccution of ufeful difcoveries. Befides the papers written by himfelf in the * Philofophical: 
‘Franfadtions,” he was -the means, by his extenfive correfpondence, of conveying to the Society, the 
intelligence and obfervations of other inquifitive and philofophical men. Like Blair, he was both a 

"poet and a naturalift ; and printed a volume of « Original Poems, ferions and humorous,” Bvo, 17255 
Ne was the author likewife of “ The Univerfe, a poem,” which has bétn feveral times reprinted. But 
* hia principal publicatiuns are; “ The Microfcope made eafy,” 1742; and “ Employment for the Mi- 
_ ¢rofcope,” which have gone through many editions, and are generally known. Having led a very 
‘yfeful and honourable life, he died Nov. 25, 1774; being then above feventy years of age. By hie! 
‘wife Sophia, youngett daughter of the celebrated De Foe, he had a fon, David Erfkine Baker, Efq.,’ 
vauthor of the “ Mofe of Offian ;” a dramatic poem, of three ats, performed at, Edinburgh, 17635 
‘and “ The Companion to the Play Mufe, 4 vols., I2mo, 1764, ® work that has Gince tieen confide. 
rably improved by Mr. Reed, ‘under the title of the « Biogrephica Dramatica,” 2'vols. Svo, 17816 
His letters to Blair, are in the poffeflion of Mr. Solicitor General. _ 

With Dr. Doddridge, a man, whofe learning was refpected by Warburton and Newton, and. 
whofe piety was venerated by Lyttleton and Weft, he alfo cultivated 2 correfpondénce; probably’ 
through the kindnefs of Watts, or the good offices of their common friend, Colonel James Gar= 
Winer, who was flain at the battle of Preftonpans, Sept. 21,1745.; and afleGionatcly commemorated 
by Dr. Doddridge, in * Some remarkable paflages in his life,” publifhed in 17.47. 

. The following letter, dated Athelftancford, Feb, 2§,1741-2, and inferted in the © Epiftslary 


Correfpondence of Dr, Doddridge,” publithed by the. Rev. Mr. Stedman of Shrewibury, 2790, 
exhibica an advantageous Specimen of his temper and difpofition, and contains fome interefting ine 
formatien relating to the compofition and publication 6f Tbe Grave. : 

“ You will be jaftly furprifed with a letter from one whofe name is not fo much as. known to 
you@ nor thall I offer to |e an apology. Though 'am entirely unacquainted with your perfor, 
Jam no ftranger to your merit as. an author; neither am IT altogether unacquainted with your per- 
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. 3 THE LIFE OF BLATR: 
favour to tranfinit to me fome manufefipt hymns of yours, with which 1 
© Pwith T-could, on-mty part, contribute in any meafure to your entertainment; és you h: 
“otic to ming in a very’high degree. And that 1 may fhow iow willing I am to do fo,” 
Wefired Dr. Watts to tranfmit to you's manufcript poem of mine, intituled The Grave, 
hope, in a way not unbecoming my profeffion as a minifter: of the gofpel, though the greatett ‘part 
* of it was.compofed feveral years before 1 was clothed with fo facred a chatader. I was trged! 
ome friends here; to-whom 1 thowed it, to taake it publics nor did'T decline it} provided 1 
‘approbation of Dr. Watts, from whom Ihave received'many civilities, and for whoit I “had © 
entertained the higheft regard. Yefterday I had a letter from the Dogor, fignifying hi 
fion of the piece in a manner mioft obliging. A great dedl lef from hith would have done 
Ymall honour. But at the fame time he mentions to me that he had offered it to twovb 
of his acquaintance, who, he tells me, did not care to run the rifk of publifing in” 
fearce think (conlidering how critical an age we tive in, with refpect to fuchrkind of s 
a perfon living three hundred miles from London, could write fo as to be acceptable to the fathio 
able and polite. Perhaps it thay be fo; though, at the fame tinie I nmft fay, ih order ton 
more generally liked, I was obliged fomietimes to go crofs to my own inclindtion; ‘well 
that whatever poem is written upon a ferious argument, muft, upon that -vety account, 
liar difadvantages; and, therefore, proper arts moft be ufed to make fuch @ piece 
«Fwith afficentions age, which cares for none of thofe things. T beg pardon for bredking iit v 
Moments precious as yours, and hope you will be fo kind as to give me your opinion of 
The difficulties ftated by Watts-in the above letter, probably prevented the ptbficdtion oF 
Grave during its auther’s lifetime, The earlieft edition of it, which the prefent writer has feen;% 
‘that printed at Edinburgh, in 8vo, 1747. At theend isa tranflation of a pious ode of Volufent 
of no value. ‘The fab{equent editions are too numerous to be fpecified. To. the € 1 
1786, is added Gray’s “ Elegy in a Country Church-yard,” with “ notes moral, 
planatory.” The notes are in,general trifling and infipid, It is now, with the Pom 
Mr. Law; received, for the firft time, into a colleétion of claflical Englith poetry. mel 
‘The variations from the cothinon editions, are printed from the original MS., 1742 
\poffetfion of Mr. Solicitor General, communicated for the ufe. of this edition. The 
printed copies has in general fo much,the appearance of improvement, and fo confonant to the 
of the poem, tbat itis probable-it might be the refiilt Of a revifion, fubfequent to the r 
MS. Some verbal tran{pofitions, of little importance, are not copied. ¥ 3 
If Blair had writtch nothing elfe but this fingle pocm, it is. alone fuflicient to entitle him t 
fical diftin@tion among the pocts of our country. Buf the poem to the shemory of Mr. Law, 
this colle@tion by the favour of Dr. Blair, is no inconfiderable addition to his fame. It is vid 
juvenile perforniance, the tribute of affetion and efteem to the merits.ofa friend; and juftly 
able, in fome inftances, with incorrectnefs of language, and incongruity of imagery + but 
is fimple and beautiful ; and the feritiments, though fometimes trite, ‘are dw 
‘dernefs and energy not unworthy of the atithor of Ye Grave. The spoftrophe to 
particular, is pathetic’ and pleafing ; and the abrupt tranfition to the final conflagratién 
verfe, approaches to fublimity. ' . F ~ 
The Grave, his greateft work, amply eftablithes his fame. It is a produdtion of Feal geni 
pofletfes a merit fuperior to many pieces of the very firtt celebrity. It is ¢ompofed of a fu 
‘of uncannedted defcriptions, and of reflections that feem independent ef one anothet?, inter 
i ing allufions, and digrellive fallies of imagi . It isa ferie’ of pathetic repre 7 
without unity of defign, variegated with imagery and allufion ; which exhibit a wide di 
original poetry. The poct’s eye is awake on the objects of creation, and. on the fcentes 0 
mifery; and bé is alive to every feeling of compailion arid benevolence. 
inelaricholy, which peculiar impreflions Of religioti throw over the fcenes he defcribes;. 
perceive an amiable and genctous ptinciplé ftrnggling to overcom degeneracy whith 
plores. Whatever fubje& is either difeuffed or aimed at, healways endeavours to melt the hea 
alarm the confeience, by patheticalefcription and ferious remonftrancess one fentiments a1 
ey. : 
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delivered in 2 novel and energetic manner, that impreffes them. ftrongly. on the mind. He 1% 
always moral, yet never dull; and though he often expands an. image, yet he never weakens its 
force. If the fame thought occurs, he gives it # new form; and is copious without being tirefome. 
He writes under the ftrong impreflion of Chriftian and moral truths. Conviction gives force tq 
_ imagination ; and he dips his pen in the ftream that religion has opened in his own bofom. 

Bis imagination, excurfive and vigorous, fometimes exceeds the bounds that criticifm prefcribes, 
Poffefling ftrong powers of ridicule as well asfancy, he paffes too fuddenly from grave and ferious 
defcription, to irony and fatire. Inftances of this improper affociation too frequently occur, and 
the grave and ludicrous deftroy one another. - 

But the defedts of Tée Grave bear a very {mall proportion to its beauties; and ite beauties are of 
mo common account. They are happily conceived and forcibly expreffed. His language is the 
patural and unforced refult of his conceptions. Anxious only to give each image its due promj- 
nence and relief, he has wafted no unneceflary attention on grace or embellifhment ; the dition, 
therefore, though feldom {plendid, is always vigorous and animated, and carries the thought home 

_ to the heart with inexpreffible energy. His verfification is almoft as fingular as the materials upon 
which it is employed; fometimes carclefs and profaic, and fometimes ftrikingly elegant and har- 
monious; refembling femetimes the beft manner of Shakfpeare and Rowe, and fometimes that of 

. Mileonand Young ; but without apy marks of fervile imitation. Amidft fuch a profufion of beau- 
tiful and ftriking paffages that are to be found in this fingular poem, it is difficult to confirm thefe 

. general remarks by particular quotations, ==. 

. _ After a folemn introduction, the following ftriking palfage appears. 


‘The wind is up: hark! how it howls! Methinks 
‘Till now 1 never heard a found fo dreary : 
Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul bird, 
Rovk’d in the fpire, {creams loud : the gloomy ailes 
Black plafter’d, and hung round with threds of "feutcheon¢ 
_ “And tatter’d coats of arms, fend back the found. 
“Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 
‘The manfions of the dead.—-Rous’d from their flumbere; 
“In grim array the grifly fpectres rife, 
Grin horrible, and obftinately fullen, 
. Pafs and repafs; huth’d as the foot of night. 
Again the {creech-owl fhrieks : ungracious found ! 
Tl hear no more ; it makes one’s blood run chill. 


The following pigture is very fine and natural : 
. 


Oft, in the lone church-yard at night I’ve feen, 
By glimpfe of moon-fhine chequering through the treeg 
‘The {chool-boy with his fatchel in chis hand, 
‘Whiftling aloud to bear his courage up, . 
And lightly tripping o'er the long flat ftones, 
(With nettles fkirted, and with mofs o’ergrown,) 
‘That tell iti homely phrafe who lic below. 
Budden he ftarts, and hears, or thinks he hears 
Whe found of fomething purring at his heels; | 
Full faft he flies, and dares not look behind himy 
‘Till out of breath he overtakes his tcllows ;’ 

* Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall and ghattly, 

“That walke at dead of night, or takes his ftand 
O’er fome new open’d graye; and (ftrange to tell !) 
Evanifhes at crowing of the ceck. 


~ ‘This plealing picture is finely contrafted by the affe@ting one, which imrfiediately follows its 


"The new-made widow. 

Sad fight! flow moving o'er thé proftrate déad; 
* Lifticls, fhe crawls along in doleful black, 

While burits of ferrow gufh from either cve, 
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Fite titling down her now-untafted cheek, 
we Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 
She drops; whilt byfy meddling memory, 
In barbarous fucceffion mufters up- 
‘The paft endearments of their fofter hours, 
“Tenacious 6f its thenie. Still, ftill fhe thinks 
She fees him, and indulging the fond thought, 
Clings yet more clofely to the fenfelefs turf ; 
~ Nor heeds the paffenger who looks that way. 


in the above defcription there are many minute ftrokes, ber now untafted check—bufy 
‘yyy 8c. Which mark the fiperior poet. 7h : 
_ © From’ the apoftrophe to Friend/bip, which immediately follows, the heart catches f} 
igi; aid the amiable poet leaves ont it. the impreffion of all that is tender, generous, 
iiig. ‘There is beautiful defcription, and‘much peetical enthufiafm in the following lines, 


Oh! when my friend and I 
In fome thick wood have wander'd heedlefs on, 
Hid from the vulgar eye, and fat us down 
‘Upon the floping cowilip-cover’d bank, — - 
ale “Where the pure limpid {tream has flid along 
aie ye In grateful errors through the under-wood, 3 
y Sweet murmuring ; methought the fhrill-tongu’d thruf 
Mended his fong of love; he tooty blackbird 
Mellow'd his pipe, and foften'd every note: 
‘The eglantine {mell’d {weetér, and the rofe 
Affum’d a dye more deep; whilft ev'ry flower 
Vied with its fellow plant in luxury @ 
‘Of drefs.——Oh ' then, the longeft fummer’s day - 
Scem’d tod; too much ih hafte : ftill the full heart 
Had not imparted half: ’twas happinefs 
Too exquifite to laft.. 


The following paflage ftrongly ‘reminds us Of Shakipeare; and i3 equal to aby of the molt 
Moral parts of that wonderful dramatift. 


Dull grave’ thou fpoil’ft the dance of youthful blood, 

Strik’ft out the dimple from the cheek of mirth, 

And ev'ry fmirking feature from the face ; = 
ain Branding our laughter with the name of madnefs. 

‘Where are the jefters now ? the men of health 

Complexionally pleafant ?, Where the droll; 

‘Whofe ev'ry look and gefture was a joke . 

To clapping theatres and fhouting crowds, _ 

And made ev’n thick-lip’d mufing melancholy 

‘To gather up her face into a {mile 

Before the was aware? Ah! fullen now, 

‘And dumb as the green turf that covers thent. 



























































- The defeription of a funeral, beginning, But fee the well-plum'd berfe, &c. Yas the beauties 
feéts of the fame admirable writer. The apoftrophe to Beauty is a mafterly paflage; as 2 
‘on the death of the Strang Man, the Philofepher, and the Phy/cian. This expreffion in the 
minds us of Milton. 







—————Trom ftubborn fhrubs 
Thou wringft their thy retiring virtues out, 
‘And vex’d them in the fre-——— 


~- 









The Sexton will Be readily recognifed as a relation of the grave-diggér in Hamlet. “> < 
toys Gta 





——-—— hoary-headed chronicle, i 
Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne'er ftole 
A gentle tear; with mattocks in his hand 
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Digs through whole rows of kindred and acquaintance. 
By far- his juniors—Scearce a fkull’s caft up, 

But wel! he knew its owners, and can tell 

Some paffage of his life —.—_ 


The following comparifon, applied to time, is happily imagined. 
‘Yet treads more foft than c'er did midnight thief, 


_ Who flides his hand under the mifer’s Pilow, 
snd carries off his prize 7 





‘The hand of Shakfpeare could not poflibly have gone higher, or have touchéd a fituation with 
greater nicety, a 7 = . aw he 
~* Few fimiles can exeeed the following for elegant fimplicity. Among the various tenagts of the 
‘grave, he enumerates 





‘The long-demurring maid, 

Whofe lonely unappropriated fweets 

Smil'd, like yon knot of cowflips on the cliff, 
Not to be come at by the willing hand, 


. Another fimile, near the end of the poem, where he mentions th¢ averfion even of the good te 
death, Utginning, £0 bave I'feen upon a fummer’s eve, is natural and ftriking, 
In Blair, it Is djfficule to difcover any material traces of imitation, or evento conjeure who were 
his favourites among the poets of hiscountry. His ftyle of compofition is his own, and his verfificas 
tion peculiar to himfelf. He undoubtedly, however, poffeffed a tafte for our elder poets, the ana 
sient wells of Englifb undefiled, from whom he probably learned the energy, chara@er, and truth of com- 
pofition, and the genuine language of verfe; particularly the frequent ufe of compotind epithets, 
which are the life of a language, and in which our awn ia far from, being Ueficierit. 
'. Blair, defcribing the death of 2 goog man, faye: 


By unperceiv’d degrees he wears away, 
Uct dike the fun feems larger at bis felting. 


_ The latt line is evidently borrowed from Quarles; a writet of true poetical genius, and of exemt: 
“plary virtue, unjuftly negleéted, + 


Brave minds opprelt, thouid- (in difpight of fate) 
» Looke greateft (like the funne) in lowept fate.—— ob. Mite 


‘The teftimionies to the merits of Blair are few, when compared with his deferts, The Grave, though | 
it is written in a fyle that might well delight the learned, and deferve the attention of the writers 
of verfe, yet has never been mentioned, till very lately, in any critical work, nor imitated in any poe- 
‘tical’ compofition, “ The Tafk” of Cowper, an ingenious and truly original performance, refembles 
‘it only in the fingular combination of pathetic defcription, comic humour, and ferious remonflrance. 
Its popularity, however, muft be allowed as aft ungueftionable authority im its favour; for by the 
judgment of the common, unprejudiced, unpedantic reader, the merit of every poetical compofition 
tuft be ultimately decided. 

Mr. Pinkerton, the learned andl ingenious editor of the * Ancient Scottith Poems, de.” was the 
firtt who celebrated the merite of Blair, and fubjedted Tbe Grave to the examination of criticifm 
which, ‘though fomewhat toa-gencral and indifcriminate, merits attention.’ 

“ know not, fays Mr. Pinkerton,” that"he wrote any thing elfe; but Tbe Grave is wortra: 
thoufand common poems, ‘The language is fuch as Shakfpeare would have ufed; yet he no where’ 
imitates Shak{peare, or ufer any expreffion of his, It is frugal and chafte; yet, upon occafion, highly 


poetical, without any appearance of refearch, Rt is unqueftionably the belt piece of blank vetle we 
have, fave thofe of Milton:”” 
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Pa aS ree a 


THE GRAVE. 


The Houfe appointed for all Living ——Jos. 


‘Wirrsr fome affe the fan, and fome the fhade, 
‘Bome fice the city, fome the hermitage ; 

_- Their‘aims as various, as the roads they take 
In journeying through life ;—-the tafk be mine 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the ton:b ; 
~ Th’ appointed plage of retidezvous, where all 
‘Thefe travellers meet.—Thy fuccours 1 implore, 
Eternal kin; hofe potent arm fuftains 
The keys of hell and death_——The grave, dead 

thing ! 

‘Men thiver when thou'rt nam’d: Nature appall ra 
Shakes off her wonted firmnefs -——Ah L hor dark 
Thy long cosended ims, and rueful wattes ! 

_ Where“nought but filence feigns, and night, dark 


Dork us was ‘chave, eré the infant fun 
‘War roll’d together, or had try’d his beams 
Athwart the gloom profound.——The fickly taper, 
By glimm’ring through thy low-brow'’d mift 
vaults, 
$yred round-with mouldy damps, and ropy Slime) 
8s fall a fupernumerary horror, 
‘And only ferves to make thy night more itkGome. 
‘Well do I know thee by thy trufty yew, 
‘Cheerlefs, unfocial plant ; that loves to dwell 
*Midft ficulls ind coffins, epitaphs, and worms : 
Where light-hecl’d ghofts, aa vifionary fhades, 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports). 
Embody'd, thick, perform their myfic rounds. 
No pther merriment, dull tre thine. 

See yonder hallow'd fane ;—the pious work 
amés Once fam’d, now dubious or forgot, 30 
nd bury'd’midit the wreck of things which were; 

a ¢ lie interr’d the more illuftrious dead. 
‘Thewind is up? bark ! how it howls! Methi 
Tillnow I never heard a found fo dreary. [bird, 
Doors creak, and windows clap, and night’s foul 
pects! in the fpire, fcreams loud : the gloomy ailes 
Black plafter'd, ged hung round with fhreds of 


thi coats of rms, fend back the found 
pe with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 
The manfions of the dead——Rous’d from their 
_ flumbers, 
array the grifly fpectre 
ible, and obftinately fulle: 
ee hufh’d as the foot of night. 
Again pm) os aa owl fhrieks : ungracious found! 
Pil hear no more git makes one’s blood run chill. 
Quite roun i r 
(Coeval near 


: VARIATIONS, 
Ver. 42. Methinks 1 know thee, &c. » 

_ 30. Of thofe that liv’d fome hundred years ago; 
< Where lie interr’d the mor¢ illuftridus dead. 
‘Fhe wind is up, &c. 


‘| In barbarous fucceffion muft 


Long lath’d by the rude winds. Some 
Their branchlefs trunks ; others fo thia 
That fearce two crows cauld lodge in the f 
Strange things, the neighbours fay, have h 
here: 
Wild fhrieks have iffued from the hollow -to 
Dead men have come again, and wall’d 
And the great bell has toll’d, unrang, 
(Such tales their cheer at wake or 
When it draws near to witching time 
“ Oft, in the long church-yard at night bye 
By glimpfe of moon-fhine cbbonerie 
trees, 
ie Laie -boy w’ 
Whiftling aloud to Ourage u 
And lightly tripping o'er the Jong! 
(With nettles fkirted, and with mofs o'er 
That tell in homely phrafe who lic below. ~~ 
dden he ftarts, and hears, or thinks he h 
The found of fomethinig purring at his 
Pull fatt he flies, and dares not look beli 
Tillout of breath he overtakes his 
Who, gather rouad, and wonder at; 
Of horrid apparition, tall and gh 
That walks at dead of night, or aS : 
O’er fome new open'd grave; (ftrange: 
Evanifhes at crowing of the cock. 
‘The new-made widow too ve Comet’ 
Sad fight ! flow moving 0’ 
Liftlels, the crawls along in 
Whitt ‘burfts of forrow guih from saith 
Faft falling down her now untafted ? 
Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 
She drops; whilft bufy meddling memory, 


u 

The paft endeatments of their ofter hours, 
Tenacious-of its theme. Still, fill fhe #1 
She fees him, and, indulging the fond: 
Clings yet more clofely to the 
Nor heeds the paifenger who looks’ 

Invidious grave !-how doft thoa 
Whom love has Enit, and fympathy made | 
A tie more ftubborn far than nature’s band. — 
Friendthip! myfterious cement of the fouls: 
Sweetner of life, and folder of fociety, 
I owe thee much, Thou haft deferv'd from me, 
Far, far beyond what! can ever pay. 
Oft have I prov'd the labours of thy. Tovey 
And the warm efforts of the age heart, 
Anxious to pleafe.x—Oh ! when mj 
In fome thick wood have wander’ 
Hid from the vulgar eye, and fat us sae 


VARIATIONS. 
69. Of horrid apparition, ftrait and tal © 
86. Invidious grave | thou feparat’ft chief 
‘That love has bound, &e, 





838 


Upon the Hoping cowffip-cover'd bank, 
Where the pure limpid ream has lid along: 
Tn grateful errors through the under-wood, Too 
Swket murmuring; methought the fhrill-tongu’d 
thrufh Eee 
Mendcd his fong of loves the footy blatk-bird 
Mcllow’d his pipe, and foften’d every note’: 
The eglantine fmell'd {weetet, and the rofe 
Alfum’d a dye more deep; whilft ev'ry flower 
Vied with its fellow plant in luxury 
Of drels. Oh ! then, the longeft fummer’s day 
Beem’ d tao, too much in hafte : ftill the full heart 
Hiad not imparted half : twas happinefs 
‘Too exquifice'to laf. Of joys departed, 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 
Dull grave—thou fpoil’ft the dance of youthful- 
blood, i ; ; 
Btrik' out the dimple from the cheek of mirth, 
And ev'ry {mirking feature from the face; 5 
Branding our laughter with the name of madnefs. 
‘Where are the jellers now? the men of health 
Complexionally pleafant? Where the droll, 
"Whole ev'ry look and gefture was a joke 
‘To clapping theatres and fhouting crowds, 
And made ev'n thick-lip’d mufing melancholy 120 
To gather up her face into a {mile 
Before the was aware? Ah! fullen now, 
And ‘dumb ae the green tusf that covers them. 
Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war? 
“The Roman Cwxfars, and the Grecian chiefs, 
"The outt of ftory? Where the hot-brain'’d youth ; 
Whogthe tiara at his pleafure tore 
From’ kings of all the then difcover'd globe ; 
And cry’d, forfooth, becaufe his arm was hamper'd, 
and had not room enough to do its work ? “+430 
Alas! how flim, diihonourably flim, 
And cram’d into a {pace we blufh to name! 
‘Proud royalty ! how alter’d in thy looks! 
ow blank thy features, and how wan thy hue?! 
Son of the morning ! whither art thou gone! 
‘Where haft thou hid thy many-fpangled head, 
And the majettic menace of thine eyes 
Felt from alar? Pliant and powerlefs now- 
‘Like new-born infant wound up in his fwathes, 
Or victim tumbled fat upon his back, , 140 
That throbs beneath the faccificci’s knife. 
Mute, muft thou bear the ftrife of little tongues, 
And coward infults of the bafe-born crowd ; 
‘Vbat grudge a privilege thou never hadft, 
ut only hop’d for in the peaceful grave, 
Of being unmolefted and alone. 
Atsbia’s gums and odoriferous drugs, 
Acd honours by the herald duly paid 
tu mode and form, ev’n to a very feruples 
:Ch cruel irony ! thefe come too late ; _ Igo 
~And only mock, whom they were meant to honour. 
Surely there’s not a dungeon-flave that’s bury’d 
3n the high-way, unfhrouded and uncoffin’d, 
But lies as foft, and fleeps as found as he.! 
Sorry pre-eminence of high defcent, 
fbove the bafer born, to ror in ftate. 





Tio 


* oh, 


But fee! the well-plum’d herfe comes nodding 


‘Statcly andflow ; and préperly attended 
By the whole fable tribe, that painful watch -- 
"he fick mau’s door, and live upoa the dead, 160 


“| Implacable.. 
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; By letting out their perfons by the hour, 
To mimic forrow, when the heart’s not fad. 
How rich the trappings ! now they're all unfurl'dj 
And glittering in the fun; triumphant entries 
OF conquerors, and coronation-pomps, 
In glory {carce exceed. Great gluts of people {menté 
Retard th’ vawieldy thow ; whilft' from the cafes 
And hovfes tops, ranks behind ranks clofe wedg'd 
Hang bellying o'er. But tell us, why this wafté, 
Why this ado in earthing up a catcafe 176 
That's fall’n into difgrace, and in the noftril 
Smells horrible ?—Ye undertakers, tell us, 
*Midit ali the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 
Why is the principal conceal’d, for which 





| You make this mighty ftir.——'Tis wifely doné 


What would offend the eye in a good picture, 
The painter cafts difcreetly into fhades. 7 

Proud lineage, now how little thou appear’ft 
Below the envy of the private. man. 

Honour, ‘that meddlefome officious ill, 130 
Purfues thee ev’n to death ; nor there ftops fhort, 
Strange perfecution! when the grave itfelé 

Is no proteGion from rude fufferance. 

Abfurd to think to over-reach the grave, 
And from the wreck of names to refcue ours, 
The beft concerted fchemes men Jay for fame 
Die faft away: only themfelves dic fatter. 
The far-fam'd {culpter, and the lavrell’d bard, 
Thefe bold infurancers of deathlefs fame, 
Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 

The tapering pyramid, th’ Egyptian’s pride, 
And wonder of the world, whofe fpiky cop 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and long outliv’d 
The angry thaking of the winter’s ftorm ; 

Yet fpent at laft by th’ injuries of heaven, 
Shatter'd with age, and furrow'd o’er with yearsj 
‘fhe myftic cone with hieroglyphics crufted, : 
At once gives way, Oh! lamentable fight: 
The labour of whole ages lumbers down, 

A hideous and mif-fhapen length of ruins. 
Sepulchral columns wreftle, but in vain, 
‘With all-fubduing time : her cank’sing hand 
With calm delib’rate malice wafteth them: 
Worn on the edge of days the brafs confumesy 
The bufto moulders, and the deep-cut marble; 
Unfteady to the fteel, give wp its charge. 
Ambition, half convi@ed of her folly, om 
Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale. 

Here all the mighty troublers of the earth, 229 
Who fwam to fov'reign rule through feas of bloox 
Th’ oppreffive, fturdy, nvan-deflroying villains, - 
Who ravag'd kingdoms, and laid empires watte, 
And in a crue! wantonnefs of power 
Thinn’d ftates of half their people, and gave up _ 
To want the ret; now, like a ftorm that's pent; 
‘Lie huft’d, and meanly fheak behind the covert. - 
Vain thought ! to hide them from the gen‘xalfcord 
That haunts and doggs them lilfe an injut’d ghoft 
Here too the petty tyrant, =? 
Whofe {cant dornains geographer ne'er noti¢’d, 220° 
And, well for neighbouring grounds, of arm asfhort, 

A 


196 


208, 





VARIATIONS. 2 
179. W'w hide, the punithed, for fake of which, 
196, Douder’d with age, &c. - 


THE GRAVE 


Who fix'd his iron talons on the poor, . 
And gripp’d them like fome lordly beaft of prey; 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hunger, 
"And piteous plaintive voice of mifery;- + 
(Asif a Have was not a Thread ot nature, ° 
Of the fame common nature with his lord) ; 
Now tame and humible, like a child that’s whipp’d, 
es hands with duft, and calls the worm his 
kinfman; — 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Under ground 
Precedency’s a jeft ; vaffal and lord, _ 3k 
Grofsly familiar, fide by fide confume. re ae 
When felf-ettecin, or others adulation, 

-‘Would cunningly perfuade us we were fomething 
Above the common level of our kind, [ry, 
"The grave gainfays the fmooth complexion’d flatt’« 
And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. 

Beauty—thou pretty play-thing, dear deceit, 

"That fteals fo foftly o’er the ftripling’s heart, , 
“And gives it a new pulfe, unknown before, 440 
The prave difcredits thee : thy charms expung’d, 
‘Thy rofes faded, and thy lilies foil’d, 

“What haft thou more to beaft of ? Will thy lovers 
Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee ho- 


: mage? .. 
‘Methinks f fee thee with thy head low laid,. -- ; 
Whilft furfeited upon thy damaik cheek 
‘The high fed worm, in lazy volumes roll’d, . 

tots unfear’d.— For this, was all thy caution 3 

‘or this, thy painful laboure at thy glafs? 4) 
'T’ improve thofe charms, and keep them in repair, 
For which the fpoiler thanks thee not, Foul feeder, 
Coarfe fare and carrion pleafe thee full as well, 
And leave as keen a relifh on the fenfe, 
Look how the fuir one weeps !—the confcioustears 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flow’res 
Honeft effufion! the fwoll’n heart in vain 
‘Works hard to put a glofe on its diftrefs, 
"Strength too—thou furly, and lefa gentle boaft 
HF thofe that loud laugh at the village ring ; 
‘A fit of common ficknefs pulls thee down 260 
‘With greater eafe,than e’er thoudidft the {rippling 
‘That raghly dar’d thee to th’ unequal fight: 


‘What groan was that [ heard ?—deep groan indeed! - 


‘With anguifh heavy laden ; Jet-me trace itz, - 
Froin yonder bed it comes, where the ftrong man, 
“By ftronger arm belabour’d, gafps for breath 
Like a hard-hunted beat. How his great heart 
Beata thick | his roomy chefl-by far too fcant 
a give the lunys full play —— What now avail 
he ftrong-buikt finewy limbs, and well-(pread 
fhoulders ? 
‘See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 
‘Mad with his pain !—Kager he catches hold 
OF what comes next to hand, and grafpe it hard, 
“Juit like a.creature drowning; hideous Gght! 
Oh! how his eyes fland out, and ftare full ghaftly ! 
‘While the diftemper’s rank and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow crofs his bowels, 
sAud drinks his masrow up.—Heard yoy that 
groan? 2 
Xt was his lait.—See how the great Goliah, 


270 





ae VARIATIONS, 
240. Nat in ALS. 
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jut like a child that braw!'d itfelf to reft, — 280 
Lies Rill—What mean’ thou then, O mighty 
2 boafter, i. {bull, 


To vaunt of nerves of thine? what means the 


“Uncoriiciots ot’his Ttrength, to play the coward, 
And fice before a feeble thing like man; _ 
That, knowing weil the dlackuefs of his arm, 
Trutts only in the well-invented knife? 

With ttudy pale, and midnight vigils fpent, 
The ftar-furveying fage clofe to his eye 
Applies the fight-invigorating tube ; 
And travelling through the boundlefe length of 

fpace, 290 

Marks weil the courfes of the far-feen orbs 
That roll with regular confufion there, 


“In ecftacy of thought. But ah! proud mam, 


Great heights are hazardous to the weak head ; 
Soon, very foon thy firmeft footing fails; * 
And down thou dropp'ft into that darkfomé place, 
Where nor device nor knowledge ever came. 
Here the tongue-warrior lies difabled now, 
Difarm’d, difhonour'd, like a wretch that’s gage’d. 
And cannot tell his ails to paffers by. 300 
.Great man of language,—whence this mighty 
change, Git ss 
‘This dumb defpair, and drooping of the head 
Though ftrong perfuafion hung upon thy lip,s 
And ily infinuation's fofter arts © = ae 
In ambuth lay about thy flowing tongue; 
Alas! how chop-fall’n now! Thick mifts and filed 
Reft, like a weary cloud, upon thy brea 
"Unceafing———-Ah ! where is the lifted arm, 
The ftrength of action, and the force of words; 
The well-turn'd period, and the well-tun’d voice, 
With all the lefler ornaments of phrafe? 3IK 
Ab! fled for ever, as they ne'er had been, 
Raz’d from the book of fame: or, more provokify, 
Perchance fome hackney hunger-bitten {cribbler 
Infults thy memory, and blots thy tomb ‘ 
With long fiat narrative, or duller rhymes, 
Wich heavy halting pace that drawl along ; 
Enough to roufe a dead man into rage, 
And warm with red refentment the wan check, 
Here the great matters of the healing-art, 3a¢ 


. Thefe mighty mock defrauders of the tomb, 


Spite of their juleps and catholicons, 

Refign to fate —Proud Alfeulapius’ fon? 

Where are thy boafted implements of art, 

And al] thy well-cramm’d magazines of health ? 

Nor hill nor vale, as far as thip could go, 

Nor margin of the gravel-bottom’d brook, — 

Efcap’d thy rifling hand;—from ftubborn thrubs - 

Thou wrung’ft their fky-retiring virtues out, 

And vex’d them in the fire : nor fly nor infedt, 

Nor writhy fake, efeap’d thy deep refearch, 334 

But why this apparatus? why this coft? . 

‘fell us, thou doughty keeper from the grave,~ 

Where are thy recipes and cordiais now, 

With the long lift of vouchers for thy cures? 

Alas! thou fpcakeit not.——The bold impoftor 

Looks not more filly, when the cheat’s found out. 
Here the lank-fided mifer, wort of felons 

Who meanly ftole, (difcreditable fhift), 

From back, and belly too, their proper cheer, 340 

Eas'd of a tax it irk’d the wretch to pay 


860 
To his own carcafey now lies cheaply lodg’d, 
By clam'rous apperites no longer teas’d, 
Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs. 
But ah! where are his rents, bis comings-in? 
Ay! now you've made the rich man pdor‘indeed, 
Rabb'd of his gods, what has he left behind 2 
Oh curfed tuft of gold; when for chy fake, 
"The fool throws up his int’re& in both worlds: 349 
Firft ftarv'd in this, then damin‘d in that te come, 
How thocking muft thy fummons be, O death! 
‘To him that is at eafe in his poffeflions; 
‘Who counting on long years of pleafure here, 
Is quite unfurnith’d for that world to come ¢ 
In that drend moment, how the frantic foul 
Raves round the'walls of her clay tenement, 
Runs to each avenue, and fhricks for help, 
But fhricks in vain !—How wifbfully the looks 
On all fhe’s leaving, now no longer her's! 
A little longer, yet a little longer, 
Oh! might the ftay, to wath away her ftains, 
And fit hee for her paffage. Mournful fight! 
‘Fler very eyes weep blood sand every groan 
She heaves is big with horror. But the foe, 
Like a faunch murd’rer, fteady to his purpofe, 
Purfues her clofe through every lane of life, 
‘Nor miffes once the track, but preffes on ; 
“TiN fare’d at lait to the tremendous verge, 
Atonce the finks to everlafting ruin. 
Sure ’tis a ferious thing to die! my foul, 370 
“What a ftrange moment mutt it-be, when neat 
‘My journey’s end, thou haft the gulf in view! 
‘That awful gulf, no mortal e’er repafe'’d. 
'To tell what's doing on the other fide. 
Wature runs back, and fhudders at the fight, 
Aad every life tring bleeds at thoughts of parting ; 
Yor pargthey muft: body and foul muft pare; 
Fond couple; link’d more clofe chan wedded pair. 
Vhis wings its way to its almighty fource, ‘s 
"The witnels of its ations, now its judge; 380 
"That drops into the dark and noifome grave, 
Like a dilabled pitcher of no ufe. 
If death-were nothing, and nought after death ; 
If when men dy'd, at once they ceas‘d to be, 
Recurning to the barren womb of nothing, 
‘Whence firft they fprung, then might the debauchec 
Untrembling mouth the heavens:—then might 
» the drunkard 
Reel over his full bowl, and, when "tis drain’d, 
Fil up another to the brim,and laugh 
At the pour bugbear death:—Then might the 
"That's weary of the world, and tir’d of lify, 392 
At once give each inquietude the flip, 
By ftealing out of being when he pleas’d, 
And by ‘what way, whether by hemp or. fteels 
Deagh’s theufund doors ftand open.— Who could 


360 








i force oy dei 
‘The ill pleas’d gueft to fit ott his full time, 
Or blame him if he gacs?-—Sure he docs well, 
‘That helps hinfelf as timely as he can, © 
“When able, But if there’s an hereafter ; 
uAnd that there is,.confcience, uninfluenc’d 
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And fuffer’d to fpeak ont, tells ew'ry man § 

Then niuft it be an awful thing to die: .. 

More horrid yet to die by one’s own hand. 

Selfsmurder !—name it net: our ifland’s fhame, 

That makes her the reproach of neighbouring ftateé 

Shall nature, {werving from her earlich didate 

Self-prefervation, fall by her own a@? 

Forbid it heaven.—Let not, upon difgutt 

The fhamelefs hand be fully crimfon'd o'er 

With blood of its own lord.—Dreadful attempt! 

Jof recking from felf-flaughter, ina rage | rh: 

‘Lo rufh into the prefence of our Judge; ‘ 

As if we challeng’d him to do his worft, 

And matter’d not his wrath !—Unheard-of tortured 

Mutt be referv’d for fuch: thefe herd together! 

The common damn’d fhan their fociety, 

And Jook upon themfelves as fiends Jefs foul. 

Our time is fit'd, and ail our days are number'd aS. 

How Jong, how fhort; we know not :—this we 
know, - 


| Doty requires'we calmly wait the fummons, 429. 


Nor dare to ftir till Heaven fhall give perniiffion 3 
Like centries that mutt keep their deftin’d Nand, 
Aad wait th’ appoir'ted hour, till they're reliev'd. 

Thofe only are the brave that keep their ground, 

And keep it to the laft.. To run away . 


| Is but a coward’s trick: to run away 


[wretch | 


4co 





VARIATIONS, 
—=nowF he lodgeth cheap. 


Buck % kek went deh: fe 





From this wotld’s ills, that at the very worlt 

Will foon blow o'er, thinking to mend ourfelvés, 

By boldly vent’ring on a world unknown, 

And plunging headlong in the dark ;—’tis mad. . 

No frenzy half fo defperate as this. Pane, 5} 
Tell us, ye dead ;. will none of you, fa pity 

To thofe you left behind, difclofe the fecret? 

Oh! that fome courteous ghoft would blab it ont} 

What ’tis you are, and we muft fhortly be. 

I've heard, that fouls departed, have fometimes 

Forewarn’d men of. their death ’Twas kindly 

done 2 < 

To knock, and give the alarm.— But what means 

This flinted charity /—’Tis but lame Kindnefs 

That does its wérk by halves—Why might you not 

Tell us what ’tis'to die? do the ftridt laws 44K. 

Of your fociety forbid your {peaking . 

Upon a point fo nice ?—I'i] afk no tore + 

Sullen, like lamps in fcpulchres, your thing r 

Enlightens but yourfelves. Well, ’tis no matter} 

A very little time will lear up all, 

And make us Jearn’d as you are, and asclofe. | 
Death’s shafts fly thick :—Here falls the villegé- 

fwain, | . , 

And there his pamper’dlord.—The tup goesround¢ 

And who fo artfal as to put it by! 45 

* is long fince death had the majority ; 





aa VARIATIONS. 

405. That makes her hooted at: fhall the foul hand; , 
Adting the traitor’s part, be crimfon’d o’er 
With blood of its own lord? Forbid it, heaven! 
Shall nature, fwerving from her Sirf com- 

mand, es . 
Be her own butcher? thall we on difguit 
Prefume to fet curfelves at liberty ; 
Without once afking leave? Dreadful ate 
tempt, &et 


1} the livi i¢not to heart. 
He inser of Oe man’s bed, 
, hoary-beaded chronicle, 
hard posiegeant fe down which ne’er ftole 
gentl 3 with mattock in his hand 
through .whole rows of kindred and ac- 
quaintance, + : 
far his juniorsi——Scarce a fcull’s caft up, 
it well he knewrits owner, aid can tell 459 
m of his life, —-Thus hand in hand 
‘alk’d with death twice twenty years; 
| odeyet ne'er yonker on. ra Seg laughs louder, 
clots a fmuttier tale When drunkards meet, 
None firige @ merrier catch, or lends a hand 


~ More willing to his cup.--Poor wretch ! he minds 


| Prop off, like leayes ip autumn; y 
it 


e 


| Witha Seearerdinei a. 
~ Yet treads more foft than. 


— Stréw'd with 


‘Phat fon fome trufty brother of the trade 
Shall do for him what he has done for thoufands. 
On this fide, and onthat, men a friends 
unch ‘out 
which the long livers 470 
“undegen’rate days 
have leifure for—Fools that we are, 
Never to think of death and of ourfelves 
At the fame tinte: as if to learn to die 
“Were no concern of ours.---Oh! more than fottifh, 
For creatures of a day in gamefome mood, 
‘To frolic on eternity’s dread brink 
Unapprehenfive ; when, for ought we know, 
"The very firlk {wol'n furge fhall {weep us in. 
‘Think we, or think we not, time hurries on 480 


cam; 
-e’er did: midnight-thief, 
"That flid » mifer’s pillow,” 
What? but a. ue burial-field unwal{'d, 
ath’s {poils, the fpoils of animals 
Savage and#ame, and full of dead men’s bones. 
‘The very turf on which we tread once liv’d; 
And we that live moft lend, our carcafes’ 
To cover our own offspring: In their turns 490, 
They too muft cover theirs.——' Tis here all meet, 
fhiv’ring Icelander, and funburn’d Moor ; 
all climes, that never mét before ; 
of all:creeds, the Jew, the Turk, the Chriftian, 
ce, anid favourite yet prouder, 
atid the people's fcourge, 
fight ——Here lie abath’d 
€ great negotiators of the earth, 
AX celebrated matters of the balance, 
ep read in’ ftratagems, and'wiles of courts. 500" 
ow vain their treaty-fill:——-Death {corns to 


re the o’erloaded flave flings down his burden 
his gall’d fhoulders ;—and whgp the ftern 
tyrant, : 
ith all his guards and tools of power about him, 
‘meditating new. unheard-of hardthips, 
Mocks his hort arm,—and quick as thought efcapes 
tyrants vex not, and the weary reft. 


3 VARIATIONS. 
And of all creeds, Jew, Turk, and Chriftian. 
Deep read in ftratagem, and ftatefmen’s wiles. 
7 . 7 : 


| That fome rude interpofing rotke has fplit.. 


| Theiwrecks of nati 


, Alarm’d his peaceful bofom.— 


- THE GRAVE. 


Here the warm lover, leavitig the : 


| The tell-tale echo, and the babUii 
| (Time out pf mind the fav’rite 
| Faft by his gentle miiftrefs lays 


Unblatted by foul tongue. Here frit 


| Lie clofe ; unmindéful of their f 
| The lawn-rob'd prelate’ and plain prethyter, 
| E’er while thatftood aloof, as fhy toon 


Familiar mingle here, likéfifter ftreams” 
Here is the large-lintb’d pealant :--Heré the 
Of a fpan long, that never faw the fun, 
Nor prefs’d thenipple, ftrangled in li 
Here is'the mother, with her foris and-d 
‘The barren wife, and long-denmurting n 


| Whofe loci ystems test Se P 


Smil’d like yon knot of cowflips‘énethe cliff, 
Not to be come at by the willing hand, 
Here are the prude, fevere, and'g 


“The foker widow, and the young g 


Cropp’d like a rofe before *tis fall; 
Or half its worth difelos'd: Strange 
Here garrulous old age winds up’his tale;- 
And joviak youth, of lightfome vacant 
Whole ev'ry-day was made of mia: 
Hears not thevoice of mirth. ——The 
Meck as the turtle-dove, forgets her chi 
Here are the wife, the getierous, and 
The juft, the the worthlefs, and: 
The downright clown, and p y 
‘The fool; the chur, the feoundrel, atic 
The fupple ftatcfman, and the patriot ferns 
8, and the {poils’o 
With all the lumiber of fix thoufa 

Poor man !—how happy otice in th 


| When yet but warm from thy great Maker” 


He ftamp’d thee withvhis image, and, wel 

Smil'd on his aft fair work. —Then alls 

Sound was the body, anid the foul ferenes 

Like two fweet inftruments, ne’er out of 

‘That play their feveral parts. Nor head, nor he: 

Offer’d to ache: nor was there caufe they thou! 

For all was pure within: no fell remorfe, 

Nor anxious caftings-up of wid might be, 

Show not more fmooth, when kife'd 
winds 

Juft ready to expire—fearce importun'd, © 

fhe generous foil, with a luxurious 

Offer’d the various produce of thé yeaty 

And ev'ry thing moft in its kind? >= 

Bleffed ! thrice bleffed days !—But ah! how | 

Blefa’d' as the pleafing dreams of haly-men 

But fugitive like thofe, and quickly gone. 


5 VARIATIONS. ie 
grt. Faft by his miftrefe’ fide now lies him 
520. Nor prefs'dthe nipple, founder’d in 
21. Here is the joy fulmiotherof fons and, 

526. Here are the prade, and frolicfome 
550. to 554. Not in MS. os 
555. Whillt the fich gen’r foil, farce 
5 jortun’d, s “e = 
Offer'd its various produ@e, &c, ~~ 


. 





gts 


‘Oh! Lipp'ry ftate of thipgs—what fudden turns! 
‘What ftrange vicifitudes in the firlt leaf 

Of man's fad hiftory | ‘To-day moft happy, 
And ere to-morrow’s fun has fet, ‘moft abjed. 
How feant the {pace between thefe vaft extremes! 
‘Thus far'd it with our fire :—Noet long h’ enjoy’d 
His paradife.—Scarce had the happy tenant 

OF the fair fpot due time to prove its fweets, 

Or fum them up, when frait he maft be gene, 
Ne’er to return again.~--—And muft he go? 570 
an nought compound for the firft dire offence 
Of erring man ?~—~Like one that is condemn’d, 
Fain would he trifle time with idle talk, 

And parley with his fate.———But "tis in vain, 
Not all the lavith odours of the place, 

Offer'd in incenfe, can procure his pardon, 

Or mitigate his doom.——A_ mighty angel, 
« With flaming fword, forbids his longer flay, 

And drives the loiterer forth ; nor muft he take 
One laft and farewell round.—At once he loft 580 
His glory, and his God.—If mortal now, 

And forely maim’d, no wonder.—Man has finn’d, 
Sick of his blife, and bent on new adventures, 
Evil lic would needs try: nor try’d in vain, 
(Dreadful experiment ! deftruQive meafure ! 
‘Where the worft thing could happen, is fuceefs.} 
Alas! too well he {ped :—the good he fcorn’d 
Staik'd off reluctant, like an ill-us’d ghoft,. , 
Not to return ;—or if it did, its vifite, . 
Like thofe of angels, fhort and far between: 590 





‘Whilft the black damon, with his hell feap'd train, 


Adtmitted pnce inte its better room, 

Grew Youd and mutinous, nor would be gone; 
Lording it o’er the man: who now too late 

Saw the rath error, which he coald not amend: 
An error fatal not to him alone, 

But to his future fons, his fortune’s heirs, 
Inglorious bondaga!—Human nature groans , 
Beneath a vaflalage fo vile and cruel, : 
And ite vaft body biceds through ev'ry vein. 6¢0 

What havoc haf thou made, foul monfter, fin! 

‘Greatett and fir of ills—The fruitful parent 
‘Of woes of all dimenfions !—But for thee 
Sorrow had never been.—All-noxious thing, 

Of vileft nature !—Uther forts of evils 

Are kindly circumferib’d, and have their bounds. 
‘The fierce volcano, from his burning entrails 
That helches molten ftone and globes of fire, 
Tovolv'd in pitchy clouds of fmoke and flench, 609 
Mare the adjacent fields for fome leagues round, 
And there it ftops-—The big-fwoln inandation, © 
of mifchief more diffofive, raving loud, 

Buories whole tracks of country, threat’ning more ; 
But that too has ite fhore it cannot pala. 

‘More dreadful far than thofe! fin has laid watte, 
Not here and there a country, but a world: 
Dilpatching at a wide-extended bluw 

Entire mankind; and for their fakes defacing 

A whole creation’s beauty with rude hands; 619 
Blatting the foodful grain and loaded branches, 
And marking all along its way with ruin. 
_C 

WARIATIONS. 
£22 Seslk’d Hke a dafcontented cho? aw-c. 
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Accurfed thing !—Oh !. where fhall fancy fing” 

A proper name to call thee by, expreflive 

OF all thy horrors ?—Pregnant womb of ills! 

Of temper fo tranfceridently malign, _ * 

‘That toads and ferpents, of moft deadly kind, 

Compar'd to thee, are harmlefs.—Sickneffes 

Of every fize and fymptom, «acking pains, 

And blueft plagues, are thine —See how the fiend 

Profufely {catters the contagion round ! 630 

Whilft desp-meuth'd flaughter, bellowing at her 
heels, [row 

‘Wades deep in blood new-fpilt; yet for to-mor~ 


“Shapes out new work of great uncommon faring, 


And inly pines till the dread blow is ftruck. 

But hold, I’ve gone too far; too much difcover’d 

My father’s nakednefs, and nature’s fhame. 

Here let me paufe, and drop an honett tear, 

One burft of filial duty and condolence, 

O’er all thofe,ample deferts death hath fpread, 
‘This chaos of mankind.—-O greap mau-cater ! bag 
Whofe ev'ry day is carnival, not fated yet! 
Unheard-of epicure! without-a fellow! 

‘The verieft gluttons do not always cram 

Some intervals of abftinence are fought 

To edge the appetite : Thou feekeft none, 
Mcthinks the countlefsfwarms thou haft devour'd, 
And thoufands that each hour thou gobbleft up, 
This, lefs than this, might gorge thee to the full. 
But alt! rapacious ftill, thou gap" for more : 
Like one, whole days defrauded of his meals, 659 
On whom Jank hunger days her ikinny hand, 
And whets to keencit eagernefs his cravings, 

As if difeafes, maffacres, and Ppoifon, 

Famine, and war, were not thy caterers, 

Bat know, that thou muft render up the dead, 
And with high int'reft too.—They are not thine 
But only in thy keeping for a feafon, 

‘Till the great promis’d day of refticution ; 

When loud diffufive found from brazen trump 
Of ftrong-lung’d cherub, ‘hall alarm thy captives, 
And roufe the long, long fleepers into life, 661 


4 Day-light, and liberty. — 


Thea muft thy doors fly open, and reveal 

The mines that lay long forming under ground, 

In their dark cells immur’d; but now full ripe, 

And pure as filver from the crucible, 

‘Phat twice has ftood the torture of the fire 

‘And inquifition of the forge —We know 

‘Th’ illuftrious deliverer of mankind, 

‘The Son of God, thee foil’d.—Him in thy power 

Thou could’ft not hold :—felf-vigorous he rofe, 

And fhaking off thy fetters, foon retook. 674, 

Thofe Spoils his voluntary yiclding lent + z 

(Sure pledge of our releafment from thy thrall!) 

Twice twenty days he {ojgurn’d here on earth, 

And fhow’d himfelf alive to chofen witnefles, 

By proofs fo itrong, that the mof flow affenting 
he 


VARIATIONS, 
624. Of thy intrinfic filth ! -Big-bellied ill! 
649. But ah! ’tis otherwife; thon gap'it for more, 
‘Like one that is defrauded of his meals. 
642. And gives the keeneft edge unto his cravingr.. 


ee ‘debe ae 
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Had not a ferupte left —This having done, 
He mounted up to heav'n.—Methinks 1 fee hig 
Glimb fhe acrial heights, and glide along 680 
Athwast the fevering clonds: but the faint eye, 
Flung backwards in the chafe, foon drops its hold; 
Ditabled quite, and jaded with purfuing. : 
“Bleaven’s portals wide expand to ler him in: 
Nor ate his friends thut out : Asa great prince 
Not for himfelf alone procures admiffion, 
But for hie train. Jt was his royal will, 
That where he is, there fhould his followers be. 
Death only lies between.—A gloomy path! 
Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears: 690 
But nor untrod, nor tedions ; the fatigue 
‘Will foon go off. Befides, there’s no bye-road 
To blif.—Then, why, like ill-condition’d children, 
Baars we at tranfient hardfhips in the way + 
‘hat leads to purer air,and fofter fkies, 
And a ne’er-fetting fun ?—Fools that we are ! 
> ‘We with to be, where fweets unwith'ring bloom ; 
But ftrait our with revoke, and-will not go. 
So have 1 feen, upon a fommer’s ev’n, 
Faft by the riv'let’s brink, a youngtter play: 700. 
‘How withfully he looks to ftem the tide! ¢ 
‘This moment refolute, next unrefolv'd: - 
At laft he dips his foot ; but as he dips, 
Bis fears redouble, and he runs away 
From th’ inoffenfive ftream, unmindful now 
Of all the flow’rs that paint the further bank, 
And fmil'd fo fweet of late—Thrice Welcome 
death! 4 : 
‘That after many a painful bleeding ftep . 
ConduSs us to our home, and lands us fafe 709 
On she long-with'd-for fhore.—Prodigious change! 
Oyr bane turn’d toa bleffing !—Death, difarm’d, 
Lofes its fellnefs quite——All thanks to him 
‘Who fcourg’d the venom out.-—-—Sure the laft end 
Qf the good man is peace’ !—How calm, his exit-t 
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground, 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire fo foft. 
Behold him in the evening-tide of life, 
4 life well-fpent, whofe early care it was 
His riper years fhould not upbraid his green: 
By unperceiv’d degrees he wears away ; 





720 





VARIATIONS, 
and with great fteps 
Stride o'er the pillar’d clouds. But, &c. 
684. Heaven's gatesare ftrait unbarr'd to let him ine 
686, Not only for himfelf procures admiffion, © ~ 
But for his train; fohe. It was his will, &e. 
» O95. unmindful more 








* 6Bo. 








Of all the daifies on the further bank, 
Of late that fmil’d fo fweet. Thrice wel- 
come death! &c. 





"863 


‘Yet, like zhe fun, feems larger a his ferttag. 
(High in his faith and hopes), loci how he reaches 
After the prize in view! and, like a bird 
‘That's hamper'd, ftruggles hard to get awayt 
Whiift the glad gates of fight are wide expanded 
To let new glories in, the firft fair fruits . 
OF the faft-comiffg harveft.—Then, oh then { 
Each earth-born joy grows vile, or difappears, 
Shrunk to a thing of novght.---Oh ! how he longs 
To havg his paffport fign’d, and be difmifs’d! 730 
*Tis done! and now he’s happy !~-The glad foul 
Has not a with uncrown’d.---Ev'n the lag fleh 
Refs too in hope of meeting once again 
Its better half, never to funder more. 
Nor hall it hope in vain :—-The time draws on 
When not a fingle {pot of burial earth, 
Whether on land, or in the fpacious fea, 
But mutt give back its long-committed diff, 
Inviolate :---and faithfully fhall thefe 
Make up the full account ; not the leaft atom 740 
Embezzl'd, or miflaid, of the whole tale.” 
Each foul thall have a body ready furnifh’d; 
And each fhall have his own.---Hence, ye profane! 
Afk not, how this can be ?---Sure the fame pow'r 
‘That rear'd the piece at firft, and tock it dowa, 
Can re-affemble the loofe {catter’d parts, 
And put them as they were.---Almighty God 
Has done much more; nor is his arm impair'd 
Through length of days: And what he can, he wills 
His faithfulnefs ftands bound to fee it done. 750 
Whenthe dread trympet founds, the flumb’ring duit, 
Not unattentive to the call), fhall wake 3, 
And ev'ry joint poffefs its proper place, 
With a new elegance of form, unknown 
To its firft ftate-——-Nor thal! the confcions foul 
Miftake its partner, but amid the crowd. 
Singling its other half, into its army 7 
Shall rufh with afl tk’ impatience of a man 
That's new come home, and, having leng been 
abfent, . 
With hafte runs over ev'ry different room, 760 
In pain to fee the whole. ‘I hrice happy meeting ! 
Nor time, nor death, fhall ever part them more. 
*Tis but a night, a long and moonlefe night ; 
We make the grave our bed, and then are gone. 
Thus, at the thut of ev’n, the weary bird 
Leaves the wide air, and in fome lonely brake 
Cow'rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day, 


|. Then claps his well-fledg'd wings, and bears away. 








VARIATIONS, 
74. feems larger as he fets, 
72§ Whilf the glad gates of fight are ftretched 
wide. ' ‘ ee 


“767.On window-fole, ar foot-ain'd ehininey top, 
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“Js Gilence to fapprefs my griefs I've ty'd, 
, And keep Within its banks the fwelling tide ;- 


Es ae 


| 








‘This be my plea—Nor thon, dgpr thade, refufe 
The well-meant tribute of the willing mufe, 
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crowded journal ofthy fame, 
titles fhall [name ? © 

rinice, that wins a crown, 
before his own, ~ 

our only care 


vu ulonfly juft, yet not fevere ; 
‘cautious, open 5 cet et fineere 5 
not magifterial ; 
ah few, Yer lov’ by all 
read, yet abfolutely free 
the fliffreffes of pedantry : 
eircumifpedtly good, yet never four 5” 
nt with innocente, and never more. 
‘worn by thee, attractive fow"d, 
h its own unborrow’d beauty glow'd: 
from whofe watery cyes 


. poke, nor fmile was féen to rife; 
fe fickly’ lives upon grimace, 
a merit ' from a igre face. 
raiment for the needy poor, 
aah fatherlefs to know oh door; 
ig hunger fet the needy free ; 
cy were needy was cnough to'thee. 
pleafe, whilit others reftlels be, 
. nefs by, and courted thee ; 
gh thow bade the flatt'ring thing give o 
return, fhe ofly woo'd thee more, . 
“How fweéet thy accents! and how mild thy look! 
td in all thow {poke 
e were fond of thee, 


to the young; 
confirmn'd i 
-eowiufel lene, 
a heed up the diffident; 
with thé forrowful, and bore a part 


; 
Hie their delig, 
brib’d our appetite. 
ith a greatn ite Ra 
Sf otoae ahe fom 
h patheti like Titec, Bs. 
head enlighten, and the heart refiie | 
“4 were thy lectares, noble the 
z Rhian, and the adtion finé;~ = * 
d, the inferences cléat, 
ong and folid thy deductions were: [wrong, 
Phou mark’d the ee ig out *twixt Nght and 
nd fhow’d the Jand-marks as thou went alung. 
Udticciet plat 
was the beft comment on thy texts 
brif in darker points we’ were deceiv'd, 
Pwis only but thow liv'd: 
~ Bewilder’d in the of thy fame, 
What fhall the mufe, what next-in order name ? 
Which of thy focial qualities commend? . 
her of bufband, father, or of friend! 
fband foft, beneficent and kind, 
¢ virgin with'd, or wife-could find; 
er indefatigably true 
o both a father’s truft and tutor’s too. 
"A friend affetionate and ftaunch to thofe 
u wilely fingled out; for few thou chofé ; 


Few, did'I fay, that word we mufbrecaly 
A friend, a willing friend thou waft to all. — 
‘Thofe properties were thine, nor could we knove. 
Which rofe the uppermoft, fo all was thous 
So have I feen the many-colour’d mead, 
Brufh’d by the vernal breeze, its fragrance thed 
Though various fweets the various field exhal’d, 
Yet*could we not determine which prewail’d, 
Nor this pet rofe, that boney-fuckle, call, 
But a rich bloomy aggregatevof-all. 
And, thou, the once glad partner of his bedy — 
But now by forrow’s weeds diftinguithed, 
Wholé bufy memory thy grief 
And calls up'all thy hufband to thine eyesp 
Thoo’ muft not be forgot. How altcr’d now! 
How thick thy teats! How fatt thy forrows flow! 
The well known veice thaticheer'd thee heretofore, 
‘THtefe foothing accents, thou nitiftyhear no'more. — 
Untold by all the tender fighs thow drew, * 
When on thy check he fetch’ta long adiew. 
Untoldbe all thy faithful agonics, 
| At the laft anguith of his clofing eyes: 
| For thot, and only fach as thou, cam tell 
The killing anguifh’ of a laft farewell. 


This earth, yon fun, and thefe bluc-tingurd 
ties, 5 2 

Through which it rolls, muft have their obfequiess, 
Pluck’d from their orbits, planets fall, 
And fineke and conflagration cover all : 
What then is man? The creatute of a day, 
By moments fpent, and minutes borne away, 
Time, like’a raging torrent, hurriés on x 
Scatce can we fay it és, but that “tis 

Whethér, fair thade ! with focial 
(Whofe properties thou once deferib’d fo well), 
Familiar now thou heereft them relate 


‘Points e thé orbs on high, 
. And counts the filver wonders of the fy; 
Or if, with glowing feraphim, thou co, 
Heav’i’s King, and fhouteft through’ the 
ftreets, # = 
‘That crowds of white-rob’d che = 
Marching in triumph through the 4 way? 

} - Now“art thou rais’d beyond this world of car: 
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Nor fhall oblivion blet thy nemenps ~i=Se 
But grateful love its energy exprefs 

(The father’s gone) now to the fatherlefs, 
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